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TO THE RIGHT 

HO NOVRABLE, HENRY 
V Vriothefley, Earle ofSouthhampfon, 

and Baron olTitchfield. 

E loue I dedicate to your 
Lordfhip is without endrwher- 
of this Pamphlet without be- 
ginning is but a fuperfluous 
Moity. The warrantlhauc of 
your Honourable difpofition, 
not the worth of my vntutord 
Lines makes it aflfured ofacceptance. What I haue 
done is yours, what I haue to doe is yours, being 
partin all I haue, dcuoted yours. Were my worth 
greater, my duety would lhew greater, meanetime, 
as it is,it is bound to your Lordlliip; To whom I wilh 
long life flill lengthned with all happinefle. 

Y our Lordlhips in all duety. 

VV 7 llliam Shakefocare. 

Ai 



1 







THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d.41 [l]) OdaYO 







THE ARG,VMENT. ? 

L Veins Tarquinius (for hit excsjflue pride fnrnamed Su perbus) 
after hee had cau fed his owe father in lave Seruius Tullius to 
be erne llj murdred, and contrarie to the %omamelawes Wa- 
fiomes , not requiring or flaying for the peoples fufr ages, had pofle fled 
him fe If e of the kingdoms : went accompanyed with bis fonnes and other 
Noble menoffome , to beflege Ardea, during which fiege, thcprtncipall 
men oftheeArmy meeting one eueningat the Tent of Sextus 1 arquini- 
US the Ktnes fonne, mthetr dtfeourfes after (upper euery one commended 
thevertues of his owne wife : among whom Colatinutf extolledthe incom- 
parable chattity of hismf eluctem. In that pleafant humor they all po- 
lled to %cme, and intending by theyrfleret and fodatne arnuall to maky 
triall of that which euery one had before auouched, onely ColatinusjW.f 
his wife (though it were late in the night) (pinning amongefl her matdes , 
the other Ladies were all found dauncmg and reuellwg, or in fe uera.ua f- 
ports : whereupon the Noble menyeelded Colatinus thevillory and 
his wife the Lame. v4t that time Sextus Tarquinius bemgenflamcd 
with Lucrece beauty, yet fmoothering his pajjionsfor the prefent, departed 
with the refl backs to the Campe from whence he floor t ly after primly 
withdrew hmfelfe, and was (according to his eflate ) royally • entertayned 
and lodoed by Lucrece at Colatium. T he fame night he tretcheroujhe 

fiea/eth into her Chamber , violently rduifht her , andcarly w-tbemor - ; 

ningfpeedeth away. Lucrece mthis lamentable plight,, hattilyflifipatchr 
eth Meffengers, one to %omefor her father , another to the Campe for 
Colafine, They came, the one accompanyed with lunius Brutus, the o- 
ther with Publius Valerius ? and finding Lucrece attired in mourning 
habite, demanded the caufe of her farrow . Shoe firft taking an oath of 
them for her reuen^e , reucaled theJttor, and whole maner of his dea- 
tmg, andwithafl fodamely flab'bed herfelfe. Which done, with onecon- 
fent they ail vowed to roote out thewhole hatedfamily of the Tarquins • 
and bearing the dead body to Rome , Brutus acquainted the people with 
the doer and, manner of the vile deeds : with a bitter inuettute againft the 
tyranny of the King, wherewith the people were jo moued , that with one 
con feat and a general acclamation, the T arquins were all e xifedptnd the 
fiate gouernment changedfrom Kings to Corfuls . 
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THE RAPE OF 

L VC 11 EC E. 

F Rom the befieged Ardea all in poR, Av(£m ,, 

Borne by the truftleflfe wings offalle defire, 
Luft-breathedTARQyi N , leaues the Roman hoft 
And to Colatium beares the lightlefle fire. 

Which in pale embers hid, lurkes to alpire, 

And girdle with embracing flames, the waft 
Of C o L A T,I N e s fair loue, L v c r e c e the chaft. 

Hap’ly that name of chaft, vnhap’Iy fe t 
This batelefle edge on his keene appetite: 

When C o l a tine vnwifely did not Jet, 

To praife the cleare vnmatched red and white 
V V hich triumpht in that skie of his delight: * 

Where mortal ftars as bright as heaues Beauties, 

With pure afpeds did him peculiar dueties. 

B 
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M THE rape of lvcrece, 

• For he the nightbefore inTarquinsTent, 

Vnlockt the trcafure of his happie Rate : 

• V Vhat prifeleffe wealth the heauens had him lent, 

In the poffeflion of his beauteous mate. 

■ Reckning his fortune at fuch high proud rate, 

• That Kings might be efpowfed to more fame, 

But King nor Peerc to fuch a peerelefle dame. 

O happineffe enioy’d but ©fa few, 

And if poffeR as foone decayed and done : 

As is the morning filuer melting dew , 

A^ainft the golden fplendour ofthe Sunne. 

, • An expir’d date canceld ere well begunnc. 

, Honour and B eautie in the owners armes, 

>■ Are weakelie fortreR from a world of harmes. 

• Beautie it felfe doth ofit felfe perfwade, 

.-The eies of men without an Orator, 

What needcth then Appologie be made 
To fet forth that which is fo fmguler ? 

, Or why is Colatine the publiRier 

, Of that rich iewell he fhould keepe vnknown, 
From theeuiih eares becaufe it is his owne ? 

Perchance 



THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

Perchance his boft of Lucre ce Sou’raigntie, 
SuggeRed this proud iflue of a King : 

..For by our eares pur hearts oft tay nted be : 
Perchance that enuie of fo ric h a thing 
Brauing compare, difdaineful’y did Ring (vant, 

His high picht thoughts that meaner men fhould 
That golden hap which their fuperiors want. 

But fome vntimclie thought did inRrgatc, 

His all too timelefle fpeede if none of ihofe, 

His honor, his affaires, his friends, his Rate, 

N cgle&ed all, with fwift intent he goes, 

To quench the coale which in his liuer glowes, 

O rafli falfe heate, wrapt in repentant cold, 

T hy haRic fpring Rill blaRs and nere growes old. 

When at Colatium this falfe Lord ariucd, 

Well was he welcom’d by the Romaine dame, 

V V ithin whofc face Beautie and V ertue R riued, 
Which of thbm both Riould vndei prop her fame. 

V Vhe Vertuebrag’d , Beautie wold blulh for fhamc, 

When Beautie bofted blufhes,in defpight 
V ertue would Raine that ore with filuer w hite. 

B 2 



THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

• a 

ButBeautiein that white entituled, 

From Venus doues doth challenge that faire field, 
Then Vertue chimes from Beautie, Beauties red, 
Which Vertue gaue the golden age, to guild 
Their filuer cheekes, andcald it then their fhield, 
Teaching them thus to vfe it in the fight, 

V V he lhame afTaild,the red fiiould fece the white. 

This Herauldry in Lvcrece face was feene, 
Argued by Beauties red and Vertues white, 

Of eithers colour was the other Queene : 
Prouingfrom worlds minority their right, 

Yet their ambition makes them Rill to fight: 

The foueraignty of either being fo great, 

T hat oft they interchange ech others feat. 

This filent warre of Lillies and of Rofes, 

Which T ar qvi n vew’d in her faire faces field, 

In their pure rankes his tray tor eye enclofes, 
Where leaft betweene them both it fiiould b e kild. 
The coward captiue vanquiihed, doth yeeld 
To thofetwo Armies that -would let him goe. 
Rather then triumph in fo falfe a foe. 






THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 
Now thinkcs he that her husbands fhallow tongue, 



Therefore that praife which C o l a t i n e doth owe, 
jnchaunted T a r qvi n aunfwers with furmife, 
In filent wonder of Rill gazing eyes. 

This earthly fain£t adored by this deuill, 

Little fufp etReth the falfe worlhipper : 

tc For vnfiaind thoughts do feldom dream on euill. 

<c Birds neuer lim’d, no fecret bufhes feare : 

So guiltleRelhee fccurely giues good cheare, 

And reuerend welcome to her princely gucR, 
VVhofe inward ill no outward harme exprelR 

For that he colourd v/itbhishigh eRate, 

Hiding bale fin in pleats of MaieRie : 

That nothing in him feemd inordinate, 

Saue fometime too'much wonder ofhiseye, 
VVhichhauing all, all could not fatisfie; . 

But poorly rich fo wanteth in his Rore, r 
That cloy’d with much, he pineth Rill for more. 

B S 




1 he niggard prodigall that praude her fo : 

In that high taske hath done her Beauty wrong. 
Which farre exceedeshis barren skill tofliow. 
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But (he that neucr cop’t with ftraunger eies. 

Could picke no meaning from their parling lookes, 
Nor read the fubtle {hining fecrecies, 

V Vrit in the glaffie margents of file h bookes, 

Shce touchtno vnknown baits , nor feard no hooks, 
Nor could lhee moralize his wanton fight, 

More then his eies were opend to the light. 

He ftorics to her eares her husbands fame, 

VVonne inthe fields of fruitfull Italic : 

And decks with praifes Colatines high name, 

Made glorious by his manlic chiualrie, 

With bruifed armes and wreathes of viftorie, 

Her ioie widiheaued-vp Hand (lie doth expreffe, 
Andwordleffefogreetesheauen for his fuccefle. 

Far from the purpofe of his comming thither, 

He makes excuies for his being there, 

No clowdie Ihow offtormie bluftririg wether, 

Doth yet in his faire welkin once appeare. 

Till fable Night mother of dread and feare, 

Vppon the world dim darkneffc doth difplaie, 
And in her vaultie prifon, flow es the daie. 

For 
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For then is Tarquine brought vnto his bed, 
Intending wearinefle with hcauie fprite : 

For after fupper long he, queftioned, 

With modeft Lucrece, and wore out the night, 
Now leaden flumber with liues ftrength doth fight, 

> And euerie one to reft himfelfe betakes, 

< Saue theeues,and cares, and troubled minds that 

(wakes. 

As one of which doth Tarquin lie reuoluing 
The fundi ie dangers of his wils obtaining : 
Yeteuertoobtainehiswill refoluing. (ning 

Though weake built hopes perfwade him to abftai- 
Difpaire to gaine doth traffique oft for gaining, 

> And when great treafure isthe meede propofed, 

^ T hough death be adiu&,ther’s no death fuppofed. 

Thofe that much couet are with gaine fo fond, 

T hat what they haue not, that which they pofTcfte 
They fc at: e rand vnloofe itfrom their tfond, 

And fo by hoping more they haue but leffe, 

©r gaining more, the profite of exceffe 
Is but to furfet,and fuch griefes fuftaine, 

That they proue backrout in this poore rich gain. 
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The ayme of all is but to Hcjurfe the life, 

V V ith honor, wealth, and eafe in wainyng age: 

And in this ayme there is fuch thwarting ftrife, 

1 hat one for all, or all for one we gage: 

As life for honour, in fell battailes rage, 

Honor for wealth, and oft that wealth doth coft 
The death of al 1, and altogether loft . 

i . 

So that in ventring ill, we leaue to be 
The things we are* for that which we exp e (ft : 

And this ambitious foule infirmitie, 

In hauing much torments vs with defe<ft 
Ofthat we haue: Co then we doe negled 
The thing we haue, and all for want of wit, 

Make fomcthing nothing, by augmenting it. 

Such hazard now muft doting T a r qvi n make, 
Pawning his honor to obtaine his Juft, 

And for himfelfe, himfelfe he muft forfake. 

• * Then where is truth if there be no felfe- truft? 
^VVhenfhall'hc thinketo find aftrangeriuft, 

' When he him felfe, himfelfe confounds, betraies, 
' To fclandrous tongues & wretched hateful daies? 

Now 
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Now ftole vppon the time the dead ofnight, 

V V hen heauiefleecp had clofd vp mortall eyes, 
No comfortable ft arre did lend his light, 

No noife but O wles, & wolues death-boding cries: 
Now femes the feafon that they may furprife 

The fillie Lambes, pure thoughts are dead ftill, 
While Luft and Murder wakes to ftaine and kill. 

And now this luftfull Lord leapt from his bed. 
Throwing his mantle rudely ore his arme, 

Is madly toft betwecne defire and dredj 
Th’one fweetely flatters, th’other feareth harme, 

But honeft feare,bewicht with luftes foule charme, 
Doth too too oft betake him to retire, 

Beaten away by braineficke rude defire. 

His Faulchon on a flint he Jfofrly finiteth, 

That from the could ftonc fparkes offire doe flie, 
Whereat a waxen torch forthwith he lighteth, 

V V hich muft be lodeftarre to his luftfull eye. 

And to the flame thus fpeakes aduifedliej 
As from this cold flint I enforft this fire, 

So L v c r«e c e muft I force to my defire. 

C 
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Here pale with fearehc doth premeditate. 

The daungers ofhis lothfome enterprise; 

And in his inward mind he doth debate, 

VVhat following forrow may on this arife. 

Then looking Scornfully, he doth defpife 
His naked armour offtill Slaughtered luff, 
Andiuftly thus controlls his thoughts vniuft. 

Faire torch burne out thy light, and lend it not 
To darken her whofe light excelleth thine: 

And die vnhariowed thoughts, before you blot 
V Vith y our vucleannefle, that which is deuine; 
Offer pure incenfe to fo pure a fhrine : 

Let faire humanitie abhor the deede, 

Thatfpots & Rains loucs modeft fnow-whitc weed. 

Ofhame to knighthood , and to fhining Armes, 

O foule dilhonor to my houfhoulds grauc ; 

O impious a<5t including all foule harmes. 

A martiall man to be foft fancies flaue, 

True valour flill a true refpedt fhould haue, 

Then my digreflion is fo vile, fo bafe, 

That it will Hue engrauen in my face. 
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Yea though T dic the fcandale will furuiuc, 

And be an eie-fore in my golden coate ; 

Some lothfome dalh the Herrald will contriuc. 

To cipher me how fondlie I did dote ; 

That my poReritie fham’d with the note 

Shall curfe my bones, and hold it for no finne, 

To wifh that 1 their father had not beenc. 

V V hat v/in I if I gaine the thing I feeke ? 

A dreame, a breath, a froth offleeting ioy, 

... Who buies a minutes mirth to waile a wceke ? 

■ Or fels eternitie to get a toy? 

’ For one fweete grape w ho will the vine deftroy ? 

Or what fond begger,but to touch the crowne, 
Would with the feepter flraight be Rroke down? 

If Col a tin vs dreame of my intent, 

V V ill he not wake, and in a defp’rate rage 
PoR hither , this vile purpofe to preuent ? 

This fiege that hath ingirt his marriage, 

This blur to youth, this forrow to the fage, 

This dying vertue, this furuiuingfliame, 

Whole crime will beare an euer-during blame* 

C 2 




THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

O what excufe can my indention make 
When thou (halt charge me with fo blacke a deed? 
V Vil not my tongue be mute, my fraile ioinrs (hake? 
Mine eics forgo their light, my falfe hart bleede? 

> The guilt beeing great, the feare doth ft ill exceede$ 
j And extreme feare can neither fight nor flie, 

>• But cowardlike with trembling terror die. 

Had C o l a t i n v s kild my fbnne or fire. 

Or laine in ambuih to betray my life, 

Or were he not my deare friend, this dcfire 
Might haue excufe to worke vppon his wife : 

As in reuenge or quittall ofluch ftrife. 

But as he is my kinfman, my deare friend, 

The ftiame and fault finds no excufe nor end. 

Shamefull itis:T,ifthefa<ft beknowne, 

Hatefull it is : there is no hare in louing, 
lie beg her loue: but (he is not her owne : 

The worft is but deniall and reproouing. 

My will is ftrong paft reafons weake remoouing : 

> V Vho feares a fentence or an old mans faw, 

» Shall by a painted cloth be kept in awe. 



Thus 



a 
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Thus gracelefle holds he dilputation, 

Tweene frozen confcience and hot burning will, 
And with good thoughts makes difpenfation, 
Vrgingthe worfer fence for vantage ftill. 

Which in a moment doth confound and kill 
All pure effects, and doth Co farre proceede. 
That what is vile, fhe wes like a vertuous deede. 

Quoth he, fhee tooke me kindlie by the hand, 

And gaz’d for tidings in my eager eyes, 
Fearingfbme hard newes from the warlike band, 
Where herbeloued C o t at i n vs lies. 

O how her feare did make her colour rife 1 
Firft red as R.ofes that on Lawne we laie, 
Thenwhite as Lawne the Roles tooke awaie. 



And how her hand in my hand being lockt, 
Forftittotremblewithherloyallfeafe; ?':■ 

\ Vhich ftrooke her fad , and then itfafter rockt, 

V ntill her husbands welfare fhee did heare. 
VVhereat fhee finiled with fo fwcetc a cheare, > ;i 
That had N a rci s s v s feen e heras'ffoee flood, 
Sdfe-loue had neuer drown’d him in the flood. 
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THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

Why hunt I then for colour or excufes ? 

All Orators are dumbewhenBeautiepleadeth, 
Poore wretches haueremorfe in poore abufes, 
Louethriues not in the hart that fhadows dreadeth, 
Affedtion is my Captaine and he leadeth. 

And when his gaudie banner is difplaidc, 

The coward fights, and will not be diimaide. 

. . . . - . 

. Then childifti feare auaunt, debating die, ; 

—Rcfped and realon waite on wrinckled age: 

My heart ihallneuer countermand mine eiej^P., : 

Sad paufe, and deepe regard befeemes thcfage,' 

My part is youth and beatcs thefe from the ftage. 

Defire my Pilot is, Beautie my prife, 

Then who feares finking where fuch treafure lies? 

As corne ore-growne by weedes: fo heedfull feare 
Is almoft choakt by vnrefifted luft : 

Away he fteales with open liftning care, 

Full offoule hope, and fulloffond miftruft 
Both which as feruitors to the vniuft, 

So crofle him with their oppofit perfwafion, 
Thatnow he vowes aleague,and now inuafion. 

With- 
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Within his thought her heauenly image fits, 

And in the felfe fam e feat fits C o l a t i n e, 

That eye which lookes on her confounds his wits. 
That eye which him beholdes, as more deuine, 
Vnto a view fo falfe will not incline; 

But with apure appeale feekes to the heart. 
Which once corrupted takes the worier part. 

And therein heartens vp his feruile powers, 
y,y ho flattred by their leaders iocound fhow, 
Stpffe vp hisluft : as minutes fill vp howres. 

' Anda^rheirGaptainerfb their pride doth grow, 
•Faying nfore fiauifh tribute then they owe. 

;T>y reprobate defire thus madly led, 

The Romane Lorcf marcheth to L v c re ce bed. 

The lockes betweene her chamber and his will, 

Ech one by him inforft retires his ward : 

But as they open they all rate his ill, 

Which driues the creeping theefe to fome regard, 
The threihold grates the doore to haue him heard. 
Night- wandring weezels fhreek to fee him there. 
They fnght him, yet he ftill purfues his feare. 





- 
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As each vnwilling portall y eelds him way, 
Throughlittle vents and cranies ofthe place, 

The wind warres with his torch, to make him ftaie , 
And blowes the fmoake of it into his face, 
Extinguifhing his condud in this cafe. 

But his hot heart, which fond defire doth fcorch, 
Ruffes forth another wind that fires the torch.. 

i 

And being lighted, by the light he fpies 
L v c r e c i a s gloue, wherein her needle flicks, 

He takes it from the rulhes where it lies, 

And griping it, the needle hisfinger pricks. 

As who fhould fay, this gloue to wanton trickes 
Is not inur’d; returne againe in haft, 

Thou feeft our miftreffe ornaments are chaff. 

But all thefe poore forbiddings could not flay him, 
He in the woift fence conifers their deniall: 

The dores, the vvind,the gloue that did delay him, 
He takes for accidentall things of triall. 

Or as thofe bars which flop the hourely diall, 

Who with alingring ftaie hiscourfe doth let, 
Till euerie minute pay es the howre his debt. 

So 
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So fb, quoth he, thefe lets attend the time, 

Like littlefrofts that femetime threat theipring, 

To ad a more reioyfing to the prime, 

And giue the (heaped birds more caufe to fing. 

.' Pain payes the income of ech precious thing, (fands 
j'Huge rocks, high winds, ftrong pirats,(heluesand 
^.The marchant feares, ere rich at home he lands. 

Now is hecomevnto the chamber dore, 

That lhuts him from the Hcauen ofhis thought. 
Which with a y eelding latch, and with no more. 
Hath bard him from the bleffed thing he fought. 

So from himfelfe impiety hath wrought, 

That for his pray to pray he doth begin, 

As ifthc Heauens fhould countenance his fin, 

Butin the midft ofhis vnfruitfull prayer, 

Hauing folicited th'eternall power. 

That his foule thoughts might copaflc his fair faire, 
And they would ft and aufpicious to the howre. 

Euen there he ftarts, quoth he, I muft deflowrej 
The powers to whom I pray abhor this fad, 

How can they then affift me in the ad ? 
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THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

Then Loue and Fortune be my Gods, my guide, 
My will is backt with refolution : 

Thoughts are but dreames till their effects be tried, 
The blacked finnc is clear’d with absolution. • 
Again R loues Ere, feares froR hath diflolution. 

The eye ofHeauen is out, and midic night 
Couers the Riame that followes fweet delight, 

Hiis /aid, his guiltie hand pluckt vp the latch, 

And with his knee the dore he opens wide, 

■ The douefleeps fad that this night Qwle will catch. 
Thus treafon workes ere traitors be e/pied. 

?V V ho feesthelurkingferpentReppes afide; 

I?ut Ihee lound deeping fearing no fuch tiling 
Lies at the mercie of His mortall Ring. 

Into the chamber wickedlie he Ra Ikes, 

Andgazeth on heryetvnRained bed: 

The curtaines being dole, about he walkes, 
Rowling his greedie ey e-bals in his head. 

By their high treafon is his heart mif Jed, 

V Vhich giues the watch -word to his handful foon 
To draw the clowd that hides the bluer Moon. 

Looke 



Assisi a 
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Looke as the faire and fierie pointed Sunne, 

Ru filing from forth a cloud, bereaues our fig lit: 
Euen fo the Curtains drawne, his eyes begun 
To winke, being blinded with a greater light. 

V V hether it is that fhee refJe&s io bright, 

That dazleth them, or elfe feme fJh am e fuppofed, 
But blind they are, and keep:themfeJues inclofed. 

0 had they in that darkefbme prifon died, 

1 hen had they fcene the period oftbcir ill : 

Then C olatine againeby Lvcrece fide, 

In his cleare bed might haue repofqd Rill. 

But they muR ope this blefled league to kill, 
Andholie-thoughted Lvcrece to thdr fight, 
MuR fell her icy, her life, her worlds delight.° 

• Her lillie hand, her rofie cheeke lies vnder, 

- Coofning the pillow of a lawfull kiffe : 

Who therefore angrie fcemes to part in funder, 
Swelling on either fide to want his blifle. 

Betwecne whofe hils her head intombed is; 

Where like a vertuous Monument fheelics* 

■To be admir’d oflewd vnhallowed eyes. 
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THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

Without t He bed her other fairehand was 1 . 

On the greene couerlet whofe perfect white 
Showed like an April! dazie on the grade, 
VVithpearlic fwet refemblingdew of night. 

Her eyes like Marigolds hadfheath’d their light, 

And canopied in daikencde fweetly lay, 

Till they might open to adorne the day. 

Herhaire likegoldethreedsplayd with her breath, 
O moded wantons, wanton modeftie 1 
Showing lifes triumph in the map of death, 

And deaths dim looke in lifes mortalitie. 

Ech in her lleepe themfelues fo beautifie. 

As ifbetweene them twaine there were no drife,. 
But that life lin’d in death, and death in life. 

Her breads like Iuory globes circled with blew, 

A paire of maiden worlds vneonquered, 

•Saue of their Lord, no bearing yoke they knew,. 
And him by oath they truely honored. 

Thefe worlds in Tarqvin new ambition bred, 
Who like a fowle vfurper went about, 

From.this faire throne to heaue the owner out. 

What 
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V Vhat couldhe fee but mightily he noted? 

V Vhat did he note, but drongly he defired? 

What he beheld, on that he hrmely doted, 

- And in his will his wilfull eye he tyred. 

„V Vith more then admiration he admired 
* Her azure vaines, her alablafter skinne, 

^ Her corall lips, her fnow-white dimpled chin. 

As the grim Lion fawneth ore his pray, 

Sharpe hunger by the conqueft fatisfied : 

So ore this deeping foule doth T arqjvin day, 

His rage ofluft by gazing qualified; 

Slakt, not fuppred, for Banding by her fide. 

His eye which late this mutiny redraines, 

Vnto a greater vprore tempts his vaines. 

And they likedragling flaues for pillage fighting, 

T Obdurate vafTals fell exploits effecting, 

In bloudy death and rauilhment delighting; 

Nor childrens tears nor mothers grones refpe&ing. 
Swell in their pride, the onfet dill expecting : 
•Anonhis beating heart allarum driking, 

Giues the hot charge, & bids the do their liking. 
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THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

His drumming heart cheares vp his burning eye, 

His eye commends the leading to his hand; _ 

His hand as proud of fuch a dignitie , 

Smoaking with pride, marcht on, to make his Rand 
On her bare bred, the heart ofall her land; 

V Vhofc ranks of blew vains as his hand did fcale. 
Left their round turrets dellitiite and pale. 

They muftring to the quiet Cabinet, 

Where their deare gouerneffe andladie lies, 

Do tell her fhee is dreadfullie belet, 

And fright her with confufion of their cries. 

Shee much amaz'd breakes opeherlocktvp eyes, 
Who peepingfoorth this tumult to behold, 

Are by his Earning torch dim’d and controld. 

Imagine her as one in deadofnight, 

From forth dull ileepcby dreadfulifancie waking, 
That thinkes lhee hath beheld fome gaftlie fprite, 
Whole grim alpe£t lets euerie ioint a fluking, 
VVhat terror tis : but lhee in worfer taking, 

From fleepedifturbedjheedfullie doth view 
The light which makes fuppofed terror trew. 

Wrapt 
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Wrapt and comounded in a thousand feaies^ 

•Like to a n.ew kild bird lhee trembling lies : 

Shee dares not looke, yet winding there appeares 
Quicke-ftiifting Antiques vglicin her eyes. 

Such fhadowes are the weake- brains loi genes, 
Who angrie that the eyes Hie from their lights, 

’ In darknes daunts the with more dreadfull fights. 



His hand that yet remaines vppon her bred, 
(Rude R am to batter fuch an luorie wall :) 

May feele her heart (poors C ittjzen) diftreft. 
Wounding it felfe to death, rife vp and fall; 
Beating her bulke,that his hand iliakes withall. 
This moues in him more rage and lelfer pittie. 
To make the breach and enter this fweet Citty . 



Firft like a Trompet doth his tongue begin, 

T o lound a parlie to his heartlefle foe. 

Who ore the white (licet peers her whiter chin, 
The reafon ofthis raHi allarme to know, 

Which he by dum demeanor feekes to fhpw. 
But iliee with vehement prayers vrgcthftill, 
Vnder what colour he commits this ill. 
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Thus he replies, the colour in thy face, 

That euen for anger makes the Lilly pale, 

And the red rofe blufh at her owne dilgrace, 

Shall plead for me and tell my louing tale. 

Vnder that colour am I com e to (calc 

Thy neuer conquered Fort, the fault is thine, 

•> - For thofe thine eyes betray thee vnto mine. 

Thus Iforeffall thee, if thou meane to chide. 

Thy beauty hath enfnar’d thee to this night, 

Where thou with patience muft my will abide, 

My will that markes thee for my earths delight, 
Which I to conquer fought with all my might. 

B ut as reproofe and reafon beat it dead, 

By thy bright beautie was it newlie bred. 

I fee what croffes my attempt will bring, 

I know what thornes the growing rofe defends, 

I thinke the honie garded with a Ring, 

All this before-hand counfell comprehends. 

^ But Will is deafe, and hears no heedlull friends, 
Onely he hath an eye to gaze on Beautie, 

And dotes on what he looks, gainltlaw or duety. 
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I haue debated euen in my foule, 

What wrong,what ihamc,what forrow I fhal bree J, 
But nothing can affections courfe controull, 

Or flop the headlong furie of his (peed* 

Iknow repentanttearcs infewe the deed, 

Reproch, difdaine, and deadly enmity, 

Yet ftriue I to embrace mine infamy. 

This {aid, hee (hakes aloft his Romaine blade, 
VYhich like a Faulcon towring in the skies, 
Cowcheth the fowle below with his wings fha de, 

V V hofe crooked beake threats, ifhe mount he dies. 
So vnder his intuiting Fauchion lies 
• Harmelelfe L v c a e t i a marking what he tels, 
With trembling feareias fowl hear Faulcos bcls. 

Lvcrece, quoth he, this night I muff enioy thee, 
Ifthoudeny,thenforcemufl workemy way : 

For in thy bed I purpofe to deflroie t hee. 

That done, fome worthleffe (laue ofthine ile flay. 

To kill thine Honour with thy Iiuesdecaic. 

And in thy dead armes do Imeanc to place him, 
Swearing 1 flue him feeing thee imbracc him. 

E 
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So thy furuiuing husband ihali re main c 
The fcorncfullmarke of eucrie open eye, ^ 

Thy kinfmen hang their heads at this diidaine, 

Thy ifliieblur’d with nameleffe baftardic; 

And thou the author oftheir obloquie, _ 

Shalt haue thy trcfpafte cited vp in rimes, 

And fung by children in fucceeding times. 

But if thou yeeld, I reft thy fecret friend, 

. -The fault vnknowne, is as a thought vnaded, 

A little harrne done to a great good end, 

For lawfuil pollicie remaines enaded. 

« The poyfonousiimple fometime is compaded 
In a pure compound; being fo applied, 
Hisvenome in effed is purified. 

Then for thy husband and thy childrens farce. 
Tender my fuite, bequeath not to their lot 
The fhamethat from them no deuife can take, 

The blemiih that will neuer be forgot: 

VVorfcthen a flauilh wipe, or birth howrsbot. 

For markes diferied in mens natiuitie, 

Are natures faultcs.not their owne infamies 

" Here 
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Herewith a Cockcatrice dead killing eye, ‘ 

He rowfeth vp himfelfc, and makes a paufe, 

While fhcc the pidureofpurepietie, 

Like a white Hinde vnder the grypes fharpe clawes, 
Pleades in a wilderneffe where are no lawes, 

To the rough beaftjthatlcnowcs no gentle right, 
Nor ought obayes but his fowle appetite. 

But when a black- fac’d clowd the world doth tnret, 

In his dim mift th’afpiring mountaines hiding : 

From earths dark-womb, iome gentle guft doth get, 
Which blow thefe pitchic vapours fro their biding: 
Hindring their prefent fall by this dcuiding. 

So his vnhaliowed haft her words delay es. 

And moodie Plvto winks while Orpheus playes. 

Yet fowle night- waking Cat he doth but dallie, 
While in his hold-faft foot the weak moufepateth, 
Her iad behauiour feedes his vulture follic, 

A fwallowinggulfe thateuen in plentic wanteth. 

His eare her prayersadmits,but his heart granteth 
No penetrable entrance to her playning, 

“Tears harden lull though marble were with ray- 
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Her pittie-pleading eyes are fadlie fixed 
In the remorfelefle wrinckles of his face. 

Her modeft eloquence with fighes is mixed, 

V V hich to her Oratorie addes more grace. 

She e puts the period often from his place, 

And midft the fentence fo her accent breakes, 

1 hat twife ihe doth begin ere oncelhc fpcakes. 

She coniures him by high Almightie Ioue, 

By knighthood, gentrie, and fweete friendihips orh, 
By her vntimely teares, her husbands loue, 

By holiehumaine law, andcommon troth, 

By Heauen and Earth, and all the power of both : 
That to his borrowed bedhe make retire, 

And (loop e to Honor, not to fowle defire. 

Quoth fhee, re ward not Holpitalitie, 

With fuch black payment, as thou haff pretended, 
>.Mudde not the fountaine that gauc drinke to thee, 

>• Mar not the thing that cannot be amended. 

End thy ill ay me, before thy ftioote be ended. 

> He is no wood- man that doth bend his bow, 
Toftrikc a poore vnfeafonable Doe. 

My 
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My husband is thy friend, for his lake /pare me. 
Thy felfe artmighrie, for thine own fake leaue me 
My felfe a weakling, do not then infnare me. 

Thou look’d: not like deceipt,do not deceiue me. 
My fighes like whirlewindes labor hence to heaue 
» If euer man were mou’d with womas mones,(thee. 
'Be moued with my teares, my fighes , my grones. 

All which together like a troubled Ocean, 

Beat at thy rockie,and wracke threatning heart, 

To foften it with their coritinuall motion : 
j - For ftones diflolu’d to water do conuert. 



O if no harder then a ftolie thou art, 

< : * Melt at my teares and be compaflionate, 

•’ Soft pittie enters at an iron gate. 

* _ 

In T a r qv i n,<s likenelfe I did entertame thee, 

H aft thou put oiihislhap to do himlMme 
•T c all the Hoft of Heauen I eomplaine me. 

Thou wrongft his honor, woudft his princely name: 
Thou art not whatthou feem’ft^an^fflhje famey : c T 
Thou feem’ft not what th ou aft, a QeTdyi King,* 

J Workings like Gods fhould gouerneeuery thing. 
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How will thy fhame be feeded in thine age 
When thus thy vices bud before thy fpring > 

if in thy hope thou darft do fuch outrage, 

VVhat dar’ft thou not when once thou art a King ? 

O beremembred? no'outragious thing 
, Fromvaffall adors can be wipt away* 

7 , Then Kings mifdeedes cannot be hidin day. 

This deede will mahe fejoply lou’d for fcare, 

But happie Monarchy ft|!L m |c ard for [ouc: 
VVithfowle offenders thou, perforce mult bcare, 
VVhen they in thee the like offences prouej 

Ifbutforfeareofthis,thywiU remoue. , . • O 

, For Princes arc th e glaflc,th efch o ol e,th e booK e, 
Where fubie£ts eies do learn, do read-do looke. 

And wilt thou be the fchoole where luff fhall learne? 
Mufthe in thee readledures of fuch fhame ? . . . 
TViltthoube glaffc wherein it fhall difeerne > ; 

Authoritie for finne, warrant for biamc? 

To priuiledge difhonor in thy name. ; 

Thou backft reprochagaAnft long-liuing law d, 
Afld mak’ftfaite r eputation but a bawd. : 1 



Haft thou commaund ?• by him that gaue it thee 
From a pure heart commaund thy rtbell will : 
-Draw not thy (word re gard iniquitie, ^ ' 

For it was lent thee all that broode to kill. 

Thy Princelieofttce how-canft thou fulfill ? - 1 : 

YVhen patternd by thy fault fowle fin may fay, 
He learnd to fin, and thoudidft teach the way. 

T hinke but how vile a fpcdacle it were, 

To view thy prefent trefpafte in another : 

- Mens faults dofeldome to thcmfelues appearc, 
-Their own tranfgreffioris partiallie they fmother, 
This guilt would feem death- worthie in thy brother. 
O how are they wrapt in with infamies, 

That fro their own mifdeeds askaunce their eyes? 

To thee^ to thee, my heau’d vp hands appeals, 

Not to feducing luft thy ralh relief:/ ' on 

l fue for exil’d maiefties repeale, 

Let him returne, and flattring thoughts retire. 

His true refped will prifon faife defire. 

And wipe the dim mift from thy doting eien, 
That thqufhaltfee thy ftate, and pittie mine.: 
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„ Haue done, quoth he, my vncontrolled tide 
, . Turn es not, but fwels the higher by this let. 

, Small lightes are foone blown out, huge fires abide, 
/ And with the winde in greater furie fret: 

The petty ftfeames that paie a dailie det 

To their fait foucraigne with their frelh fals haft, 
Adde to his flowe, but alter not his taft. 

Thou art, quoth free, a Tea, a foueraigne King, 

And loe there fals into thy boundlefle flood, 

Blacke luft, dilhonor, Ihame, mif-gouerning, 

Who feeke to ftaine the Ocean of thy blood. 

If all thefc pettie ils fhall change thy good, 

Thy fea within a puddels wombe is herfed, 

And not the puddle in thy fea difperfcd. 

So Ihallthefe flaues be King,artd thou their flaue, 
Thou noblie bafe, they bafelie dignified : 

Thou their faire life, and they thy fowler graue : 
Thoulothed in their Ihame, they in thy pride, 
j. The leffer thing fhould not the greater hide, 

> The Cedar ftoopes not to the bafe ihrubs foote, 
' But low-lhrubs wither at the Cedars roote. 
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So let thy thoughts low vaffals to thy Rate, 

No more quoth he, by Heauen I will not hearc thee, 
Y eeld to my loue, if not inforced hate, 

In fteed ofloues coy tutch fhall rudelie teare thee. 
That donCjdefpitefulliel meane to beare thee 
Vnto the bafe bed of feme rafcall groome. 

To be thy partner in this lhamefull doome. 

This faid, he fets his foote vppon the light, 

>• For light and luft are deadlie enemies, 

Shame folded vp in blind concealing night, 

When moft vnleene, then moft doth tyrannize. 
The wolfe hath ceazd hi spray, the poor lamb cries. 
Till with her own white fleece hervoice controld, 
Intombes her outcrie in her lips fweetfold. 

For with the nightlie linrien that fheeweares, 

He pens her piteous clamors in her head, 

Cooling his hot face in the chafteft teares, 

That euer modeft eyes with forrow fned. 

» O that prone luft fhould ftaine fo pure a bed, 

The fpots whereof could weeping purifie, 

Her tears fhould drop on them perpetuallic. 
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.But fhee hath loft a dearer thing then life, 

And he hath wonne what he would ioofe againe, 
This forced league doth force a further ftrife, 

-This mqmentarie ioy breeds months of paine, 

• This hot defire conuerts to colde difdaine; 

Pure chaftitie is rifled other (tore, 

And lull the theefefarre poorer then before. 

Looke as the full-fed Hound, or gorged Hawke, 
Vnapt fortender fmell,or fpeediefhghr, 

Make flow purfuite, or altogether bauk. 

The praie wherein by nature they delight: 

So furfet-taking T a r qv i n fares this night: 

His tafl: delicious, in digeftionfowring, 

Deuour es his will that liu’d by fowle deuouring. 

O deeper finne then bottomlefle conceit 
Can comprehend in (till imagination l 
Drunken Defirc muft vomite his receipt 
Ere he can fee his owne abhomination. 

> V V hile Luff is in his pride no exclamation 
» Can curbe his heat, or reine his ralli defirc, 

» Till like a Iade,felf-will himfelfe doth tire. 



■ 
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And then with lanke,and leane difcolour’d cheekc, 
With heauic eye, knit-brow, and ftrengthlefle pace, 
Feeble defire all recreant, poore and mceke, 

Like to a banckrotit begger wailes his cace : 

, The flefh being proud, Defire doth fight with grace; 

» For there it reuels, and when that decaies, 

> T he guiltie rebell for remiflion praies. 

So fares it with this fault-full Lord of Rome, 

Who this accomplifhmentfb hotly chafed, 

For now againft himfelfe he founds this doome, 

That through the length of times he ftads difgraced: 
•Befideshisfbulesfairetempleisdefaced, 

To whofe weake ruines mufter troopes of cares. 
To aske the (potted Princeffe how (he fares. 

Shee fayes her fubieds with fowle infurrc&ion, 

Haue batterd downe her confecrated wall, 

And by their mortall fault brought in fubieition 
Her immortalitie, and made her thrall, 

Toliuing death and payne perpetuall. 

Which in her prefcience fhee controlled flill, 

But her for efight could not for eftall their will. 

F 2 
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EuUin this thought through the dark-night he ftea- 
A captiue vidtor that hath loft in gaine, (leth, 

Bearing away the wound that nothing healeth, 

The fcarre that will difpightofCure remainc, 
Lcauinghis fpoile perplext in greater paine. 

, Shee beares the iode of luft he left bchinde, 
t. And he the burthen of a guikie rainde. 

Hce like a theeuifti dog creeps fadly thence, 

Shee like a wearied Larabe lies panting there, 

He fcowles and hates himfelfe for his offence, 

Shee defperat with her nailes her flefh doth tcare. 
He faintly flies fweating with guiltie feare; 

. Sheeftaies exclayming on the direfull night, 

He runnes and chides his vaniftit Ioth’d delight. 

He thence departs a heauy conuertite, 

Shee there remainesahopeleffe caft-away, 

He in his fpeed lookesfor the morning light : 

Shee prayes fliee neuer may behold the day. 

>: For daie, quoth ili.ee, nights fcapes doth open lay, 

.. j And my true eyes haue neuer pradiz’d how 
To cloake offences with a cunning brow. 
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They thinke not but that euerie eye can fee. 

The fame difgrace which they themfclues behold : 

A nd therefore would they ftill in darkeneffe be, 

To haue their vnfeene finne remaine vntold. 

For they their guilt with weeping will vnfold, 

And graue like water that doth eate in fteelc, 
Vppon my cheeks, what helpcleffe fliame I feele. 

H ere ihee exclaimes againft repofe and reft, 

And bids her eyes hereafter ftill be blinde, 

Shee wakes her heart by beating on her breft. 

And bids it leap e from thence, where it maiefindc 
Some purer cheft, to clofe fo pure a minde. 

Franticke with griefe thus breaths ihec forth her 
Againft the vnfeene fecrecie ofnight. (fpite, 

O comfort- killing night, image of Hell, 

Dim regifter, and notarie oflhame, 

Blacke ftage for tragedies, and murthers fell, 

V aft ftn-concealing Chaos, nourfe of blame. 

Blinde muffled bawd,darke harberfor defame, 

Grim caue of death, whifpring conlpirator, 

V V ith clofe-tong’d treafon & the rauiflier. 
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Ohatefull, vaporous, and foggy nighr, 

Since thou artguilty of my curelefte crime : 
Muftcr thy mifts to meete the Eafterne light, 
Make war againft proportion’d courfe of time. 
Or if thou wiltpermit the Sunne to clime 
His wonted height, yet ere he go to bed, 
Knitpoyfonous clouds about his golden head. 







-With rotten damps rauith the morning aire, 

Let their exhald vnholdfome breaths make fickc 
The life of puritie, the fupreme faire, 

Ere he arriuc his wearie noone*tide prick e, 

And let thy muftic vapours march fo thick e, 

That in their finoakie rankes,his fmothred light 
May fet at noone,and make perpetuall night. 

Were T a r qv i n night, as he is but nights child. 
The bluer fhining Queenehe would diftainej 
Her twinckling handmaids to(by him defil'd) 
Through nights black bofom fhuld not peep again. 
So fhould 1 haue copartners in my paine, 

> Andfellowfhip in woe doth woe aflwagc. 

As Palmers chat makes fhort their pilgrimage. 

Where 
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Where now 1 haue no one to blufh with me. 

To croflfe their armes & hang their heads with mine, 
To maske their browes and hide their infamie. 

But! alone, alone muftfit and pine, 

Seafoning the earth with (howres of filuer brinej 
>-Minglingmy talk with tears, my grcef with grones, 
• • Poore wafting monuments of lafting mones. 

O night thou furnace of fowl e reeking fmokel 
Letnotrheiealous daie behold that face, 

V V hich vnderneath thy blacke all- hiding cloke 
Immodeftly lies martird with difgrace. 

Keepe ftill poffeflion of thy gloomy place, 

That all the faults which in thy raigne are made, 
May likewife be fepulcherd in thy {hade. 

Make me not obieA to the tell-tale day, 

The light will (hew chara&erd in my brow, 

The ftorie offweete chaftities decay, 

The impious breach of holy wedlocke vowe, 

Y ea the illiterate that know not how 

To cipher what is writ in learned bookes, 

VVill cote my lothiome trefpaffein my lookes. 
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The nourfe to ftillher child will tell my ftorie, 

And fright her crying babe with T a r qv i ns name. 
The Orator to deckehis oratorie, 

V Vill couple my reprochto T a r qv i n s Ihamc. 
Feaft-findingminftrels tuning my defame, 

V Vill tie the hearers to attend ech line, 

How T A'R qv i n wronged me, I Colatinb. 



Let my good name, that fencelefTe reputation, 

For Colatines dearelouebekeptvnlpottcd: 
Ifthat be made a theame for deputation, 

The branches of another roote are rotted; 

And vndcferu’dreproch to him alotted, 

That is as clearc from this attaint of mine, 

As I ere this was pure to C o l a t i n e. 



O vnfeene lhame, inuifible diigrace, 

O vnfelt fore, creft-wounding priuat foarre ! 
Reprochisftamptin Colatinvs face. 

And Tarqv ins eyemaiereadthemotafarre, 
<c How he in peace is wounded notin warre. 

< c Alas how manie bcare fuch iliamefull blowes, 



.Which nottheleluesbuthethatgiues theknowes. 
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IFC o l a t i n e, thine honor laie in me, 

From me byftrong aflault it is bereft: 

My Honnie loft, and I a Drone-like Bee, 

Haue no perfection of my fommer left, 

But rob’d and ranfak’t by iniurious thefr. 

* In thy weake Hiue a wandring wafpe hath crept, 
>• And fuck’t the Honnie which thy chaft Bee kept. 
* 

Yet am Iguiltieofthy Honors wrack e, 

Yet for thy Honor did I entertaine him, 

Comming from thee I could not put him hacke: 
For it had beene difhonor to difdaine him, 

Befides of wearinefle he did complaine him, 

And talk’t of Vertue (O vnlook’t for euill,) 
When V ertuc is prophan’d in fuch a Deuill. 

Why fliould the worme intrude the maiden bud ? 
Or hatefull Kuckcowes hatch in Sparrows nefts ? 
Or Todes infect faire founts with venomc mud ? 

Or tyrant follie lurke in gentle brefts ? 

OrKings be breakers of their owne beheftes* 
c< Butno perfection is fo abfolute, 

'•That fame impuritie doth not pollute. 

G 
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The a^ed man that coffers vp his gold, 

Is plagu’d with cramps, and gouts, and painefull fits, 
And fcarce hath eyes his treafure to oehold, ; 

But like dill pining Tantai-vs he fits. 

And vfeleffe barnes the harueft of his wits: 

Hauing no other pleafureof his gaine. 

But torment that it cannot cure his paine. 

So then he hath it when he cannot vfe it, 

And leaues it to be maiftr.ed by his yang- : 

V Vho in their pride do prcfently abufe it, 

T heir father was too weake, ana they too ftrong 
To hold their curfed-bleffed Fortune long. 

« The fweets we with for, turne to lothed fowrs, 

« Euen in the moment that we call them ours. 

Vnruly blafts wait on the tender lpring, 

Vnholfome weeds take roote with precious flowrs, 
The Adder hiffes where the fweete birds fing, 
i-VVhat Vertuebreedes iniquity deuours: 
a V Ve haue no good that we can fay is ours, 

> But ill annexed opportunity 

> Or kils his life, or elfehis quality. 



u 
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O opportunity thy guilt i s great, : 

Tis thou that execut'd the tray tors treafon: 

Thou fets the wolfe where he the lambe may get, 
Who eiier plots the finne thou poind the feaion. 

Tis thou that fpurn’d at right, at law, at reafon, 

And in thy iliadie Cell where none may fpie him, 
Sits fin to ceaze the ibules that wander by him. 

Thou maked the vedall violate her oath. 

Thou blowed the fire when temperance is thawd, 

Thou fmotherd honedie, thou liuirthred troth, 

-Thou fowle abbettor, thou notorious bawd, 

Thou planted icatidall, and displaced lawd. 

Thou rauilher, thou tray tor, thou falfe thcefe, 
Thy.honie turnes to gall, thy ioy to greefe. 

Thy fecret pleafure turnes to open diame, 

Thy priuate feading to a publicke fad, 

Thy finoothing titles to a ragged name, 

• Thy fugred tongue to bitter wormwood tad, 

Thy violent vanities can neuer lad. 

How comes it then, vile opportunity 
Being fo bad,fuch numbers feeke for thee? 
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When wilt thou be the humble fuppliants frien i 
And bring him where his fuit may be obtained! 1 
When wilt thou lort an howre great ftrifes to end? 
Or free thatfoule which wretchednes hath chained ? 
Giae phificke to the ficke, eafe to the pained? 

The poore, lame, blind, hault,creepe, cry outfor 
But they nere meet with oportunitie. (thee. 

The patient dies while the Phifician ileepcs,. 

The Q rphane pines while the opprelfor feedcs. 
Iuftice is feafting while the widow weepes. 

Aduife is (porting while infe&ion breeds. 

Thou graunt’fl: no time for charitable deeds. 

Wrath, enuy,treafbn, rape, and murthers rages. 
Thy heinous houres wait on them as their Pages* 

When Trueth and Vertuehaue to do with thee, 

A thouland erodes keepe them from thy aide: 

They buie thy helpe,but finne neregiues a fee, 

He gratis comes, and thou art well apaide, 

As well to heare, as graunt what he hath (aide. 

My C o l a t i n e would elfe haue come to me, 

V Vhen T ar qv in did,but he was ftaiedby thee. 

Guilty 
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Guilty thou artofmurther,and ofthefr, 

Guilty of periurie,and fubornation, 

Guilty of trcafon,forgeric, and fhift, 

Guilty ofinceft that abhomination, 

An accefiarie by thine inclination. 

To all finnes paft and all that are to come. 

From the creation to the generall doome. 

Millhapen time, copefmate of vgly night, Af™* * 

Swift fubtle poft, carrier of grieflie care. 

Eater of youth, falfe flaue to falfe delight : 

Bale watch of woes, fins packhorfe,vertues fnare.. 

Thou nourfeft all, and murthreft all that are. 

O heare me then, iniurious fhifting time, 
Beguiltieofmy deathfince ofmy crime. 

Why hath thy feruant opportunity 
Betraide the howres thou gau’ft me to repofe? 

Canceld my fortunes, and inchainedme 
To endlelfe date ofneuer-ending woes? 

Times office is to fine the hate offocs, 

To cate vp errours by opinion bred, 
Kotfpendthedowric ofalawfullbed. -s 

G 3 
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Times glorie is to calme contending Kings, 

To vnmaske falthoqd, and bring truth to light, 

To ft amp e the fealc oftlmein aged things, 

To wake the morn e, and Centinell the night, 

To wrong the wronger till he render right, 

To ruinate proud buildings with thy howres, 

And fmeare with duft their glitring golden towrs. 

To fill with \Yorme -holes ftately monuments, 

To feede obliuion with decay ofthings, 

To blot old bookes, and alter their contents, 

To plucke the quilsfrom auncient rauens wings, 

To drie the. old oakes fappe, and cherifti fprings : 
To fpoile Antiquities of hammerdfteele, 

And turne the giddy round of Fortunes wheele. 

To {hew the beldame daughters ofhcr daughter, 
To make the child a man, the man a childe, 

To flay the tygre that doth liue by (laughter, 

To tame the Vnicorne, and Lion wild, 

To mocke the fub'tlein themfelues beguild, 

To cheare the Plowman with increafefuJl crops, 
a And waft huge, ftones with little water drops. 
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Why work’d thou mifchiefe in thy Pilgrimage, 

Vnleffe thou collid’d i eturne to make amends ? 

One poore retyring minute in an age 

V Vould purchafe thee a thoufand thoufand friends, 
Lending him wit that to bad detters lends, ^backc, 

0 this dread night, \vou!d’ft thou one howr come 

1 could preuenuhisftorme,and fnun thy wracke. 



Thou ceafelefie Jackie to Eternitie, 
Withfomemifchancecroffe Tarqvin inhis flight.. 
Deuifeextreamesbeyondextremitie, - • 

•To make him curie this cutfed crimefull night: 

Let gaftly ihadowes his lewd eyes affright, :'A 
And the dire thought of his committed euill, 
Shape euery bufh a hideous fhapelefle deuill. 



Difturbe his howres ofreft withreftlefle trances, 
Afftid him ihhis bed with bedredgroiies-, /' 

Let there'bechauncehimpitifull raifchances, z . jA 
To make him mone, but pine not his mones: 

Stone him with hardned hearts harder then ftones,^ 




V V ilder to him then Tygers in their w'ildnfefle. 
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Let him haue time to teare his curled haire, 

Let him haue time againft himfelfe to raue. 

Let him haue time of times helpe to difpaire, 

Let him haue time to Hue a lothed ilaue, 

Let him haue time a beggers orts to crauc, 

And time to fee one that by almes doth Hue, 

. Difdaine to him difdained (craps to giue. 

Let him haue time to (ee his friends his foes, 
Andmerriefoolestomocke at him refort: 

Let him haue time to marke how (low time goes 
In time of (orrow, and how (wift and (liort 
His time offoIlie,and his time of (port. 

And euer let his vnrecalling crime 
Haue time to waile th’abufing of his time. 

O time thou tutor both to good and bad, 

Teach me to curfe him that thou taught’ft this ill : 

At his owne (hado w let the theefe runne mad, 
Himfelfe, himfelfe feekeeuerie howre to kill, 

Such wretched hads fuch wretched blood (h uld (pill. 
For who fo bale would fuch an office haue, 

As (clandrous deaths-man to fo bafe a flaue. 



VI 
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The bafer is he comming from a King, 

Tolhamc his hope with deedes degenerate, 

; The mightier man the mightier is the thing 
' That makes him honord, or begets him hate : 

.> For grcateft (candall waits on greateft Hate. 

» The Moone being clouded, prelently ismift, 
Butlittle ftars may hide them when they lift. 

The Crow may bath hiscoaleblacke wings in mire, 
And vnperceau’d (lie with the filth away, 

But if the like the (how-white Swan defire, 

The ftaine vppon his filuer Downe will ftay, 

^ Poore grooms are (ightles night, kings glorious day, 
^ Gnats arc vnnoted whereioere they flie, 

’ But Eagles gaz’d vppon with cuerie eye. 

Out idle wordes, feruants to (hallow fooles, 
Vnprofitable founds,weake arbitrators, 

Bufie your (clues in skill contending (chooles, 
Debate where ley ;ure ferues with dull dcbators: 

To trembling Clients be you mediators, 

For me, I force not argument a ftraw, 

Since that my cafe is pair the helne of law. 

H 
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In vaine I raile at oportunitie, 

At time, at T a r qv i n, and vnchearfull night, 

In vaine I cauill with mine infamie, 

In vaine I fpurne at my confirm’d defpight, 

This helpelefle fmoake of words doth me no right: 
The remedie indeede to do me good, 

Isto let forth my fowle defiled blood. 

Poore hand why quiuerft thou at this decree ? 
Honor thy felfe to rid me of this fhamc, 

.For if I die, my Honor hues in thee, 

But if I hue thou liu’ft in my defame; 

Since thou couldft not defend thy loyall Dame, 
And waft affeard to foratch her wicked Fo, 

Kill both thy felfe, and her foryeeldingfo. 

This faid, from her betombled couch fheeftarteth. 
To finde fome defp’rat Inftrument ofdeath, 

But this no (laughter houfe no toole imparteth. 

To make more vent for paflage of her breath, 
Which thronging through her lips fo vanifheth, 
As fmoake from & t n a, that in aire confumcs, 
Or that which from difeharged Cannon fumes. 



In 
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In vaine (quoth fhee) I liue, and fecke in vaine 
Some happie meane to end a hapleffe life. 

I fear’d by Tarqvins Fauchiontobcflaine, 

Yet for the felfe fame purpofefoeke a knife; 

But when I fear’d I was a loyall wife, 

So am I now, 6 no that cannot be, 

Of that true tipe hath T ar qvi n rifled me. 

0 that is gone for which I fought to liue, 

And therefore now I need not feare to die, 

To cleare this fpotby death (at leaft) I giue 
A badge of Fame to fclanders liuerie, 
Adyinglife,toliuinginfamie: 

Poore helpleflehefpe, the treafure ftolne away, 
To burne the guiltlefle casket where it lay. 

‘ 

V V ell well dear e C o l a t 1 n e, thou fhalt not know 
The ftained raft of violated troth : 

1 will not wrong thy true affe£t ion fo, 

To flatter thee with an infringed oath: 
Thisbaftardgraffe (hall neuer come to growth, 

. He fhall not boaft who did thy ftocke pollute, 
T*hat thou art doting father of his fruite. 

Hz 
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Nor (hall he finite at thee in fecret thought, 

Nor laugh with his companions at thy Rate, 

But thou (halt know thy intreft was not bought 
Bafely with gold, but dolne from foorth thy gate. 

For me! am the midrelle of my fate, 

And with my trefpafTe neuer will difpence, 

• T ill life to death acquit my ford offence. 

I will not poyfonthee with my attaint, 

Nor fold my fault in cleanly coin’d excufes, 

My fable ground offinne I will not paint, 

To hide the truth of this falfe nights abufes. 

My tongue (hall vtter all, mine eyes like (luces, 

As from a mountaine fpringthat feeds a dale, 

Shal gufh pure dreams to purge my impure tale. 

By this lamenting Philomele had ended 
The well tun’d warble o f her nightly forrow, 

And folemne night with (low fad gate defeended 
To ouglie Hell, when loe the bluihing morrow 
Lends lightto all faire eyes that light will borrow. 
Butcloudie Lv crece fh^mesherlelfetofee, . 
And therefore dill in night would cloidred be. 

Rcuealing 
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Reuealing day through euery cranniefpies. 

And feems to point her out where die fus weeping. 
To whom Ihee fobbing fpeakes, 6 eye of eyes, (ping, 
y V hy pry’d thou throgh my window' leaue thy pee- 
Mock with thy tickling beams, eies that are deeping; 
Brand not my forehead with thy percing light, 

For day hath nought to do what’s done by night. 

Thus cauils Ihee with euerie thing fliee fees, 

True griefe is fond and teftie as a childc, 

Who wayward once, his mood with naught agrees, 
Old woes, not infant (brrowes beare them milde, 
Continuance tames the one, the other wilde, 

Like an vnpra&iz’d fwimmer plunging dill. 
With too much labour drowns for want of skill. 

So dice deepe drenched in a Sea of care, 

Holds difputation with ech thing fliee vewes, 

And to her felfe all forrow doth compare, 

No obied but her paffions drength renewes : 

And as one diiftes another draightinfewes, 

Somtime her griefe is dumbe and hath no words, 
Sometime tis mad and too much talke affords. 
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The little birds that tune their mornings ioy, 

Make her mones mad, with their fweet melodie, 

<c For mirth doth fearch the bottome ofannoy, 
cc -Sad foules are flaine in merrie companie, 

<; ‘Griefc bed: is pleafd with griefes focietie ; 

<v True forrow then is feelinglie fufifiz’d, 

“ When with like femblancc it is fimpathiz’d. 

Ci Tis double death to drowne in ken of ihore, 

<c He ten times pines, that pines beholding food, 
tc To fee the falue doth make the wound ake more : 
“Greatgriefegreeuesmoftat that wold do itgoodj 
<c Deepe woes roll forward like a gentle flood, 
Who being ftopt, the bouding banks oreflowcs, 

j > Griefe dallied with, nor law, nor limit knowes. 

^ - 

You mocking Birds(quoth lhe)your tunes intombe 
VVithin your hollow fwelling feathered breads. 
And in my hearing be you mute and dumbe, 

My redlefle dilcord loues no dops nor reds : 

S£ A woefull Hodefle brookes not merrie guefls. 
Ralilhyour nimble notes to pleafing eares, 
sc Diftres likes dups whe time is kept with teares. 

Come 
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Come Philomel c that fing’d of rauilhment, 

" Make thy lad groue in my diflieueld heare, 

As the danke earth weepes at thy languilhmcnt: 

So I at each fad draine, will draine £ teare, 

And with deepe grones the Diapafon beare: 

For burthen-wife ile hum on T a r qv i n dill. 
While thou on Terevs defcantsbetterskilf 

And whiles againd a thorne thou bear’d thy part, 
Tokeepe thy fliarpe woes waking, wretched I 
To imitate thee well, againd my heart 
V V ill fixe a fliarpe knife to affright mine eye, 

Who ifit winke fliall thereon fall and die. 
Thefemeanes as frets vpon an indrum ent, 

Shal tune our heart-drings to true languilhmcnt. 

And for p oore bird thou fing’d not in the day, 

As fliaming anie eye Ihould thee behold : 

Some darke deepe defertfeatedfrom the way, 

That knowes not parching heat, nor freezing cold 
.Will wee find out : and there we will vnfold 
To creatures dern,lad tunes to change their kinds, 

’• Since me proue heads,let beads bear getleminds„ 



r 
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As the poore frighted Deare that Hands at gaze, 
Wildly determining which way to flie, 

Or one incompaft w'ith a winding maze. 

That cannot tread the way out readilie: 

So with her felfe is Ihee in mutinie, 

To Hue or die which of the twaine were better, 

V Vhen life is fliam’d and death rcproches dctter. 

To kill my felfe, quoth fliee, alacke what were it, 

But with my body my poore foules pollufion? 

They that loofe halfe with greater patience beare it, 
Then they whole whole islwallowed in confulion. 

, That mother tries a mercileiTe conclufion, 

; Who hauing two fweet babes, when death takes 
Will flay the other, and be nurfe to none.u(one, 

My bodie or my loule which was the dearer? 

V Vhen the one pure, the other made deuine, 
Whole loue of eyther to my lelfe was nearer ? 
When both were kept for Heauen and Colatine: 
j Ay me, the Barke pile! from the loftie Pine, 

3 ■ Hislcaues will wither, and his fap decay. 

So mull my foule her barke being piid away. 

Her 
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Her houfeis lack, her quiet interrupted, 

Her manfion batterd by the cnemie, 

Her facred temple fpotted, fpoild, corrupted, 
Groflie ingirt with daring infamie. 

Then let it not be cald impictie, 

If in this blemifl.it fort 1 make lome hole, 

Through which I may conuay this troubled ioule. 

Yet die I will not, till my Colat ine 
Haue heard the caufe of my vntimelie death. 

That he may vow in that fad houre of mine, 
Reuenge on him that made me flop my breath. 

My ftained bloud to T a r qv i n ile bequeath, 
Which for him tainted, lhall for him be /pent. 
And as his due writ in my teftament. 

My Honor ile bequeath vnto the knife 
That wounds my bodie lb dilhonored, 

Tis Honor to depriue dilhonord life, 

The one will liue, the other being dead. 

So oflhames allies fhall my Fame be bred, 
Forinmydeathrmurtherfliamefull Icorne, 

My fliame fo dead, mine honor is new borne, 

I 
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Dearc Lord ofthatdeare iewell I haue lqft, 

VV hat legacie (hall l bequeath to thee t 
My rcfolution loue (hall be thy boft, 

By whofc example thou reueng’d mayft be. 

How T a r qv i n mud: be vfd,read it in me, 

My felfe thy friend will kill my felfe thy fo, 

And for my fake feme thoU falfe T a r qv t n fo. 



This briefe abridgement of my will I make, 

My foule and bodie to the skies and ground: 

My refolution Husband doe thou take, 

Mine Honor be the knifes that makes my wound, 
My (Fame be his that did my Fame confound* 

And all my Fame that Hues disburfed be, 

To thofe that Hue and thinke no ftiame of me. 

Thou C o l a t i n e Chair oucrjfee this will, 

Ho w was 1 ouerfeene that thou (halt fee it ? 

My bloud (nail walh the fclander of mine ill, 

My Hues foule deed my Hfes fairs end (hall free it. 
Faint not faint heart, but ftoutlie lay fo be it, 

Y eeld to my hand, my hand (liall conquer thee, . 
Thoudead } both die, and both (hall vigors be. 
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This plot of death when (adliclhce hadlayd, 

And wip’t the brinifh pearle from her bright eies, 

; Withvntun’d tongue (heehoarflie cals her may d, 
r VVhofelwiftobcdiencetohermiftreflehics. . 
tc Forfleet-wing’d duetie with thoghts feathers flics, 
Poore Lvcrece cheeks vnto her maid feem (o, 
As winter meads when fun doth melt their (now". 

Hermiflreffeihee dothgiue demure good morrow, 
With (oft flow-tongue, true marke ofmodeftic. 
And (orts a (adlooke to net* Ladies (orrow, 

(For why her face wore (orrov/cs liuerie.) 

But durfl: not aske of her audacioufiie, 

Why her two funs wereclowd ecclip fed fo, 

Nor why her faire cheeks ouer-walht with w6c. 

But as the earth doth weep e the S un being let, 

Each flowre moiftned like a melting eye ; 

Euen fo the maid with fwelling drops gan wet 
Her circled eien inforft, by (impathie 
Ofthofefaire Suns fet in her miftrefle skie, 

Who inafaltwau’dOcean quench their light, 
Which makes the maid weep like the dewy night. 

# I a 
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A prettie while thefe prettie creatures (land, . 

Like luorie conduits corail cefterns filling : 

One iuftlie weepes, the other takes in hand 
No caufcjbut companie of her drops fp filing. 

;.Their gentle fex to weepe are often willing, 
GreeuinCT themielues to gefie at others (marts, 
And the they drown their eies, or break their harts. 

, for menhaue marble, women waxen mindes, 

And therefore are they form’d as marble will, 

The weake oppreft,th’impreflion of ((range kindes 
Is form’d in them by force, by fraud, or skill. 

Then call them not the Authors of their ill, 

No more then waxe (hall be accounted euill, 
Wherein is ftamptthe femblance of a Deuill. 

Their fmoothneflqlike a goodly champaineplainc, 
Laies open all the little wormes that creepe, 

In men as in a rough-growne groue remaine. 
Caue-keeping euils that obicurely (leepe. 

Through chriftall wals cch little mote will peepe, 
j Though me cacouer crimes with bold ftern looks, 
^ Poore womensfacesaretheir owne faults books. 
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No man inueigh againft the withered flowre. 

But chide rough wimer that the flowre hath kild, 
Not that deuour’d, but that which doth deuour 
Is worthie blame, o let it not be hild 
Poore womens faults, that they arefio fulfild 

With mens abufes, thofe proud Lords to blame, 
Make weak-made worae tenants to their (hame. 

The prefident whereof in Lvcrece view, 

Aflail’d by night with circumftanees ftrong 
Ofprefent death, and (hame that might inluc. 

By that her death to do her husband wrong, 

Such danger to refiftance did belong : 

That dying feare through all her bodie Ipred, 

And who cannot abufe a bodie dead ? 

By this milde patience bidfaire Lvcrece fpcake, 
To the poore counterfaite ofher complaynirig, 

My girle, quoth Ihee^on what occafion breakd* 
Thole tears fro thee, that downe thy cheeks arc raig- 
Ifthou dofi weepe for griefe of imy fuftaining: (Uing? 
Know gentle wench it fmall auailes my mood, 

, Jftears could help, mine own would dome good. 
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Euttell me girle,when went (and there fhee ftaide, 
Till after a deepe grone) T a r qj i n from hence, 
Madame ere I was vp (repli’d the maide,) 

The more to blame my iluggard negligence. 

Yet with the fault I thus farre can dilpcnce : 

My felfe was ftirring ere the brcake ofday. 

And ere I rofe was T a r qj i n gone away. 

But Lady, ifyour maide may be fo bold, 

Shee would requeft to know your heauineffe : 

(O peace quoth L v c r e c E)if it flhould be told, 
y The repetition cannot makeitlefle : 

For more it is, then I can well exprefle, 
y Aiid that deepe torture may be cal’d a Hell, 

'• When more isfelt then one hath power to tell 

Go get mee hither paper, ink e, and pen, 

Y et fatie that labour, for I haue them heare, 

(What thould I fay) one of my husbands men 
Bid thou be readie, by and by, to beare 
A letter to my Lord, my Loue, my Deare, 

Bid him with (peede prepare to carrie it. 

The caufc craues haft, and it will loone be writ. 
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Her maide is gone, and fhee prepares to write, 

Firft houcring ore the paper with her quill : , 

Conceipt and griefe an eager combatftght, 

V V hat wit fets downe is blotted ft raight with will. 
This is too curious good, this blunt and ill. 

Much like a prefte of people at a dore, 

Throng her inuentions which fhall go before. 

At laft fhee thus begins : thou worthie Lord, 
Qfthatvnworthie wife that greeteth thee, 

H ealth to thy p erfon, next, vouc hfafe t’afford i ; 
(Ifeuer loue, thy Lvcrece thou wilt fee*) 
Someprefentfpeedjtocomeandvifiteme: 

So I commend me, from durhoufe in griefe* C \ 

>■ My woes are tedious, though my words are briejfc. * 

j. 

Here folds fhee vp the tenure ofher woe, 

Her ccrtairie forro.w writ vneerta indy* 1 : 3 A 

By this Ihort Cedule C o l at i n e may know r rlT 
Her griefe, but not her griefes true quality, 

Shee dares not thereofmake difeouery, . d , 

, ' Left life fhould hold it her,ow n grbftefabufe,. > 

Ere (he with bloud hadrftain’d hferftain’d excufc. 

. 
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Bcfides the life and feeling of her paflion, 

Shee fioord&tp fpend, when he is by to heareher, 
Vvhcnfighs,& grone!S,& tears may grace the faftuo 
Of her difgrace, the better fo to cleare her 
From that fufpicio which the world might bear her. 
To Hum this blot, fhee would not blot the letter 
With words, tilla&ion might becom the better. 

,To fee fad lights, moues more then heare them told, 
For then the eyeinterpretesto the eare 
The heauic motion thatirdoth behold, j j o . 
When eueriepart, a part ofwoedothbeare. 

Tis but a part of forrow that we heare, 
i. Deep foundsmake leffer noifetheiliallow foords, 
- Arid forrow ebs, being blown with wind of words. 

Her letter now is feal’d, and on it writ 

At A r d e a tp my Lord with more then haft, 

ThcPoft attends, and thee deliuers it, 

Charging the fowr- fac’d groome,to high as faft 
As lagging fowles before the Northerne blafts, 
Speed more then fpeed jbut dul & flow (fee deems, 
Extremity ftillvrgeth fuch extremes. 

The 
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The homelie villaine curfics to her low, 

And blufhing on her with a ftedfaft eye, 

Receaues the fcroll without or yea or no, . 
Andforth with balhfull innocence doth hie. 

But they whofe guilt within their bofomes lie, 
Imagine euerie eye beholds their blame, 

For Lvcrece thought, he blufhr to lee her fhame 

When feelie Croome (God wot) it was defect 
>• Of fpiritc, life, and bold audacitie, 

Such harmlefle creatures ha ue a true refpevft 
To talke in deeds, while cithers faucilie 
Promife more fpeed, but do itleyfurelie. 

Euen fo this patterne of the worne-outage, 
Pawn’d honeft looks, but laid no words to gage. 

His kindled duetie kindled her miftruft, 

That two red fires in both their faces blazed, 

Shee thought he blufhr, as knowing Tarqvins luft, 
And blufhing with him,wi(tlie on him gazed. 

Her earned eye did make him more amazed. 

The more fhee law the bloud his cheeks replenifh, 

, The more (he thought he fpied in her fbm blemifh. 
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B ut long lliee thinkes till he returne againe. 

And yet the dutious vaflall Icarce is gone, 

The wearie time dice cannot entertaine, 

Fornow tis dale to figh, to weepc, and grone, 

So woe hath wearied woe, mone tired mone, 

That Ihee her plaints a little while doth day, 
Pawling for means to mourne fome newer way. 

cp- At lad Ihee cals to mind where hangs a peece 
Of skilfull painting, made for P r i a m s T roy, 
Before the which is drawn the power of Greece, 

For Helens rape,thcCittietodedroy, 
Threatning cloud-killing I l l i o n with annoy, 
Which the conceipted Painter drew lo prowd, 
As Heauen (it fcenrdr) to kifle the turrets bow’d. 

A thouland lamentable obieds there, 

In fcotne of Nature, Att gaue Iiuelefle life. 

Many a dry drop feem’d a weeping teare, 

Shed for the daughtred husband by the wife. 

The red bloud reek’d to Ihew the Painters drife. 

And dying eyes gleem’d forth their alhie lights, 

. : kike dying coaies burnt out in tedious nights. 

There 
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There might you fee the labouring Pyoner 
Begrim’d with fvveat, and Imearedall with dud, 

And from the towres of Troy, there would appeare 
The verie eyes of men through loop-holes thrud, 
Gazing vppon the Greekes with little lud. 

Such fweet obferuance in this workc was had, 
That one might fee thofe farre of eyes looke fad. 

In great commaunders, Grace, and Maiedie, 

Y ou might behold triumphing in their facesj 
In youth quick-bearing and dexteritie, 

And here and there the Painter interlaces 
Pale cowards marching on with trembling paces. 
Which hartlefle pealaunts did lo wel referable, 
That one would fwear he faw them quake & treble. 

In Aiax and VLrssEs,owhat Art 
OfPhifiognomy might one behold ! 

The face of eyther cypher’d ey thers heart, 

Their face, their manners mod expredie told, 

In Aiax eyes biuntrageand rigour rold, jj h 
B ut the mild glance that die V l y s s e s lent. 
Shewed deepe regard and Trailing gouernmenu 
W-i K 2 
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a 

There pleading might you fee graue Nestor ftand, 
As’twere incouragingthe Greekes to fight, 

Making fuch fober a&ion with his hand, 

That it beguild attention, charm’d the fight, 

In fpeech it feemdhis beard, all filuer white, 

V Vag’d vp and downe, and from his lips did flie, 
Thin winding breath which purl’d vp to the skie. 

About him were a prefle ofgaping faces, 

Which feem’dto fwallow vp his found aduice, 

All ioyntlie liftning, but with feuerall graces, 

As iffome Marmaide did their eares intice, 

Some high^ fome low, the Painter was fo nice. 

The fcalpes of manie,almoft hid behind, 

To iump vp higher feem’d to mocke the mind. 

Here one mans hand leand on anothers head, 

His note being (hadowed by his neighbours care, 
Here one being throng’d, bears back all boln,&red, 
Another fmotherd,feemes to pelt and fweare, 

And in their rage fuch fignes ofrage they beare, 

As but for Ioffe of Nestors golden words, 

. It feem’d they would debate with angrie fwords. 

For 



m. 
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For much imaginarie worke was there, 

Conceipt deceitfull, fo compact fo kinde, 

That for Achilles image flood his fpeare 
Grip’c in an Armed hand,himfelfe behind 
Was left vnfeene, faue to the eye of mind, 

A hand, a foote, a face, a leg, a head 
Stoodforthewholetobe imagined. 

And from the wals offtrong befieged Troy, (field, 
When their braue hope, bold H ec t o r march’d to 
Stood manie Troian mothers (haring ioy, 

To fee their youthfullfons bright weapons wield, 
And to their hope they fuch odde action yeeld, 

That through their light ioy fccmed to appeare, 
(Like bright things ftaind) a kind of heauie feare. 

And from the ftrond of Dardan where they fought, 
To S iMOisreediebankestheredbloudran, 
VVhofe waues to imitate the battaile fought 
With (welling ridges, and their rankes began 
To breake vppon the galled (hore, and than 
Retire againe, till meeting greater ranckes 
They ioine, & (hoot their fome atSiMoisbancks. 

, > K 3 
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T o this well painted peece isLvcrece come, 

To find a face where all diftrefle is Held, 

Manieihee fees, where cares haue earned fomc, 

But none where all diftrefle and dolor dweld, 

Till ihee dilpayring H e c vb a beheld, 

Staring on Priams wounds with.fr er old eyes, 
V V hich bleeding vnder Pirrh vs proud foot lies. 

In her the Painter had anathomiz’d 
Times ruine, beauties wracke,and grim cares raign. 
Her cheeks with chops and wrincleswercdilguiz/d, 
Of what (free was, no fembla nee did remaine: 

Her blew bloud chang’d to blacke in euerieVaine* 
Wanting the fpring, that thofeflu'unke pipes had 
Shew’dlife imprifon’d in a bodiedead. (fed, 

On this lad fliadow L vcRE cj’E ipends her eyes, 
And lhapes her forrow to the Beldames woes. 

Who nothing wants to anfwer her but cries, 

And bitter words to ban her cruell Foes. 

The Painter was no Oodto lend her thole. 

And therefore Lvcrece fwears he did her wrong, 
To giue her fo much griefe,and not a tong. 

Poore 



Poore Inftrument (queth fhee)withcuta found, 
lie tune thy woes with my lamenting tongue, 

And drop Tweet Balme in Priams painted wound, 
Andraileon Pirrh vs that hath done him wrong; 
And with my tears quench Troy that burns fo long; 
And with my knife leratch out the angrie eyes, 
Of all the Grcekes that are thine enemies. 

Shew me the ftrumpetthat began this ftur, 

That with my nailes her beautie I may teare: 
i hy heat of Juft fond Paris did incut* 

This lode of wrath, that burning Troy doth bcare- 
Thy eye kindled the fire that burneth here, 

And here in Troy for trelpafle of thine eye, 

The Sire, thefonne, the Dame,and daughter die. 

’ VVhyfliould the priuate plealure of fome one 
f ec ? me the'publicke plague of manic moe ? 

Let finne alone committed, light alone 
Vppon his head that hath tranfgreffed fo. 

Let guiltlelTefoules be freed from guilty woe 
■ f or on es offence why fhould fo many foil ? 

. 5 •T°plagueapriuatcfinneingenerall. ’ 
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Lo here weeps HECVBA,herePiUAM dies. 

Here manly HjiCTORTaintSjhereTROYLys founds* 
Here friend by friend in bloudie channel lies : 

And friend to friend giucs vnaduifed wounds. 

And one mans luft thefe manic hues confounds, 

, Had doting Priam chcckt his fons defire, 
,.Troy had bin bright with Fame, & not with fire. 

Here feelingly Ihc weeps Troyes painted woes, 
For forrow, like a heauie hanging Bell, 

Once let on ringing, with his own waight goes. 

Then little ftrength rings out the dolefull knell, 

So L v c r e c e fet a worke, fad tales doth tell 
To pencel’d penfiuenes, & colour’d forrow, (row, 
She lends them words, & flic their looks doth bor- 

Sbec throwesher eyes about the painting round, 
And who fhee finds forlorne,lhee doth lament: 
Atlaftfhee fees a wretched image bound, 

That piteous lookes, to Phrygian ftieapheards lent, 
His face though full of cares, yet ihew’d content. 
Onward to Troy with the blunt fwains he goes, 
So mild that patience feem’d to fcorne his woes. 

In 
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In him the Painter labour’d with his skill 
To hide deceipt, and giuc the harmleffe (how 
An humble gate, calm e looks, eyes wayling ft ill, 

A brow vnbentthat feem’d to welcome wo, 
Cheeks neither red, nor pale, but mingled fo, 

That blufhing red, no guiltie inftancegaue, 

Nor afhie pale, the feare thatfalfe hearts hauc. 

But like a conftant and confirmed Deuill, 

He entertain’d a fhow, fo feeming iuft. 

And therein fo enfconc’t his fecret euill, 

That Iealoufie it felfe could not miftruft, 

Falfe creeping Craft, and Periurie fliould thruft 
Into fo bright a daie,fuch blackfac’d ftorms, 

Or blot with Hell-born fin fuch Saint like forms. 

The well- skil’d workman this milde Image drew 
For periur’d $ i n o n, whofe inchaunting ftorie 
T he credulous old P r i a m after flew. 

Whole words like wild fire burnt the lhining glorie 
Of rich-built III ion, that the skies were fori c, 
And little ftars lhot from their fixed places, 

V Vhe their glasfel, wherin they view’d their faces. 

L 
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This pi&ureihee aduifedly perufd. 

And chid the Painter for his wondrous skill : 

Saying, fome ihape in S i n o n s was abui’d, 

So faire a forme lodg'd not a mind fo ill* 

And (till on him fhee gaz’d, and gazing frill, > 

Such fignesoftruthinhis plaine facelhcelpied, 
That fhee concludes, the Picture was belied* 

It cannot be (quoth (he) that fo much guile, 

(Shee would haue faid) can lurke in fucha looker 
But T a r ojf i n s ihape, came in her mind the while, 
And from her tongue, can lurk, from cannot, tooke 
It cannot be, thee in that fence fbrfooke. 

And turn’d it thus, it cannot be I find, 

But fuch a face fhould bearc a wicked mind* 

Forcuenasfubtill Sin on here is painted. 

So foberfad, fb wearie,and fo milde, 

(As ifwhhgricfe or trauailehe had fainted) 

To me came T a r qv i n armed to beguild 

VVith outward honefrie,but yet defild 

„ With inward vice, as Priam him did cherilh : 
>So did I T a r qv i n, fo my Troy did perifh. f 
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Looke looke how liftning Priam wets his eyes, 
To fee thofe borrowed teares that S 1 n o n ihceds/ 
Priam why art thou old, and yet not wife? 

For eucrie tcare he fals a T roian bleeds: 

His eye drops fire, no water thence proceeds, 

Thofe roud clear pearls ofhis that moue thy pitty, 
Are bals of quenchlefle fire to burn e thy Citty. 

Such Deuils fteale effeds from lightleflfe Hell, 

For S i n o n in his fire doth quake with cold. 

And in that cold hot burningfire doth dwell, 

Thcfe contraries fiich vnitie do hold. 

Only to flatter fooles, and make them bold, 

■> So P r 1 a m s truft falfe S i n o n s teares doth flatter, 
> That he finds means to burne his Troy with water. 

Here all inrag'd fiich paflfion her aflailes, 

That patience is quite beaten from her breafr, 

Shee tears the fonccleflc S i n o n with hernailes, 
Comparing him to that vnhappie gueft, 

Whole deede hath madeherfelfe, herfolfedctcfr. 
At laft ihee finilingly with this giues ore, 

Foolc fool, quoth (he,his wounds wil not be fore. 

L z 
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T hus ebs and flowes the currant of her forrow, 

A nd time doth wearic time with her complayning, 
Shee looks for nigh t, & then fhec longs for morrow, 
And both fhee thinks too long with her remayning. 
short time fecms long,inforrowes iharp fufiayning, 
> Though wo be heauie, yet it feldome fleepes, 

). And they that watch, fee time, how flow it creeps. 



VVhidh all this time hath ouerflipthcr thought, 

T hat Ihee with painted Images hath fpent, 

Being from the feeling of her own griefe brought. 
By deepe furmife of others detriment, 

Loofing her woes in thews ofdifcontent : 
i It eafeth fome, though none it euer cured, 

, . To thinke their dolour others haue endured. 



But now the mindful! Meflcnger come backe, 

^ Brings home his Lord and other companie, 

VVho finds his Lvcrece clad in mourning black, 

• And round about her teare-diftained eye 
Blew circles ftreanVd, like Rain bows in the skie. 
Thefe watergalls i n her dim Element, 

Foretell new Aormes to thofe alreadie fpent. 

VVhich 
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Which when her fad beholding husband fa w, 
Amazedlie in her fad face he flares : 

Her eyes though fod in tears look'd red and raw,. 

• 'Herliuelie colour kil’d with deadlie cares. 

He hath no power to aske her how fhee fares, 

Both flood like old acquaintance in a trance. 

Met far from home,wondring ech others chance. 

At laft he takes her by the bloudlefle hand. 

And thus begins : what vneouth ill euent 
Hath thee befalne, that thou doft tremblingftand ?. 
Sweet loue what fpite hath thy faire colour fpent? 
Why artthou thus attir’d in difeontent ? 

V nmaske deare deare, this moodie hcauinefle,. 
And tell thy griefe, that we may giue redrefle. 

Three times with fighes fhee giues her fbrrow fire. 
Ere once fhee can difeharge one word ofwoe 
At length addrefl to anfwer his defire, 

Shee modeftlie prepares, to let them know 
Her Honor is tane prifoner by the Foe, 

While Co l at i ne and his conforted Lords^ 
With fad attention long to heare her words. 

Li 
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And now this pale Swan inher watric neft, 

Begins thefad Dirge of her ccrtaine ending, 

Few words {quoth fhee) (hall fit the trefpafle beft, 
Where no excufe can giucthe fault amending. 
•In me moc woes then words arc now depending, 
And my laments would be drawn out too long, 
To tell them all with one poorctircd tong. 

Then be this all the taskc it hath to fay, 

-Deare husband in the inter eft of thy bed ?r . r 
Aftrangcrcame, andon that pillow lay, 

Where thou waft wont to reft thy wearie head, 
And what wrong elfcmay be imagined, 

By foulc inforcement might be done to me. 
From that (alas) thy L v c r e c e is not free. 

For in the dreadfull dead of darke midnight. 
With fhiningFauchion in my chamber came 
A creeping creature with a flam ing 1 ight, 

And foftly cried, awakejhou Romainc Dame, 
And entertainc my louc, elfc lafting fhame 
On thee and thine this night I will inflict. 

If thou my loues defire do contradict. 



For 
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For forne hard fauour’d Groome of thine, quoth he, 
Vnlefle thou yoke thy liking to my will 
lie murther ftraight, and then ile flaughtcr thecj 
And fwearc I found you where you did fulfill 
The lothfome act of Luft,and fo did kill 
The lechors in their deed, this ACt will be 
My Fame, and thy pcrpetuall infamy. 

With this I did begin to ftart and cry, 

And then againft my heart he fet his fword, 
Swearing, vnlefle I tooke all patiently, 

I Ihould not liuc to fpeakc another word. 

Solhould my fhameftill reft vpon record. 

And neuer be forgot in mightie Roome 
Th’adulterat death of Lvcrege, and her Groome. 

Mine enemy was ftrong, my poore feJfe weake, 

(And farre the weaker w ith fo ftrong a feare) 

My bloudie Iudge forbod my tongue to lpeake, 

Ko rightfull plea might plead for fuftice there. 

His fcarlet Luft came euidencc to fwearc 

That my poore bcautie had purloin’d hiseves, 
And when the Iudge is rob’d, the prifoncr dies* 
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O teach me how to-make mine owne excufe. 

Or (at the leaft) this refuge letmefinde, 

Though my grofle bloud be ftaind with this abufc, 
Immaculate, andfpotlefle is my mind. 

That was not forc’d, that ncuer was inclind 
To acceffarie ye*eldings,but (fill pure 
Doth in her poyfon’d clofet yet endure. 

Lo heare thehopelefle Marchant of this Ioffe, 

With head declin’d, and voice darn’d vp with wo* 
With fad fet eyes and wretched armes acrofle. 
From lips new waxen pale, begins to blow 
The griefe away, that flops his anfwer fo. 

But wretched as he is he ftriues in vainc> 

What he breaths out, his breath drinks vp again. 

As through an Arch, the violent roaringtide, 
Outruns the eye that doth behold his haft : 

Yetin the Edie boundeth in his pride, 

Backe to the ftrait that forft him on fb faft : 

In rage fent out, recald in rage being paft, 

Euen fo his fighes,hi$ forrowes make a faw, 

To pufh griefe on, and back the fame grief draw. 

Which 
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Which fpeechlefle woe ofhis poore flic attendeth, 
And his vntimelie frenzie thus awaketh, 

Deare Lord, thy forrow to my forrow lendeth 
Another power, no floud by raining {lakcth, 

My woe too fencible thy paflion maketh 
More feeling painfull, let it than fufnce 
.. To drowne on woe, one paire ofweeping eyes. 

And formy fake when I might charme thee fb, 

For fliee that was thy Lvcrece, now attend me, 
Be fodainelie reuenged on my Foe. 

Thine, mine, his own,fuppofe thou doft defend me 
From what is paft, the helpe that thou fhalt lend me 
C^ornes all too late, yet let the Traytor die, 

£c For fparingluftice feeds iniquitie. 

But ere I name him, you fair e Lords, quoth fhee, 

( Speaking to thofe that came with Col at in e) 
Shall plight your Honourable faiths to me, 

•With fwift purfuit to venge this wrong of mine, 
For’tis a meritorious faire defigne, 

To chafe iniuftice with reuengefull armes, 
^nights by their oaths ihould right poore Ladies 

M (harmes. 
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At this requefl, with noble difpofition, 

Each prefent Lord began to promife aide, 

As bound in Knighthood to her impofition, 
Longing to heare the hatefull Foe bewraide. 

B ut (hee that yet her fad taske hath not Laid, 

The protection flops, 6 fpcake quoth fhee, 
How may this forced flaine be wip’d from me? 

V V hat is the qualitie of my offence 

Being conflrayn’d with dreadful! circumflance ? 

• May my pure mind with the fowle ad difpence 
My low declined Honor to aduance? 

May anie termes acquit me from this chance ? 

The poy foned fountaine cleares it felfe agaige, 
And why not I from this compelled flaine ? 

With this they all at once began to foie*. 

Her bodies flaine, her mind vntainted clearcs,. 
While with a ioyleffe fmile,fhee turnes awaic 
The face, that map which deepeimpreflion beares 
Of hard misfortune, earn’d it in with tears. 

* • No no, quothihee,no Dame hereafter lining, 

'• By my excufe iliall claime excufes giuing. 
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Here with a figh as if her heart would breake, 

Shec throwesforth Tarqvins name:he he, flic faies, 
But more then he,her poore tong could not fpeake, 
Till after manic accents and delaies, 

- Vntimelie breathings, ficke and fhort affaies, 

Shee v tters this, he he faire Lords, tis he 
That guides this hand to giue this wound to me. 

- Eucn here fh e fheathed in her harmlefle breafl 

-- A harmfull knife, that thence herfoule vnfheathed, 
That blow did baile it from the deepe vnrefl 
Ofthat polluted prifon, where it breathed: 

- Her contrite fighes vnto the clouds bequeathed 

Her winged fprite, & through her wouds doth flie 
•• Lines lafting date, from cancel’d deflinie. 

Stone flill,aflonilht with this deadlie deed. 

Stood C o l a t i n e, and all his Lordly crew, 

Till Lvcrece Father that beholds her bleed, 
Himfelfe, on her felfe-flaughtred bodie threw, 

And from the purple fountaine Brvtvs drew 
The murdrous knife, and as it left the place, 

Her bloud in poore rcuenge, held it in chafe. 
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And bub! ing froth her breft, it doth deuide 
In two flow riuers, that the critnfon bloud 
Circles her bodie in qii euerie fide, 

Who like a late fack’t Hand vaftlie flood 
Bare and vnpcopled, in this fearfull flood. 

.. .-.Some of her bloud ftill pure and red remain'd, 

•••>• And fom look’d black, & that falfe Tarqvin ftain’d. 

About the mourning and congealed face 
Of that blacke bloud, a watrie rigoll goes, 

Which leemes to weep vpon the tainted place, 
Andeuerfinceaspittying Lvcrece woes, 
Corrupted bloud, fomewaterie token fhowes, 

And bloud vntainted, ftill doth red abide, 

> • Blufhing at that which is fo putrified. 

Daughter, deare daughter, old Lvcretivs cries, 
Thatlife was mine which thou haft here depriued, 

If in the childe the fathers image lies, 

Where fhall Iliuenow Lvcrece isvnliued? 
Thou waft not to this end from me deriued. 

> If children prasdeceafe progenitours, 

5 We are their oflpring and they none of ours. 

Poore 
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Poore broken glafte, I often did behold 
•In thy fweet femblance, my old age new borne, 

But now thatfaire frdll mirror dim and old 
Shewes me a bare- bon’d death by time out*worne, 
O from thy cheekes my image thou haft torne. 

And iliiucrd all the beautie of my glafte, 

That I no more can fee what once I was. 

O time ceale thou thy courle and laft no longer. 

If they furceafe to be that Ihould luruiue : 

• • Shall rotten death make con queft of the ftronger, 
And leaue the foultring feeble foules aliue? 
j. The old Bees did, the young poflelfe their hiue, 
Then Hue fivect L v c r e c f., Hue againe and lee 
Thy father die, and not thy father thee. 

By this ftarts Colatine as from a dreame, 
Andbids Lvcrecivs giue his forrow place. 

And than in key-cold Lvcrece bleedingftreame 
He fals, and bathes the pale feare in his face, 

And counterfaitsto die with her a fpace. 

••Till manly fliame bids him poflelfe his breath, 
And Hue to be reuenged on her death. 

M 3 
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THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

"The deep e vexation ofhis inward foule, 

• Hath feru’d a dumbe arreft vpon his tongue, 

Who mad that forrow Ihould his vfe control!, 

• Of keepe him from heart-eafing words fo long, 
Begins to talke, but through his lips do throng 

- V Veakc words, fo thick come in his poor harts aid, 
That no man could diftinguifh what he faid. 

Y et fometime T a r qj i n was pronounced plaine, 
Butthrough his teeth, a$ if the name he tore, 

This windie temped, till it blow vp raine, 

Held backe his forrowes tide, to make it more. 

At lad it raines, and bufie windes giue ore, 

. Then fonne and father weep with equall drife, 

, . Who {huld weep mod for daughter orforwifc. 

The one doth call her his, the other his, 

Yet neither may poflede the claimethey lay. 

The father faies,fhee’s mine, 6 mine fhee is 
Replies her husband, do not take away 
My forrowes intered,let no mourner fay 
He weepes for her, for fhee was onely mine, 

And onelie mud be way I’d by C o l a t i n e, 

O, 
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O, quoth L v c r e a i v s, I did gi ue tha t life 

V Vhich fhee to earely and too late hath fpil’d. 

V Voe woe, quoth C o l a t i n e, dree was my wifey 
I owed her, and tis mine that fhee hathkil’d. 

My daughter and my wife with clamors hid 
The difperdaire,who holding Lvcrece life, 
Anfwer’d their cries, my daughter and my wife. 

B R v t v s who pluck’t the knife from Lvcrece fide. 
Seeing fuch emulation in their woe, 

Began to cloath his wit in date and pride, 

B urying in Lvcrece wound his follies fhow, 

He with the domains was edeemed fo 
- As feelie ieering idiots are with Kings, 
Forfportiue words, and vttringfoolifh things.. 

- But now he throwes that diallow habit by, 

• V V herein deepe pollicie did him difguife, 

- And arm’d his long hid wits aduifedlie, 

Tocheckethc tearesin Colatinvs eies. 

-Thou wronged Lord of Rome, quoth he,arife, 

'•Let my vnfounded felfe fuppofd a foole, 

•-'•Islow fet thy long experienc’t wit to fchoole. 
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.yvhy C o L AT i n E, is woe the cure for woe ? 

o Do wounds helpe wounds, or griefe helpe greeuous 

Tsitreuengetogiuethyfelfeablow, ^ (deeds? 

For his fowle Act, by whom thy faire wife bleeds ? 
Such childilh humor from weake minds proceeds, 

•> Thy'wretched wife miftooke the matter fo, 

, Xoflaie her felfe that Ihould haue flaine her Foe. 



Couragious Romaine, do not fteepe thy har t 
-In fuch relenting dew of Lamentations, 

Butkneele with me and helpe to beare thy part, 

To rowfe our Romaine Gods with inuocations, 
Xhattliey^iil fufter thefe abhominations. 

(Since Rome her felf in the doth ftand difgraced,) 
-By our (trong arms fro forth her fair ftreets chaced. 



Now by the Capitoll that we adore, 

•And by this chatt bloud fo vniuftlie Rained, 

. By heauens faire fun that breeds the fat earths ftore, 
By all our countrey rights in Rome maintained, 
And by chad Lvcrece foule that late complained 
Hcrwrongsto vs, and by this bloudie km.fe, 

• - We w ill reuenge the death of this true wife. 

This 



THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

This fayd, he ftrooke his hand vpon his bread. 

And kilt the fatall knife to end his vow : 

And to his protection vrg’d the reft, 

Who wondringat him, did his words allow. 

Then ioyntlie to the ground their knees they bow, 
Andthatdeepc vow which Brvtvs made before, 
He doth againe repeat, and that they fwore. 



When they had fworne to this aduifed doome. 

They did conclude to beare dead Lvcrece thence, 

To (hew her bleeding bodie thorough Roome, 

And lo to publilh Tar qv i n s fowle offence^ 

Which being done, with fpeedie diligence, ^ 

ThcRomainesplaufiblydidgiueconfent, £ £ 
To Tarqvins euerlaftingbanilhmcnt. 
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F Rom faireft creatures we defire increafe, ( 

That thereby beauties Kofi might ncucr die. 

But as the riper fhould by time deceafe. 

His tender heire might beare his memory: 

But thou contra&edto thine owne bright eyes, 

Feed’ft thy lights flame with felfe fubftantiallfewcll. 
Making a famine where aboundance lies. 

Thy felfe thy foe, to thy fweet felfe too cruell: 

Thou that art now the w orlds frefh ornament. 

And only hcrauld to the gaudy fpring. 

Within thine ow'ne bud burieft thy content. 

And tender chorle makft waft in niggarding: 

Pitty the world, or elfe this glutton be, 

To eate the worlds due,by the graue and thee. 

2 

\7V7Hen fortie Winters lhall befeige thy brow, 

* And digge deep trenches in thy beauties field. 
Thy youthes proud liuery fo gaz’d on now, 

Wil be a totter’d weed of final worth held: 

Then being askt,where all thybeauticlies. 

Where all the treafure of thy lufty dates; 

To fay within thine owne deepe funken eyes. 

Were an all-eatingifhame,and thriftleffe praife. 

How much more praife deferu d thy beauties vfe. 

If thou couldft anfwcre this faire child of mine 
Shall fum my count,and make my old excufc 
Proouing his beautic by fuccefiion thine. 

g This 
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This were -to be new made when^oaajt y 
And fee thy blood, warm? when thou fe J ft it co 

T Ookeinthy^fcdKl^^^o^wfti 
Lnow is the time that face (hoaldforme an other, 
Whofcfrefhrcpairc ifnow.thou not . 

Thou doo’ft beguile the world,vnblefle fome mothe 
For where is fh= fo faire whofc vn-eard wombe 
Difdaincs the tillage of thy husbandry. 

Or who is he fo fond will be the tombe, 

Ofhis felfe loue to flop pofterity? _ 

Thou art thy mothers glafle and Ike in thee 
Calls backe the louely Aprill of her PM mc £ . 

So thou through windowes of thine age lftalt lee, 
Difpi^ht of wrinkles this thy goulden time. 

Butifthou liueremembrednotto be, 

Die fingle and-thine Image dies with thee,. 

4 

V Nthrifty louelinelfe why doft thou fpend,. 

Vponthy felfe thy .beauties legacy? 

Natures bequeft giues nothing doth lend. 

And being franck Ihe lends to thofe are free. 

Then beautious nigard why dooftthou abufe, 
Thebountious largefle giuen thee to gtue? 

Profitles yferer why dooft thou vie 

So great afumme of fummesyet can ft notliue. 

For hauing trafitke with- thy felfe alone. 

Thou of thy felfe thy fweet felfe doft deccaue,. 

Then how when nature calls thee to.be gone. 

What acceptable tXudit canftthouieaue. 

Thy vnufd beauty muft be tomb d with thee. 
Which vfed liucsth’executortobe. 

5 

T Hofchowers that with gentle worke did frame, 
The louely gaze where euery eye doth dwell 
Will play the tijams to the very fame. 






Sonnets; 

And that vnfaire which fairely doth excelli 
For neuer refting time leads Summer on. 

To hidious winter and confounds him there. 

Sap checkt with froft and luftie lcau’s quite gon* 

Beauty ore-fnow’d and barenes euery where. 

Then were not fummers diftillation left 
A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glafle. 

Beauties effe£ with beauty were bereft. 

Nor it nor noe remembrance what it was. ^ 

But flowers diftil’d though they with winter t»e«ie, 
Leefe but theirfliow, their fubftance ftillliues fweet* 

6 

T Hen let not winters wragged hand deface. 

In thee thyfummer ere thou be diftifd: 

Make fweet fome viall;treafure thou fome places 
With bcautits treafure ere it be felfe kil’d: 

That vfe is not forbidden vfery. 

Which happics thofe that pay the willing lone; 

That’s for thy felfe to breed an ether thee. 

Or ten times happier be it ten for one. 

Ten times thy felfe were happier then thou art. 

If ten of thine ten times refigur’d thee. 

Then what could death doe if thou fliould’ft depart, 
Leauing thee liuing in pofterity? 

Be not felfe-wild for thou art much too faire. 

To be deaths conqueft and make wormes thine heire. 

7 

L Oe in the Orient when the gracious light, 

Lifts vp his burning head,each vnder eye 
Doth homage to his new appearing fight, 

Seruing with lookes his facred maiefly. 

And hailing climb’d the fteepc vp heauenly hill* 
Refembling ftrong youth in his middle age, 

Tet mortall lookes adore his beauty ftill. 

Attending on his goulden pilgrimage: 

But when from high-moft pich with way car, 

jS 1 lit* 
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Like feeble age he reeieth from the day, 

The eyes(fore dutious)now conuertcd are 
From his low tra&and looke an other way: 

So thou, thy felfe out-going in thy noon; 

Vniok’d on dieft vnlefle thou get a fonne. 

8 

M Vfick to heare.why hear’ft thou mufick fadly. 

Sweets with fweets warre not , ioy delights in ioy:. 
Why lou’ft thou that which thou receauft not gladly. 

Or elfe receau’ft with pleafure thine annoy ? 

If the true concord of well tuned founds, 

By vnions married do offend thine care, 

They do but fweetly chide thee, who confounds 
In finglendfe the parts that thou fhould ft beare.* - 
Marke how one firing fweet husband to an others 
Strikes each in each by mutuall ordering; 

Refembling ficr.and child, and happy mother. 

Who all in one, one plcafing note do ling:. 

Whofe fpeechleffe fong being many, feemin® one. 

Sings this to thee thou fingle wilt proue none. 

9- 

I S it for feare to wet a widdowes eye. 

That thou confum’ft thy felfe in fingle life?’ 

Ahjif thou iffuleffe fhalt hap to die, 

The world will waile thee like amakclcffe wife. 

The world wilbe thy widdow and ftill weepe. 

That thou no forme of thee haft left behind , 

When euery priuat widdow well may keepe. 

By childrens eyes, her husbands fhape in minde: 

Looke what an vnthrift in the world doth fpend 
Shifts but his place,for ftill the world inioyes it 
But beauties waftei hath in the world an end. 

And kept vnvfde the vfer fo deftroyes it: 

No loue toward others in that bofome fits 
That on himfelfefuch murdrous ftiame commits. 
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F Orfhame deny that thou bear’ftloueto any 
Who for thy felfe art fo vnprouident 
Graunt ifthou wilt, thou art belou’d of many. 

But that thou none lou’ft is moft euident: 

For thou art fo poffeft with murdrous hate, 

That gainft thy felfe thou ftickft not to confpire. 

Seeking that beautious roofe to ruinate 
Which to repaire fhould be thy chiefe defire : 

O change thy thought, that I may change my minde, 

Shall hate be fairerlog’d then gentle loue? 

Be as thy prefence is graci ous and kind. 

Or to thy felfe at leaft kind harted proue. 

Make thee an other felfe for loue of me. 

That beauty ftill may liue in thine or thee, 

II 

A S faft as thou fhalt wane fo faft thou grow’ft. 

In one of thine, from that which thou departeft, 

And that frefh bloud which yongly thou beftow’ft. 

Thou maift call thine,when thou from youth conuerteft. 
Herein Hues wifdome,beauty,and increafe, 
Withoutthisfollie,age,and could decay. 

If all were minded fo,the times fhould ceafo, 

And threeftoore yeare would make the world away: 

Let thofo whom nature hath not made for ftore, 
Harfh,featurelefle,and rude , barrenly perrifh, 

Looke whom (lie heft indow’d,fhe gaue the more; 

Which bountious guift thou fhouldft in bounty cherrifti. 
She caru’d thee for her fcale,and ment therby, 

Thou fhouldft print more,not let that coppy die. 

12 

"SJ "^7 Hen I doe count the clock that tels the time. 

And fee the braue day funck in hidious night. 
When I behold the violet paft prime. 

And fable curls or filuer’d ore with white ; 

When lofty trees I fee barren ofleaues, ■■A ,1 

Which erft from heat did canopie the herd 

83 And 
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And Sommers greenc all girded vp in ^ue* 

Borne on the beare with white and bnftty 
Then of thy beauty do I queftior. make 
That thou among the waftes of time muftgo» 

Since fweets and beauties do them-felucs forlake. 

And die as faft as they fee others grow. 

And nothing pinft Times fiethcanmake e 

Saue breed to^raue him,whcn he takes thech 

r 3 

Q That you were your felfe,but loue yon are 
No longer yours, then you your fclfe here U , 
Againft this cumming end you Ihould prepare. 

And your fweet femblance to fome other giue. 

So fhould that beauty which you hold m leaic 
Find no determination, then you were 
You felfe again after your felfcs deccafe. 

When your fweet ifluc your fweet forme ihould beare. 
Who lets fo faire a houfe fall to decay, 

Which husbandry in honour might vphold, 

Againft the ftormy gufts of winters day 
And barren rage of deaths etcrnall cold? 

O none but vnthrifts,deare my loue you know* 
You had a Father, let your Son fay fo. 

14 

N Ot from the ftars do I my iudgementplucke. 
And yet me thinkes I hauc Aftronomy, 

But not to tell of good,or euil lucke, 

Ofplagues,ofdearths,orfeafonsquallity, 

Nor can I fortune to breefe mynuits tells 
Pointing to each his thunder, raine and winde. 

Or fay with Princes if it fha! go wcl 
By oft predict that I in heauen finde. 

But from thine eies my knowledge I deriue. 

And conftant ftars in them 1 read fuch art 
As truth and beautie (Hal together thriue 
If from thy (clfc,to ftore thou wouldft conusrts 
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Or elfe of thee this I prognofticate, 

Thy end is Truths and Beauties doome and date.. 

1$ 

X\7 Hen T confider cuery thing that growes 
’ ’ Holds in perfe&ion but a little moment. 

That this.huge ftage prefenteth nought but ftiowes 
Whereon the Stars id fecret influence comment. 

When Lperceiue that men as plants increafe, 

Cheared and checkt euen by the felfe-fame skic: 

Vaunt in their youthful! fap,at height decreafe. 

And were their braue ftate out of memory. 

Then the conceit of this.inconftant ftay, 

Sets you moft rich in youth before my fight. 

Where waftfull time debateth with decay 
To change your day of youth to fullied night*, 

And all in war with Time for loue of you 
As he takes from ycu,I ingraft you. nc.w. 

1,6 

B Vt wherefore do not you a mightier waie 
Make warre vppon this bloudie tiranttime?i 
And fortifieyour icife in your decay 
With meanes more blefled then my barren rime? 

Now (land y,ou„onthe top ofhappie houres. 

And many maiden gardens yefcynlct. 

With vertuous wifh would beare yourliuing flowcrSj 
Much liker then your painted-counterfeit; 

So fhould the lines of life that life repaire 
Which this (Times penfel or my pupill pen ) 

Neither in inward worth nor outward faire 
Can make you liue yourfelfe in eies of men. 

To giuc away your, felfe, keeps your felfe ftill, 

And yeumuftlsue drawne by your owne fweet skill, . 

17' 

'\7’\7Ho will beleeue my verfe.in time to come ’ 

If it were fild with your moft high deferts? 

B 4. Though , 
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Though yet heauen knowes it is but as a tombe 
Which hides your life , and fhewes nothalfc your pattis 
If I could write the beauty of your eyes. 

And in frefti numbers number all your graces. 

The age to come would fay this Poet lies. 

Such heaucnly touches ncre toucht earthly faces* 

So fhoulcF my papers (yellowed with their age) 

Be fcorn d,like old men of leffc truth then tongue, 

And your true rights be termd a P octs rage. 

And ftretched miter of an Antique fong. 

But werefome childe of yours aliue that time. 

You fhould liue twife in it, and in my rime. 

18. 

S Hall I compare thee to a Summers day? 

Thou art more louely and more temperate: 

Rough windes do ffiake the darling buds of Maic* 

And Sommers leafe hath all too fhort a date: 

Sometime too hot the eye of heauen flhines, 

And often is his gold complexion dimmed. 

And cuery faire fromfaire fome-time declines. 

By chance, or natures changing courfe vntrim’d: 

But thy cternall Sommer fhall not fade, 

Nor loofe poffeffion of that faire thou ow’ft. 

Nor fhall death brag thou wandr ft in his fhadc. 

When in. eternal! lines to time thou grow’ft. 

So long as men can breath or eyes can fee. 

So long liues this, and this giues life to thee, 

1 9 

T^Euouring time blunt thou the Lyops pawes, 

A-*' And make the earth deuoure her owne fwcet brood, 
Pluckc the keene teeth from the fierce Tygers yawes. 

And burne the long liu d Phaenix in her blood. 

Make glad and forry fcafons as thou fleefft. 

And do what ere thou wilt fwift-footed time 
To the wide world and all her fading fwccts: 

But I forbid thcc one moft hainous crime, 

O 




Sonnets. 

O carue not with thy howers my loues faire brow. 
Nor draw noe lines there with thine antique pen. 
Him in thy courfe vntainted doe allow. 

For beauties patterne to fucceding men. 

Yet doe thy worft ould Time difpight thy wrong, 
My loue (hall in my verfe eucr liue young, 

20 

A Womans face with natures owne hand painted, 
Hafte thou the Mafter Miflris of my paflion, 

A womans gentle hart but not acquainted 
With fhifting change as is falfe womens fafliion. 

An eye more bright then theirs, leffe falfe in fowling: 
Gilding the obie<£i where- vpon it gazeth, 

A man in hew all Hews in his controwling. 

Which fteales mens eyes and womens foules amafeth. 
And for a woman vvert thou firft created. 

Till nature as fhe wrought thee fell a dotinge. 

And by addition me of thee defeated. 

By adding one thing to my purpofe nothing. 

But fince fhe prickt thee out for womens pleafure. 
Mine be thy loue and thy loues vfe their treafure« 
21 

^ O is it not with me as with that Mule, 
w J Stird by a painted beauty to his verfe. 

Who heauen it felfe for ornament doth vfe. 

And cuery faire with his faire doth reherie. 

Making a coopelment of proud compare 
With Sunncand Moone,with earth and feas rich gems: 
With Aprills firft borne flowers and all things rare. 
That heauens ayre in this huge rondure hems, 

O let me true in loue but truly write. 

And then beleeue me, my loue is as faire. 

As any mothers childe,though not fo bright 
As thofegould candellsfixtin heauens ayer.* 

Let them fay more that like ofheare-fay well, 

I will not prayfe that purpofe not to fell* 

c 



22 






S HAKE'S PS ARES 



22 

M Y piaffe fhall not perfwade me lam ouki, 

So long as youth and thou ate of one uate, 

But when in thee times forrweslbehould, 

Then look l death mydaies fhould expiate. 

For all that beauty that doth coucr thee. 

Is but the feemely vayment of my heart, 

Which in thy breft doth hue, as thine in me, 

How can T thembe elder then thou art? 

O therefore loue be of thy fclfe fo wavy, 

As I not for my fclfe, but for thee v. ill. 

Bearing thv heart which I willkeepe fo chary 

As tender nurfe her babe from firing il , 

Prefume not on thy heart when mine is llaine. 

Thou gau’ft me thine not to glue backe agame. 

A S anvnperfe<fta&oronth.eftage, _ 

Who with his feare is put befides his part. 

Or fome fierce thing repleat with too much rage 
Whofe ftrengths abondance weakens his owne heart, 
So 1 for feare of truft,forget to fay. 

The perfe^V ceremony of loues rigor, 

And in mine owne loues fttengto feeme to decay, 
Ore-charg’d with burthen ofmine owne loues might. 
O let my books be then the eloquence. 

And domb prefers of my freaking breft. 

Who pleade for Ioue, and look for recompence. 

More then that conge that more hath more expieft. 

O learne to read what filent louc hath writ. 

To heare wit eies belongs to loues fine wintr. 

24 

M ine eye hath play’d the painter and hath fteeld, 

I hy beauties forme in table of my heart. 

My body <s the fiame wherein ti’s held, 

A idperfpe&iueic is beft Painters art. 

For through the Painter mult you fee his skill. 
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Tofinde where your true Image pi&ur’d lies; 

Which in my bofomes (hop is hanging ftil. 

That hath his windowes glazed with thine eves: 
Now fee what good-turnes eyes for etes haue done, 
Mine eyes hauedrawne thy fhape,and thine for me 
i / re windowes to my breft, where-through the Sun 
Delights to pecpe,to gaze therein on thee 
Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art 
They draw but what they fee,know not the hart* 

*5 

Et thofc who are in fauor with their ftars, 

, Ofpublike honour and proud titles boft, 

W hiift 1 wheme fortune of ft jeh tryumph bars 
Vulookt for ioy in that I honour rr oft; 

Great Princes fauotites their fairc leaues (pread, 

But as the Marygold at the funs eye, 

And in them-ielues their prid : lies buried. 

For at a frownc they in their glory die. 

The’painefull warrierfamofedfor worth. 

After a thouiand victories once foild,. 

Is from the booke of honour rafed quite. 

And all the reft forgot for w hich he coilds 
1 hen happy 1 that loue and am beloued 
Where I* may notremoue,nor beremoued 0 . 

2 6 

L Ord of my loue, to w home in vaflalage 
Thymerritbachmy outieftrongly knit; 

To thee I fend this written ambaflage 
To witneffe duty, not to (hew my wit. 

Duty fo great, which wit fo poore as mine 
May make feeme bare, in wanting words to (hew it; 
But that T hope fome good corrceipt of thine 
In thy foules thought^ all naked ) w ill beftow it: 

T il whatfoeuer ftar that guides my mouing, 

Points on me gratioufly with faire afpeft. 

And puts appariell on my tottered louing, 
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To fliow me worthy of their fweet refpeft, 

Then may I dare to boaft how I doc loue thee. 

Til then, not fhow my head where thou maift proue ms 

27 

%Xj Eary with toy!e,I haft me to my bed , 

V V The deare repofe for lims with trauaill tired. 

But then begins a iourny in my head 
To vvorkemy mind, when boddies work s expired. 

For then my thou 2 hts(from far where I abide) 

Intend a zelous pilgrimage to thee, 

And keepe my drooping eye-lids open wide, 
looking on darknes which the blind doe lee. 

Saue that my foules imaginary fight 
Prcfents their fhaddoe to my fightles view. 

Which like a iewellf hunge in gaftly night) 

Makes blacke night beautious,and her old face new'. 

Loe thus by day my lims, by night my mind.,. 

For thee,and for. my felfe,noe quiet finde. • 

28 

H Ow can I thenreturne in happy plight 
That am debard the benifit of relf ? 

When daies oppreffion is not eazd by night. 

But day by night and night by day opreft. 

And each(though enimes to ethers raigne,) 

Doe in confent fhake hands to torture me. 

The one by toyle,the other to complaine 
How far 1 toyIe,ft ill farther oft from thee. 

J tell the Day to pleafe him thou art bright, 

And Qo’ft him grace when clouds doe blot the hcauen; 

So flatter I the fwart complexiond night. 

When fparkling ftars twire not thou guil’ft th’ eauen. 

But day doth daily draw my forrowes longer, (ftronger 
Ar.d night doth nightly make greefes length feeme 
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\7\7Hen in difgrace with Fortune and mens eyes, 
^ V I all alone beweepe my out-cait flatc, 
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And trouble dcafe heauen with my bootleffc cries. 
And looke vpon my felfe and curie my fate. 
Wifhingme like to one more rich in hope, 

Featur’d like him,like him with friends poffeft. 
Defiling this mans art,and that mans skope. 

With what I mod inioy contented leaft, 

Yet in thefe thoughts my felfe almoft defpifing, 
Haplyc 1 thinke on thee, and then my flate, 

("Like to the Larke at breake of daye arifing) 

From fullcn earth fings himns at Heauens gate. 

For thy fweet loue remembred fuch welth brings. 
That then I skorne to change my ftate with Kings, 
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Ten to the Scffions of fweet filent thought, 

I fommon vp remembrance of things paft, 

1 figh thelacke of many athinglfbught* 

And with old woes new waile my deare times wafter 
Then can I drowne an eye(vn-vfd to flow) 

For precious friends hid in deaths dateles night. 

And weepe a frefh loues long fince canceld woe. 
And monc th’expence of many a vanniflht fight. 
Then can I greeue at greeuances forc-gon, 

And heauily from woe to woe tell ore 
The fad account of fore-bemoned mone, 

Which I new pay as if not payd before. 

But if the while I thinke on thee. ( deare friend) 

All Ioffes are reftord,and forrowes end. 

3 1 

T hy bofome is indeared vsith all hearts. 

Which I by lacking haue fuppofed dead, 

And there raignes Loue and all Loues louing parts. 
And a j l thofe friends which I thought buried. 

How many a holy and obfequious teare 
Hath deare religious loue ftolnefrom mine eye, 

A* interrft of the dead ; which now appearc, x 
But things remould that hidden in there lie. 
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Thou art the grauc where buried loue doth Iiue, 

H ring with the tropheis of my louers gon. 

Who all their parts of me to thee did giue. 

That due ofmany,now is thine alone. 

Their images I lou d, I view in thee, 

Andthou(all they)haft ail the all of me. 

I F thou furuiue my well contented daic, 

When that churlc death my bones with dull mall coucr 
And {halt by fortune once more re-fiiruay: 

Thefe poor? rude lines of thy deccafea Louer: 

Compare them with the bearing of the time. 

And though they be out-ftript by euery pen, 

Referue them for my loue, not for their rime, 

Exceeded by the hight of happier men. 

Oh then voutfafemebut this louing thought, 

Had my friends Mufc growne with this growing age, 

A dearer birth then this his loue had brought 
To march in ranckes of better equipage: 

But fince he died and Poets better proue, 

Theirs for their ftile ile read, his for his loue. 

33 , T , 

F Vll many a glorious morning haue I leene. 

Flatter the mountaine tops with foueraine eie, 

Rifling with golden face the meddowes greene; 

Guilding pale ftreames with hcaueniy alcumys 
Anon permit thcbafl.il cloud 's to ride. 

With ougly rack on his celeftiall face, 

And from thefoi-'orne world his vifage bide 
Stealing vn'eene to weft with this d fgracc: 

Euen lb my Sunnc one early morne did ftiine. 

With all triumphant fplendor on my brow, 

But out alack ,he was but one houre mine. 

The region cloude hath mask’d him from me now. 

Yet him for this, my loue no w hit difdaineth. 

Suns of the world may ttame,whe heauens funftainteh. 
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W Hy didft thou promiie fuch abeautious day. 

And make me trauaile forth without my cloake, 
To let bace cloudes ore-take me in my way. 

Hiding thy brau’ry in their rotten fmoke. 

Tis riot enough that through the cloude thou breake. 

To dry the raine on my ftorme-beaten face. 

For no man well of fuch affahie can fpeake, 

That heales the wound, and cures not the difgracc; 

Nor can thy fliame giue phificke to my 
Though thou repent , yet I haue ftill the lofte, 

Th s offenders forrow lends but weake reliefe 
To him that beares the ftrong offenfesdoffe. 

Ah but thofe tearesare pearle which thy loue 1 heeds, 
And they are ritch,and ranfome all ill deeds. 

35 

N O more bee greeud at that which thou haft done. 
Roles haue thornes,and filuer fountaines mud, 
Cloudes and eclipfes flaine both Moone and Sunne, 

And loath fome canker Hues in fweeteft bud. 

All men make faults, and cuen I in this, 

Authoiizmg thy trcfpas with compare. 

My flelfe comipthig faluing thy amiffe, 

Excufing their fins more then their fins are: 

For to thy fenfuall fault I bring in fence. 

Thy aduerfe party is thy Aduocate, 

And gainft my felfe a lawfull plea commence. 

Such ciuill war is in my loue and hate, 

That 1 an acceflary needs muft be, 

To that fweet thcefe which fourely robs from me, 

Z 6 

I Et me confefle that we two mtift be twainc. 

Although ovir vndeuided loues are one: 

So {hall thole blots that do with me remaine, 

W thout thy helpe , by me be borne alone. 

In out two loues there is but one relpe#. 
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Though in our Hues a feperable fpight. 

Which though it alter not loues foie effeft. 

Yet doth it fteale fvveet houres from loues delight, 

I may not euer-morc acknowledge thee. 

Leaf!: my bewailed guilt fhould do thee fhame. 

Nor thou with publike kindnefle honour me, 

Vnlcfle thou take that.honourfrom thy name: 

But doe not fo,Iloue thee in luch fort. 

As thou being mine,mine is thy good report 

,37 . t 

A S a decrepit father takes delight. 

To fee his aftiue childe do deeds of youth. 

So I , made lame by Fortunes deareft fpight 
Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth. 

For whether beauty ,birth, or wealth,6r wit. 

Or any of thefe all,or all,or more 
Intitlcd in their parts,do crowned fit, 

I make my loue ingrafted to this ftore: 

So then I am not lame, poore, nor difpifd, 

Whilft that this fhadow doth fuch fubflance giue. 

That I in thy abundance am fuffic’d. 

And by a part of all thy glory line: 

Lookc what is beft,that beft I wiffi in thee. 

This wiflil haue,then ten times happy me. 

* 

H Ow can my Mufe w r ant fubicdi to inuent 

While thou doft breath that poor’ft into my verfc. 
Thine ownefweet argument, to excellent. 

For euery vulgar paper to rehearfc: 

Oh giue thy felfe the thankes if ought in me. 

Worthy perufal ftand againft thy fight. 

For who’s fo dumbe that cannot write to thee. 

When thou thy felfe doft giue inuention light? 

Be thou the tenth Mufe, ten times more in worth 
Then thofe old nine which rimers inuocate. 

And he that calls on theeJet him bring forth 

Eternall 
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Eternal numbers to out-liue long date. 

If my flight Mule doe pleafe thefe curious dates. 

The paine be mine,but thine fhal be the praife. 

39 

G H how thy worth with manners may I finge. 
When thou art all the better part of me? '' 

What can mine owne praife to mine owne felfe bring; 
And what is’t but mine owne when I praife thee, 

Euen for this, let vs deuided liue. 

And our deare loueloole name of Angle one, 

That by this feperation I may giue: 

That due to thee which thou deleru’rt alone: 

Oh abfence what a torment wouldft thou proue. 

Were it not thy foure leifure gaue fweet leaue. 

To entertaine the time with thoughts ofloue. 

Which time and thoughts fo fweetly doft deceiue. 

And that thou teachefthow to make one twaine. 

By praifing him here who doth hence remaine, 

4° 

T Ake all my Joues,my loue, yea take them all. 

What haft thou then more then thou hadft before? 
No loue,my loue, that thou maift true loue call. 

All mine was thine, Wore thou hadft this more: 

Then iffor my loue,thou my loue receiueft, 

I cannot blame thee/or my loue thou vfeft. 

But yet be blam’d,if thou this felfe deceaueft 
B y wilfull tafte of what thy felfe refufett. 

I doe forgiue thy robb’ric gentle theefe 
Although thou fteale thee all my pouerty: 

And yet loue knowes it is a greater griefe 
Tobeare loues wrong, then hates knowne iniury. 
Lafciuious grace,in whom all il wel fliowes. 

Kill me with fpights yet we rauft not be foes. 

1 * Hole pretty wrongs that liberty commits. 

When I am fomotimc abfent from thy heart, 

D Thy 
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Thy beautl^nd thy yeares full weH bcfirs, 

For ftill temptation followcs where thou art* 

Gentle thou art, and therefore to be vvonne* 

Beautious thou artjthereforc to be aflailed. 

And when a woman woes, what womans fonne. 

Will loir ely leaue her till he haue preuailed. 

Aye me. but yet thou mighft my feate forbeare, 

And chide thy bcaury,and thy ftraying youth, 

Who lead thee in their ryot cucn there 
Where thou art forft to breakc a two-fold truths 
Hers by thy beauty tempting her to thee, . 

Thine by thy beautie beeing falfe to me. 

42 

T Hat thou haft her it is not all my griefe. 

And yet it may be 1 aid I lou’d her deercly, 

That flac hath thee is of my wayling cheefe, 

A lofle in loue that touches me more necrely, 

Louing oftendors thus I will cxcufe yee. 

Thou dooft loue her,becaufc thou know ft \ loue her 5 
And for my fake euen fo doth fhe abufe me. 

Sufficing my friend for my fake to approoue her, 

]f I loofe thee, my Ioffe is my loues gaine, 

Andloofing her,my friend hath found that lofle. 

Both finde each other, and I loofe both twaine. 

And both for my fake lay on me this crofle. 

But here’s the ioy,my friend and 1 are one, 

Sw'cete flattery ,then fhe loues butmealone 0 , 

4 ? 

TA7 Hen mofi I winke then doe mine eyes beft fee, 

For all the day they view things vnrefpe&ed, 

But when I deepen dreames they lookc on thee. 

And darkely bright, are bright in darfce directed, 

Then thou whofe fhaddow fh'addowcs doth make bright, 
How would thy fhadowes forme, forme happy fhow* 

To the clcere day with thy much cleerer light, 

When to va-feeing eyes thy flhade Chines fo ? 

How 
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How would (l fay >ine eyes be blefled made. 

By looking on thee in the liuing day ? 

When in dead night their faire imperfect lhade. 

Through heauy flecpe on fightleflc eyes doth ftay? 

AH dayes are nights to fee till I fee thee. 

And nights bright daies when dreams do Ihew thee me, 

44 

I F the dull fubftance of my flelh were thought, 

Iniurious diftance fhould not flop my way. 

For then difpigbt of fpacc I would be brought. 

From limits farre remote, where thou dooft ftay. 

No matter then although my foote did (land 
Vpon the farthefi: earth remoou d from thee. 

For nimble thought can iumpe both fca and land. 

As foone as thinke theplace where he would be. 

But ah, thought kills me that I am not thought 
To leape large lengths of miles when thou art gone. 

But that fo much of earth and water wrought, 

I mult attend, times leafurc with my mone. 

Receiuing naughts by elements fo floe. 

But heauie tearcs,badges ot eithers woe. 

T He other two, flight ayre,and purging fire. 

Arc both with thee, where cuer I abide. 

The firtt my thought,the other my defire 
Thefc prefent abfent with iwift motion tude. 

For when thefe quicker Elements arc gone 
In tender Embaffie of loue to thee. 

My life being made of foure.with two alone, 

Sinkes downcto death, oppreft with melancholic. 

Vatill liues compofition be recured. 

By thefe fwiftmeflengers return'd from thee. 

Who euen but now come back againe allured. 

Of their faire health, recounting it to me. 

This told, I ioy,but then no longer glad, 

] fend them back againe and ftraight grow lad. 

D % Mins 
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M ine eye and heart are at a mortall warre. 

How to deuidc the conqueft of thy fight. 
Mine eye,my heart their pi&ures fight would barre, 
My heart, mine eye the frceedome of that right, 

My heart doth plead that thou in him dooft lye, 

(A clofet neuer pearft with chriftall eyes ) 

But the defendant doth that plea deny. 

And fayes in him their faire appearance lyes. 

To fide this title is impannellcd 
A queft of thoughts, all tennants to the heart. 

And by their verdidt is determined 
The cleerc eyes moyitie,and the dcare hearts part. 
As thus, mine eyes due is their outward part. 

And my hearts right, their inward loue of heart. 

47 

"DEtwixt mine eye and heart a league is tooke, 
■*~^And each doth good turnes now vnto the other. 
When that mine eye is famifht for a looke, 

Or heart in loue with fighes himfelfe doth fmother j 
With my loues pidhire then my eye doth feaft. 

And to the painted banquet bids my heart: 

An other time mine eye is my hearts gueft. 

And in his thoughts ofloue doth /hare apart. 

So either by thy pufture or my loue. 

Thy feife away, are prefent ftill with me. 

For thou nor farther then my thoughts canft motie. 
And lam ftill with them, and they with thee. 

Or if they flcepe, thy pi&ure in my fight 
Awakes iny heart,to hearts and eyes delight. 

48 

H Ow carefull was I when I tooke my way. 

Each trifle vnder trueft barres to thruft. 

That to my vfe it might vn-vfed ftay 

From hands offalfehood,in fure wards of truft ? 

But thou, to whom my iewcls trifles are. 
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Moft worthy comfort, now my greateft griefe, 

Thou beftof decreft,and mine onely care, 

Arr left the prey of eucry vulgar theefe. 

1 hec haue I not lockt vp in any chcft, 

Sauc where thou art not though I feele thou art. 
Within the gentle clofue of my breft, 

From whence at pleafure thou maift come and part. 
And euen thence thou wilt be ftolne Ifcare, 

For truth prooues theeui/h for a prize fo dcare, 

A 4 9 

Gainft that time ( if euer that time come ) 

When I /hall fee thee frowne on my defedts. 
When as thy loue hath caft his vimoft fumme, 

Cauld to that auditeby aduifd refpe&s, 

Againft that time when thou /halt ftrangely pafle. 
And fcarcely greete me with that funne thine eye, 
When loue conuerted from the thing it was 
Shall reafons finde of fetled grauitie. 

Againft that time do I infconce me here 
Within the knowledge of mineowne defart. 

And this my hand,againft my feife vpreare. 

To guard the lawful! reafons on thy part, 

To leaue poore me,thou haft the ftrength oflawes. 
Since why to loue, lean alledge no caufo, 
jo 

H Ow heauie doe I iourney on the way. 

When whac I fteke (my wearie trauels end ) 
Doth teach that cafe and thatrepofe to fay 
Thus farre the miles are meafurde from thy friend. 
The beaft that beares me.tired with my woe, 

Plods duly on,to beare that waight in me. 

As if by fome inftin# the wretch did know 
His rider lou d not fpeed being made from thee: 

The bloody fpurre cannot prouoke him on. 

That fome-times anger thrufts into his hide, 

Which lieauily he anfwers with a grone, ’ 
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More fharpc to me then (purring to his fide, . 

For that Came grone doth put this in my mind. 

My greefe lies onward and my ioy behind* 

51 

Hus can my loue excufe the flow offence, 

J Ofmy dull bearer, when from thee l fpeed. 

From where thou art, why fhoulld I halt me thence. 

Till I returne ofpofting is noe need. 

0 what excufe will my poore bead then find. 

When lwift extremity can freme but flow. 

Then fliould I fpurre though mounted cn the wind. 

In winged fpeed no motion fha’l [know. 

Then can no horfe with my defire keepe pace, 

Therefore defiref ofperfe6ts loue being madej 
Shall na'-gh noc dullflefli in his fiery race. 

But loue, for lone, thus fhall excufe my iade, 

Since from thec going, he vyent Wilfull flow. 

Towards thee ile run,and giue himleaiie to goe. 

^ O am I as the rich whofe (aleffed key, 

1 j Can bring him to his fweet vp-locked treafurc. 

The which he w ill not etfry hower furuay. 

For blunting the fine point of feldomeplcafure* 

Therefore are fcafts fo follemne and fo rare. 

Since fildom comming in the long yearc fee. 

Like (tones of worth they thinly placed are, 

Oi captaine Icwells in the carconct. 

So is the time that keepesyouas my cheft. 

Or as the ward-robe w hich the robe doth hide. 

To rmkefome fpeciall inftant fpeciall blcft. 

By new vnfouluing his imprifon d pride. 

Bleficd are you whofe worthinefle giues skopc, 
Bcin^had to tryumph, being lackt to hope, 

53 f 

X7 \ /Hat is your fub(tancc,whercof are you made, 

* * That millions ofttrangefhaddowes on you tend? 

Since 
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Since euery one 5 hath cuery.onc,one fhade, 

And you but one, can euery fhaddowlend: 

Defcribe seldom* and the counterfet. 

Is poorcly immitated after you, 

On Hellens chceke all art of beau tie fet, 

And you in Grecian tirerare painted new: 

Speake of the fpring,and fo.yzon of the yeare, 

The one doth fli 2 ddovv of your beaucie fhow P 
The other as your bcuntie doth appeare. 

And you in euery bldfed fhape we know. 

In all extcrnall grace you haue fome part, 

But you like none, none you for conftant heart, 

O H how much more doth beautie beautious fee me, 

By that fweet ornament which truth do:b giuc. 

The Rofe lookes faire, but fairer wc it deeme 
For that fweet odor, which doth in it line: 

The Canker bloomes haue full as deepc a die. 

As the perfumed tinfture ofthc Rofes, 

Hang on fuch thornes,and play as wantonly, 

When fommers breath their masked buds difclofes? 

But for their virtue only is their fhow. 

They liuc vnwoo*d, and vnrefpeiflcd fade, 

Die tothemfelues .Sweet Rofes doe not fo. 

Of their fweet deathes, are fweetcfl odors made: 

And fo of you.beautic.us and loucly youths 
When that fhall vade,by verfe diftils your truth. • 

N Ot marble, nor the guilded monument, 

Of Princes fhall out-liue this powrefull rime s : 

But you Avail fhine more bright in thefe contents 
Then vnfweptftone, befmcer d with fluttifhtime 0 
When waftefull warre fhall 5r^cxouer-turne, 

And broilcs rocte out the worke of mafonry. 

Nor Mars his fword, nor warres quick fire fhall bume ; 

1 he lilting record ofyour memory, 

Gainlt 
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Gainft death,and all obliuious emnity 

Shall you pace forth, your praife fhall ftil finde roome, 

Euen in the eyes of all pofterity 

That weare this world out to the ending doome. 

So til the iudgement that your felfe arife. 

You liue in this, and dwell in louers eies. 

$6 

S weet loue renew thy force , be it not faid 
Thy edge fliould blunter be then apetite. 

Which but too daie by feeding is alaied. 

To morrow fharpned in his former might. 

So loue be thou,although too daie thou fill 

Thy hungt ie cies,etien till they winck with fulncfle. 

Too morrow fee againe,and doe not kill 
The fpirit of Loue,w«h a perpetual dulneflc: 

Let this lad Intrim like the Ocean be 

Which parts the fhor-e, where two contracted new. 

Come daily to the banckes,that when they fee.- 
Returneof loue,morc blefl may be the view. 

As cal it Winter, which being fulof care. 

Makes Somers welcome, thrice more wifh*d,more rare ; 
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B Ein<> your flaue what fhould I doe but tend, 

Vpon the houres,and times of your defire? 

I haue no precious time at al to fpend; 

Nor feruices to doe til you require. 

Nor dare I chide the world without end houre, 

Whilfl l(my foueraine)watch the clock for you, 
Northinke the bitterncffe of abfencc fowre. 

When you haue bid your feruant once adieue. 

Nor dare Iqueftionwithmy iealious thought. 

Where you may be, or your affaires fuppofe. 

But like a fad flaue flay and thinke of nought 
Saue where you are , how happy you make thofe. 
So,truea foole is louc.that in yoqr Will, 

(though you doe any thmg)hc things no ill., 
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T Hat God forbid, that made me firft your flaue, 

I fliould in thought controule your times of plealure. 
Or at your hand th’ account ofhoures to craue. 

Being your valfail bound to ftaie your leifurc. 

Oh let me fuffer(being at your beck) 

Th’ imprilbn’d ablencc of your libertie. 

And patience tame,to fufferance bide each check. 

Without accufing you ofiniury. 

Be where you lift,your charter is lo ftrong. 

That you your lelfc may priuiledge your time 
To what you will,to you it doth belong. 

Your felfe to pardon of felfe-doing crime. 

I am to waite,though waiting lo be hell. 

Not blame your plcaiure be it ill or well. 

59 

I F their bee nothing new,but that which is. 

Hath beene before, how are our braincs beguiid, 
Which laboring for inuention bcare amifle 
The fecond burthen of a former child ? 

Oh that record could with a back-ward looke, 

Euen offiue hundreth courfesoftheSunnc, 

Show me your image in fome antique booke. 

Since minde at firft in carredfer was done. 

That I might lee what the old world could lay. 

To this compofed wonder of your frame. 

Whether we are mended, or where better they. 

Or whether reuolution be the fame. 

Oh lure I am the wits of former daies. 

To fubiedts worfc haue giuen admiring praife. 

60 

L ike as the waues make towards the pibled Ihore, 

So do our minuites haften to their end. 

Each changing place with that which goes before. 

In fcquent toile all forwards do contend. 

Natiuity once in the maine of light. 

E Crawl# 
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Crawics to maturity, whcrcwifcbbemg crown’d. 

Crooked cclipfes gainft his glory fight, 

And time that*gaue,doth now his gift confound. 

Time doth tjanfftxe the fieri fh fet on youth, 

And dclues the.paralels in beauties brow, 

Feedes on the rarities of natures, truth, 

And nothing Hands but for his fiech to mow. 

And yet to times in hope, my verfc {hall Hand 
Praifing thy worth,diffight his cruell hand. 

° 6x 

I S it thy wiljthy Imagefhould keepe open 
My heauy eie'ids to the weary night? 

Doft thou defire my (lumbers (hould be broken. 

While (hadowes like to tliee do mocke my fight? 

Js it thy fpirit that thou fend’d from thee 
So farre from home into my deeds to prye. 

To find out (hames and idle houres in me. 

The skope and tenure of thy Ieloufie? 

©no, thy loue though much^s not fo great. 

It is my loue that keepes mine eie awake. 

Mine ownc true loue that doth my reft defeat, 

To plaie the watch-man euer for thy fake. 

For thee watch l,whilft thou doft wake elfewhcre. 

From me farre of , with others all to. neere. 

62. 

S Inne of felfe-loue poffeffethal mine eie* 

And all my lbule,and al my eucry part;, 

And for this finne there is no remedie. 

It is fo grounded inward in my heart. . 

Me thinkes no face fo gratious is as mine, 

Ko fhape fo true,no truth of fuch account. 

And for my felfe mine owne worth do define. 

As I all other in all worths furmount.. 

But when my glaffc (hewes me my felfe indeed 
Beared and chopt with tand antiquitic, 

.Mine owne felfe loue quite contrary ! read 

Selfs 
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Selfe,fo felfe louing were iniquity, 

T’is thee(my felfe)that for my lelfe I prai ft. 

Painting my age with beauty of thy daies,- 

A Gainft my loue (hall be as I am now 

With times iniurious hand chrulht and ore-wome, 
When houres haue dreind his blood and fild his brow 
With lines and wrincles,when his youthfull morne 
Hath trauaild on to Ages ftcepie night. 

And all thofe beauties whereof now he’s King 
Are vani(hing,or vaniflht out of fight. 

Stealing away the treafure ofhis Spring. 

For (uch a time do 1 nowfortifie 
Againft confounding Ages cruell knife. 

That he (hall ncuer.cut from memory 
My fweet loues beauty, though my louers life. 

His beautie (hall in theft blacke lines be ftene, ? 

And they (hall liae , and he in them (till greenc, 

< 5 4 

W Henlhaue ftene by times fell hand defaced 
The rich proud coftof outworne buried age. 
When fometime loftie towers I fee downe rafed. 

And braffe eternall flauc to mortall rage. 

When I haue ftene the hungry Ocean gaine 
Aduantage on the Kingdome of the (hoarc. 

And the nrme foile win of the watry mainc, 

Incrcafing (lore with Ioffe, and Ioffe with ftore. 

When I haue ftene fuch interchange of ftate. 

Or (late it felfe confounded, to decay, 

Ruine hath taught me thus to ruminate 
That Time will come and take my loue away. 

This thought is as a death w hich cannot chooft 
But wcepe to hauc,that which it fearcs to looft. 

6 $ 

^ Incc bra(Te,nor done, nor earth, nor boundkffe fca ? 
w But fad raottallhy ore*fwaies their power, 

E* Hoy? 
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How with this rage fhall beautie hold a plea, 

Whole afoon is no ftronger then a flower/ 

O how fhall fummers hunny breath hold out, 

Againft the wrackfull fledge ofbattring dayes. 

When rocks impregnable arc not To ftoute , 

Nor gates of fteelc fo ftrong but time deeayes? 

O fearefull meditation, where alack, 

Shall times bell levvcll from times cheft lie hid ? 

Or what ftrong hand can hold his Iwift foote back. 

Or who his fpoilc or beautie can forbid? 

O nonc,vnlcfle this miracle haue might. 

That in black inck my loue may ftill Ihine bright* 

66 

T Yr’d with all thefe for reftfull death I cry. 

As to behold dcfert a beggcr borne, 

And needie Nothing trimd in iollitie. 

And pureft-faith vnhappily forfworne. 

And gilded honor fhamefully mifplaft. 

And maiden vertue rudely ftrumpeted, 

And.rigHt perfe£hon wrongfully difgrac’d, 

Andftrength by limping fway difabled. 

And arte made tung-tidc by authoritie. 

And Folly (Dodtor-like ) conerouling skill. 

And fimple-Truth mifealde Simplicitie, 

And captiue-good attending Captaineill. 

Tyr’d with all thefe, from thefe would I be gone* 
Sauethat to dye, I lcaue my loue alone. 

67 

A H wherefore with infection fhould he Hue, 

And with his prefence grace impietie. 

That finne by him aduantage fhould atchiue, 

And lace it felfe with his focietie ? 

Why fhould falfe painting immitate his checke. 

And fteale dead feeing of his liuing hew/ 

Why fhould poore beautie indire&ly feeke, 

Kofes of fhaddaWjfince hisRofeistruc? - 

Why 
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Why fhould he Hue, now nature banckrout is, 

Bcggerd of blood to bliifh through Iiuely vaines. 

For foe hath no exchecker now but his, 

And proud of many,liues vpoti his gaines? 

O him foe ftores,to foow what welth foe had. 

In daies longfince,before thefe laft fo bad. 

T Hus is his chceke the map of daies out-worne. 

When beauty liu’d and dy’ed as flowers do now. 
Before thefe baftard fignes of faire were borne, 

Or durft inhabit on aliuing brow* 

Before the goulden treffes of the dead. 

The right of fepulchcrs/wcre foorne away, 

To liuc a fcondlife on fecond head. 

Ere beauties dead fleece made another gay: 

In him thofe holy antique howers are feene. 

Without all ornament, it felfe and true. 

Making no fummerof an others greene. 

Robbing no ould to drefle his beauty new. 

And him as for a map doth Nature ftore. 

To foe w faulfe Art what beauty was of yore. 

HTHofe parts of thee that the worlds eye doth view, 
Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend* .* 
All toungs(the voice offoulcs)giuc thee that end, 

Vttring bare truth,cuen fo as foes Commend. 

Their outward thus with outward praife is crownd. 

But thofe fame toungs that giue thee fo thine owne, . 

In other accents doe this praife confound 
By feeing farther then the eye hath foowne. 

They looke into the beauty of thy mind. 

And that in-guefle they meafure by thy deeds, 

Then churls their thoughts(although theireieswere kind) 
To thy faire flower ad the rancke fhiell of weeds. 

But why thy odor matched) not thy foow, 

Thefolyc is tbis,that thou doeft common grow, 

£ 3 That 
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The ornament ofbeauty is iufpetft, 

A Crow that flies in heauens Ivveeteft ayre. 

So thou be good, flander doth but approue. 

Their worth the greater bccittg woo’d of time. 

For Canker vice the fweeteft buds doth loue. 

And thou prefent’ll a pure vnftayined prime. 

Thou haft paftby the ambufhof young dries. 

Either not alfayld,or vitftor becing charg’d. 

Yet this thy praife cannot be foe thy praife, 

* To tyc vp enuy,eucrmore inlarged. 

If fome fufpe&of ill maskt not thy fliow. 

Then thou alone kingdomes of hearts fhouldftowe/ 

7 * 

IVTGe Longer mourne for me when I am dead, 

* *Thcn you fhall heare the furly fullen bell 
Giue warning to the world that I am fled 
From this vile world with vildeft wormes to dwell: 
Nay if you read this line, remember not. 

The hand that writ it/or I loue you fo. 

That I in your fweet though ts would be forgot, 

If thinking on me then fhould make you woe. 

O iffl fay Jyou Iookc Vpon this verfe, 

When I (perhaps) compounded am with clay. 

Do not fo much as my poore name reherfe; 

But let your loue euen with my life decay. 

Lcaft the wife world fhould looke into your mone, 
And mocke you with me after 1 am gon. 

72 f 

O Leaft the world fhould taske you to recite, 

What merit liu’d in me that you fhould loue 
After my deathf deare loue )fo r get me quite. 

For you in me can nothing worthy proue. 

ValeiTc you would dcuifc fome vertuous lye s 
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To doe more for me then mine owne defert. 

And hang more praife vpon deceafed I, 

Then nigard truth would willingly impart.* _ 

O leaft your true loue may feeme falce in this. 

That you for loue fpeake well of nie yntrue, 

My name be buried where my body is. 

And Hue no more to fhame nor me,nor you. 

For I am fhamd by that which I bring forth, 

And fo fhould you, to loue things nothing worth, 

73 

T Hat time ofyeeare thou maift in me behold. 

When yellow leaucs, or none, or few doe hange 
Vpon thofe boughes which fhake againft the could. 

Bare rn’wdquiers, where late the fweet birds fang, 

In me thou feeft the twi-light of fuch day. 

As after Sun- let fadeth in tne Weft, 

Which by and by blacke night doth take awfcy. 

Deaths fecond felfe thatfeals vp all in reft. 

In me thou feeft the glowing offuchfire. 

That on the afhesof his youth-doth lyc,. 

As the death bediwhereon it muft expire, 

Confum’d with that which it was nurrifhtby. 

This thou perceu ft, which makes thy loue more ftrong^ 
To loue that well, which thou muft leaue ere long. 

74 

B Vt be contented when that fell areft, 

With out all bayle fhall carry me away. 

My life hath in this line fbme intereft. 

Which for mcmoriall ftill with thee fhall ftay. 

When thou reuewcft this,thou doeft reuew. 

The very part W3S confecrate to thee. 

The earth can haue but carth,which is his due. 

My fpirit is thine the better part of me. 

So then thou haft but loft the dregs of life. 

The pray of wormes,my body being dead, 

The coward conqueftofa Vvretchesknife, 
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To bafe of thee to be remembred. 

The worth of that,is that which it container. 

And that is this, and this with thee remaines. 

75 

S O are you to my thoughts a? food to life. 

Or as fweet feaion’d (hewers arc to the ground; 

And for the peace af you I hold fueh ftrife, 

As twixt a mifer and his wealth is found. 

Now proud as an inioyer,and anon 
Doubting the filching age will deale his treafure, 

Nov* counting beft to be with you alone. 

Then bettejrd that the world may fee my pleafiirc. 
Some-time all ful with feafting on your fight. 

And by and by cleanc ftarued for a lookc, 

Poflefling or purfuing no delight 

Saue what is had,or mud from you be tooke. 

Thus do I pine and liirfct day by day, 

' Or gluttoning.on a!l,or all away, 

7<J 

T7T7 Hy is my verfe fo barren of new pride? 

V V So far from variation or quickc change? 

Why with the time do I not iglance afide 
To new found mctbods,and to compounds flrange? 
Why write IftilIallone,eucr the fame. 

And kcepe inuen tion in a noted weed. 

That euery word doth aimod fel my name. 

Shewing their birth,and where they did proceed? 

O know fweet loue I alwaics write of you. 

And you and loue are dill my argument: 

So all my beft is dreflingold words new. 

Spending againe what is already (pent: 

For as the Sun is daily new and old. 

So is my loue (till telling what is told, 

77 

npHy glaffc will (hew thee how thy beauties were 
JL Thy dyall how thy precious mynuiu waftc. 
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The vacant leaues thy mindes imprint will beare. 

And of this booke, this learning maift thou taftffi 
The wrinckles which thy glade will truly Ihow, 

Of mouthed graues will giue thee memorie. 

Thou by thy dyals lhady dealth maid know. 

Times theeu’lh progrefTe to eternitie. 

Looke what thy memorie cannot containe, 

Commit to thele wade blacks,and thou (halt finde 
Thole children nurd,deliuerd from thy braine. 

To take a new acquaintance of thy minde. 

Thele officcs,fo oft as thou wilt looke. 

Shall profit thee,and much inrich thy booke. 

78 

S O oft haue T inuok’d thee for my Mule, 

And found fuch faire alfidance in my verle. 

As euery Alien pen hath got my vie. 

And vnder thee their poefie dilpetlc. 

Thine eyes, thattaughrthe dumbeonhighto ling. 

And heauie ignorance aloft to flic, 

Haue added fethers to the learneds wine 
And giuen grace a double Maieftie. 

Yet be mod proud of that which I compile, 

Whofe induencc is thine, and borne of thee. 

In others worker thou dood but mend the dile. 

And Arts with thy fweece graces graced be. 

But thou art al! my art, and dood aduance 
As high as learning, my rude ignorance. 

79 

^7Hild I alone did call vpon thy ayde, 

My verfe alone had all thy gentle grace. 

But now my gracious numbers are decay de. 

And my fick Mufe doth giue an other place.* 

I grant ( fweet louejthy louely argument 
Defeiues the trauaile of a worthier pen. 

Yet what of thee thy Poet doth inuent. 

He robs thee of, and pay es it thee againe, 

F He 
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He lends thee vertue,snd he dole that word, 

From thy behauiour,beautic doth he giue i 
And found it in thy cheeke: he can affoord ' 

No praife to thee, but what in thee doth liue. 

Then thanke him not forthat which he doth fayv 
Since what he owes thee, thou thy felfe dooft pay, 

So 

O How T faint when I of you do write. 

Knowing a better fpirit doth vfe your name, 

And in the praife thereof fpends all his mi°ht. 

To make me toung-tide {peaking of your fame. 

But fince your worthy wide as the Ocean isj 
The humble as the pr oudeft fade doth beare. 

My fawficbarke ('inferior farre to his> 

On your broad mainc doth wilfully appeare. 

Your fhalloweft helpe will hold me vp a floate,. 

Whilfthe vpon your founcllciTe deepe doth ride,. 

Or ( being wrackt jlama worthleflebote. 

He of tall building, and of goodly pride. 

Then If he thriue and 1 be caft away, 

The worft was this, my loue was my decay,. 

8-i 

O R I {hall Hue your Epitaph to make, 

Or you furuiue when I in earth am rotten. 

From hence your memory death cannot take, 

Although in me each part will be forgotten. 

Your name from hence immortall life Ihall hauc. 

Though! {'once gone) to all the world muft dye,. 

The earth can yeeld me buc a common graue. 

When you intombed in mens eyes (hall lye. 

Your monument fhall be nay gentle verfe. 

Which eyes not yet created fhall ore-read. 

And toungs to be, your beeing (hall rehearfe. 

When all the brea hers- of this world are dead, 

You (till fhall liue (fuch vertuehath my Pen) 

Where breath tnoft breaths, eueivin the mouths of men. 






$ O H N E t St 
8 * 

I Grant thou wert not married to my M ife. 

And therefore maiefi without attaint orc-lookc 
The dedicated words which writers vfe 
Of their fairc fubieft,blefling euery booke. 

Thou art as faire in knowledge as in hew. 

Finding thy wordi a limmit paft my praife. 

And therefore art inforc’d to feeke anew. 

Some frefher ftampe of the time bettering dayes. 
And do fo loue,yet when they hauc dcuifde, 

What drained touches Rhethorick can lend. 

Thou trufy faire,wert truly fimpathizde. 

In true plaine words ,by thy true telling friend. 
And their grofle painting might be better vfd 2 
Where cheekes need bIoofl,in thee it is abufd. 
8 ? 

I Neuer faw that you did painting need. 

And therefore to your fairc no painting fet, 

I fou^d ( or thought I found) you did exceed. 

The barren tender of a Poets debt 2 
And therefore hauc I fiept in your report. 

That you your felfe being extant well might fhow. 
How farre a moderne quill doth come to fhort. 
Speaking of worth,what worth in you doth grow. 
This filence for my finneyou did impute, 

Which (Kail be mod my glory being dombe/ 

For I impairc not beautie being mute, 

When others would giue life*and bring a tombe. 
There Hues more life in one of your faire eyes* 
Then both your Poets can in praife deuife. 

84 

^^Ho is it that fayes moft,which can fay more. 
Then this rich praife, that you alone 5 are you 3 
In whofc confine immured is the ftore. 

Which fhould example where your equall greWi 
Lcane penurie vvithin that Pen doth dwell, 

F ft 
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That to his fubicft lends not fome finall glory. 

But he that writes ofyou 3 if he can tell, 

That you are you,fo dignifies his ftory. 

Let him but coppy what in you is writ. 

Not making worfe what nature made fo cleere, 

And filch a counter-part (hall fame his wit, 

Making his (file admired euery where. >v 

You to your bcautious blelfings adde a curfe, 

Being fond on praife, which makes your praifes worfe. 

85 

M Y toung-tidc Mufe in manners holds her ftill, 

While comments of your praife richly compil’d, 
Refcrue their Chara&er with goulden quill. 

And precious phrafe by all theMufes fil’d. 

I thinke good thoughts, whilPb other write good wordes. 
And like vnlettercd clarke (till crie Amen, 

To euery Himne that able fpirit affords. 

In poltfht forme of well refined pen. 

Hearing you praifdj fay ’tis fo, *cis true. 

And to the mod of praife adde fome-thing more. 

But that is in my thought, whofe lone to you 
(Though words come hind-moft Jholds his ranke before. 
Then others, for the breath of words rcfpedf. 

Me for my dombe thoughts, fpeaking in effeft. 

26 

T7 W"As it the proud full faile of his great verfe, 

^ * Bound for the prize of (all to precious) you, 

That did my ripe thoughts in my braine inhearce. 

Making their tombe the wombe wherein they grew? 

Was it his fpirit.by fpirits taught to write, 

Aboue a mortal! pitch, that ftruck me dead ? 

No,neither he,nor his compiers by night 
Giuing him ayde,mv verfe aftonifhed. 

He nor that affable familiar ghoft 
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence, 

As yiftors of my filence cannot boaft, 

- I \yas 
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I was not fick of any feare from thence. 

Butw-hen your countinance fild vp hisline, 

Thenlackt I mattcr,thatinfecbledmine. 

87 

F Arewell thou art too deare for my poffeffing. 

And like enough thou knowft thy eftimate. 

The Charter of'thy w'orth giues thee releafing: 

My bonds in thee ate all determinate. 

For how do I hold thee but by thy granting, 

And for that ritches where is my deferuing? 

The caufe of this faire guift in me is wanting. 

And fo my pattent back againe is fwerui ng. 

Thy felfc thou gau’ft,thy oyvne worth then not knowing* 
Or mee to whom thou gau ft it,eHemiftaking, 

So thy great guift vpon mifprifion growing, 

Comes home againe,on better iudgement makings 
Thus haue 1 had thee as a dreame doth flatter. 

In fleepe a King, but waking no fuch matter. 

88 

\7\7Hen thou {halt be difpode to fet me light, 

’ V And place my merrit in the eie of skorne, 

Vpon thy fide,againft my felfe ilc fight, 

Andproue thee virtuous^hough thou art forfworne: 

With mine owne weakeneffe being bett acquainted, 

Vpon thy part I can fet downe a ftory 
Offaults conceald, wherein I am attainted : 

That thou in loofing me.fhali win much glory.- 
And 1 by thiswilbe againertoo. 

For bending all my louing rhoughts on thee. 

The iniuries that to my felfe I doe. 

Doing thee vantage,duble vantage me. 

Such is my loue,to thee Iio belong. 

That for thy right, my felfe will bearc all wrong. 

89 

S Ay that thou didft forfake mee for fome fait, 

And 1 will comment vpon that offence, 
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Spcake of my lamenefle, and I ftraight will halt; 

Againft thy realbns making no defence. 

Thou can ft notfioue)difgrace me halfe fo ill. 

To let a forme vpon defired change, 

As ile my felfe difgrace, knowing thy wil, 

3 will acquaintance ftrangie and looke ftrange; 

Be abfent from thy walkes and in my tongue. 

Thy fweet beloucd name no more fhall dwell, 

Leaf! I(too much prophane)fhou!d do it wrongc; 

And haplie of our old acquaintance tell. 

For thee,againft my felfe ile vow debate. 

For I muft nere loue him whom thou doft hate. 

90 

T Hen hate me when thou wilt, if eucr,now. 

Now while the world is bent my deeds to erolfe, 
loynewith the fpight of fortune, make me bow. 

And doe not drop in for an after Ioffe.- 

Ah doe not, when my heart hath fcapte this forrow. 

Come in the rereward of a conquerd woe, 

Giue not a windy night a rainic morrow. 

To linger out a purpofd ouer-throw. 

If thou wilt leaue me, do not leaue me laft. 

When other pettie griefes haue done their fpight. 

But in the onfet come,fb flail I tafte 
At fir ft the very wo rft of fortunes might. 

And other ftraines of woe, which now feeme woe, 
Compar’d with Ioffe of thee, will not feeme fo, 

9 1 

S Ome glory in their birth, lome in their skill. 

Some in their wealth, fome in their bodies force. 
Some in their garments though new-fangled ill; 

Some in their Hawkes and Hotinds.fome in their Horfc* 
And euery humor hath his adiundl pleafure. 

Wherein it findes a ioy aboue the reft, 

But thefe pcrticulers are not my meafure, 

All thefe I better in one generallbeft. 

Thy 
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Thy loue is bitter then high birth to me, 

Richer then wealth, prouderthen garments coft. 

Of more delight then Hawkes or Horfes bee; 

And hauing chee,of all mens pride 1 boaft. 

Wretched in this alone, that thou maift take, 

All this away,and me moft wretched make, 

92 

B Vt doe thy worft to fteale thy felfe away. 

For tearme oflife thou art affured mine. 

And life no longer then thy loue will flay. 

For it depends vpon that loue of thine; 

Then need I not to feare the worft of wrongs,’ 

When in the leaft of them my life hath end, 

1 fee, a better ftatc to me belongs 

Then that, which on thy humor doth depend. 

Thou canft not vex me with inconftanc minde. 

Since that my life on thy reuolt doth lie. 

Oh what a happy title do I finde , 

Happy to haue thy loue, happy to die! 

But whats fo bleffed faire that feares no blot. 

Thou maift be falce, and yet I know it not, 

93 

S O fhall I line/uppoftng thou art true. 

Like a deceiued husband ,fo loues face. 

May ftill feeme loue to me, though alter’d new; 

Thy lookes with rac ,thy heart in other place. 

For their can liae no hatred in thine eye. 

Therefore in that 1 cannot know thy change, 

Inmanies lookes,the falce hearts hiftory- 

Is writ in moods and frouncs and wrineklcs ftrange, 

Butneauen in thy creation did decree. 

That in thy face fweet loue fbould euer dwell, 

What ere thy thoughts, or thy hearts workings be, 
Thv lookes fhould nothing thence; but fwcetneffc tell. 
How like Eaues apple doth thy beauty grow, 

If thy tweet rertue anfwere notthy mow. 
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T Hcy that haue powre to hurt, and will doc none. 
That doe not do the thing, they moft do fhowc. 
Who mowing others, are themfelues as ftone, 
Vnmooucd, could, and to temptation flow: 

They r;ght'y do inherrit heauens graces. 

And husband natures ritches from cxpence. 

They are the Lords and owners of their faces. 

Others, but ftewards.of their excellence: 

The fommers flowre is to the fommer fvveet. 

Though to it felfe,it onely Hue and die. 

But if that flowre with bale infe&ion meetc, 

The bafeft weed out-braues his dignity: 

For fvveeteft things turner fo wreft by their deedcs, 
Lillies that fefter, fmell far worfe then weeds. 

9 5 

H Ow fweet and louely doft thou make the fliamc. 
Which like a canker in the fragrant Role, 

Doth fpot the beautie of thy budding name? 

Oh in what fweets doeft thou thy finnes inclofcl 
That tongue that tells theftory of thy daies, 

(Making lafeiuious comments on thy fport) 

Cannot difpraife,but in akinde of praife. 

Naming thy name, blefles an ill report. 

Oh what a manfion haue thofe vices got. 

Which for their habitation chofe out thee, 

Where beauties vaile doth couer euery blot. 

And all things turnes to faire. that eies can fee! 

Take heedf deare heart)of this large priuiledge. 

The hardeft knife ill vf d doth loofe his edge. 

COme fay thy fault is youth, fome wantonefle, 
^Some fay thy grace is youth and gentle fport. 

Both grace and faults are lou’d of more and leffe: 

Thou makft faults graces,that to thee refort: 

As on the finger of \ throned Queenc, 
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The bafeft Icweli wil be well eftcem'd: % 

So arc thofe errors that in thee arc feene, 

To truths tranflated,and for true things deem d. 

How many Lambs might the fterne Wolfe betrays 
If like a Lambe he could his lookes tranflate. 

How many gazers mighft thou lead away. 

If thou wouldft vfe the ftrength of all thy ftate? 

But doe not fo,I loue thee in fuch fort. 

As thou being mine,mine is thy good report. 

97 

H Ow like a Winter hath my abfence beene 
From thee,thep!cafure of the fleeting yeare? 

What freezings haue lfek,^vhat darke daieslcenc?* 
What old Decembers barenefle euery where? 

And yet this time remould was fommers time. 

The teeming Autumne big with ritch increafe. 

Bearing the wanton burthen of the prime. 

Like widdowed wombes after their Lords deceafe: 

Yet this aboundant iffue feem’d to me. 

But hope of Orphans, and vn-fathered fruite. 

For Sommer and his pleafures waite on thcc. 

And thou away,the very birds arc mute. 

Or if they fing,tis with fo dull a cheere. 

That leaues looke pale,dreading the Winters neere. 

98 

F Rom you haue I beene abfent in the fpring. 

When proud pide Aprill (dreft in all his trim) 

Hath put a Ipirit ©fyouth in euery thing: 

Thathcauie Satnrne laughtand leapt with him. 

Yet nor the laies of birds,nor the fweet fmell 
Of different flowers in odor and in hew. 

Could make me any fummers ftcry tell: 

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew: 

No,r did I wonder at the Lillies white. 

Nor praife the deepc Vermillion in the Rofe, 

They weare but fweet, but figures of delight: 
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D r aw rj? after you, you patter rie ofdl thofc, 

Yctfeem’d it Winter ftiil,and you away. 

As with your fhaddow I with thefe did play. 

95> 

T He forward violet thus did I chide. 

Sweet theefe whence didft thou fteale thy fweet that" 
Jf not from iny loues breath, the purple pride, (fmels 

Which on thy foft checkc for complexion dwells? 

In my loues veines thou haft too grofely died. 

The Lillie I condemned for thy hand, 

And buds of marijerom had ftolne thy haire. 

The Rofes fearefully on thorncs did ftand, 
Ourblufhingfhame.anodier white difpaire: ' 

A third norrcd,nor whitc/iad ftolnc of both, 

And to hisrobbryhad annexe thy breath. 

But for his theft in pride of all his growth 
A vengfull canker eate him vp to death. 

More flowers I noted, yet I none could fee, 

But fweet, or culler it had ftolne from thee, 

100 

\ 7 Here art thou Mufe that thou forgetft fb long, 

* ’ To fpeake of that which giuesthee all thy might? 

Spendft thou thy furie on fome worthleffe fonge, 
Darkning thy powre to lend bafe fubieifts light. 

Returne forgetfull Mufe,and ftraight redeeme. 

In gentle numbers time fo idely fpent. 

Sing to the care that doth thy laies eftceme. 

And giues thy pen both skill and argument. 

Rife refly Mufe, my loues fweet face furuay. 

If time hauc any wrincle grauen there. 

If any, be a Satire to decay, 

And make times fpoiles dilpifed euery where. 

Giue my loue fame fatter then time wafts life. 

So thou preuenft his fieth.and crooked knife. 



IOI 



I H truant Mufe vvhat ftmlbe thy amends, 
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For thy neglc& of truth in beauty df d? 

Both truth and beauty on my ioue depends: 

So dofi thou too, and therein dignifi’d: 

Make anfwerc Mufc,wilc thou not haply faic. 

Truth needs no collour with his coHour fixt, 

Beaune no penfelfbcauties truth to lay: 

But beft is belief neuer intermixt, 

Becaufe he needs no praife,wi!t thou be dumb? 

Excufe not filence fo/or't lies in thee, 

To make him much out-liue a gilded tombes 
And to be praifd of ages yet to be. 

Then do thy office Mule I teach thee how. 

To make him ieeme long henqe,as he fliowes now. 

102 

M Y Ioue is.ftrengthned though more weakeinfee- 
I loue not leffe,thogh Jeffc the fhow appeare, (ming 
That loue is marchandizVfwhofe ritch efteeming. 

The owners tongue doth publifh euery where. 

Our loue was new,and then but in the fpring, 

When I was wont to greet it with my laies. 

As Pht/omeirmfummeTS front dothfinge. 

And If ops his pipe in growth of riper daics: 

Not that the fummer is leffe pleafant now 

Then when her mournefull himns did hufh the nighty 

But that wild mufick burthens euery bow. 

And fweet s growne common loofe their dearc delight* 
Therefore like her, I fomc-time hold my tongue: 

Becaufe I would not dull you with my fonge. 

IO} 

A Lack what pouerty my Mufe brings forth, 
Thathauingfuch a skope tofhow herpridc^ 

The argument all bare is of more worth 
Then when it hath my added praife befidc. 

Oh blame me not if 1 no more can write! 

Looke in your glaffe and there appeares aface. 

That oucr-goes my blunt inuentioiiquite* 

Dulling my lincs 3 and doing me difgrace. 
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Were it not fiufull then ftrimng to mend. 

To marre the fubie& that before was well. 

For to no other paffe my verfes tend. 

Then of your graces and your gifts to tell. 

And moje,much more then in my verfe can fit, 

Your owne glaffe fhowes you, when you looke in it. 
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T O me faire friend you neuer can be old, 

For as you were when firft your eye I eyde, 

Such feemes your beautie ftilhThree Winters colde, 

Haue from the forrefts fhooke th rce fummers pride. 

Three beautious fprings to yellow Antumne turn’d, 

In proceffe of the feafons haue I feene. 

Three Aprill perfumes in three hot Iunes burn’d. 

Since firft I faw you frefh which yet are greene. 

Ah yet doth beauty like a Dy all hand, 

Stcale from his figure,and no pace perceiu’d. 

So your fweete hew,whfch me thinkes ftilldoth flaw 
JHfath motion,and mine eye may be dcceaued. 

For feare of which, heare this thou age vnbred. 

Ere you were borne was beauties fummer dead* 
ioy 

L Et not my louc be cafd Idolatrie, 

Nor my beloued as an Idoll fho w, 

Since all alike my fongs and praifesbe 
To one,ofone,ftill fuch,and euer fo. 

Kinde is my loue to day, to morrow kinde,\ 

Still conftant in a wondrous excellence, 

Therefore my verfe to conftancie confin’de,'. 

One thing exprefling, leaues out difference. 

Faire, kindc,and true, is all my argument, 

Faire, kinde and true,varrying to other words, 

And in this change is my inuention Ipent, 

Three theams in one, which wondrous fcopc affords, . 
Faire,kinde,and true, haue often liu’d alone. 

Which three till naw>neuer kept featc in one. 

When' 
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\X/ Hen in the Chronicle of wafted time, 

I fee diferiptions of the faireft wights, 

And beautie making beautiful! old rime, 

In praife of Ladies dead, and louely Knights, 

Tftcn in the blazon of fweet beauties beft. 

Of hand, of foote,of lip, of eyc,of brow 7 , 

I fee their antique Pen would haue expreft, 

Euen fuch a beauty as you maifter nov\ f . 

So all their praifes are but prophefies 
Of this our time, all you prefiguring. 

And for they look'd but with dcuining eyes. 

They had not (fill enough your worth to fing : 

For we which now behold thefeprefent dayes, 

Haue eyes to wonder, but lack toungs to praife. 
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N Ot mine owne feares,nor the prophetick foule. 

Of the wide world, dreaming dn things to come* 

Can yet the leafeofmy true loue controule, 

Suppofde as forfeit to a confin’d doomc. 

Themortall Moone hath her eclipfe indur’de. 

And the fad Augurs mock their owne prefage, 

Incertenties now crow'ne thenvfclues affur’dc. 

And peace proclaimesOliues of endleffe age. 

Now w 7 ith the drops of this moft balmie time, 

My loue lookes frefh, and death to meTubfcribes^ 

Since fpight of him lie line in this poore rime, 

While he infults ore dull and fpeachleffe tribes. 

And thou in this fhalt finde thy monument. 

When tyrants crefts and tombs of braffc are fpent. 
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\7\7Hat’s in thebraine thatlnck may chara&er, 

* * Which hath not figur’d to thee my true fpiritj 

What’s new r to fpeake,what now to regifter. 

That may expreffe my loue, or thy deare merit ? 

Nothing fweet boy^but yet like prayers diuine, 

C 3 Imuft 
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I mult each day fay ore the very fame. 

Counting no old thing old,thou mine, I thine* 

Euen as when firtt 1 hallowed thy fairc name. 

So that etcrnall loue in loues frefh cafe, 

Waighes not the dull and iniury of age* 

Norgiucs to ncceffary wrinckles place. 

But makes antiquitie for aye his page. 

Finding the firft conceit of loue there bred. 

Where time and outward forme would {hew it dead, 
iop 

O Neuerfay that I was falfe of heart, 

Though abfcnce feem’d my flame to quallifie, 
Aseafie might I from my felfe depart. 

As from my foule which in thy breft doth lye : 

That is my home of loue, if I haue rang’d. 

Like him that trauels I returne againe. 

Juft to the time, not with the time exchang’d. 

So that my felfe bring water for my ftaine, 
Neuerbeleeue though in my nature raign’d. 

All frailties that befiege all kindes of blood. 

That it could fo pvepofterouflie be ftain’d, 

To leaue for nothing all thy fumme of good : 

For nothing this wide Vniuerfe I call, 

Saue thou my Rofe.in it thou art my all. 



no 



A las ’tis true, I haue gone here and there. 

And made my felfe a motley to the view, 

Gor’d mine own thoughts, fold cheap what is raoft deare. 
Made old offences of affedions new. 

Moft true it is, that I haue lookt on truth 
Afconce and ftrangely: But by all aboue, 

Thefe blenches gaue my heart an other youth, 

And worfe eflaies proud thee my beft of loue. 

Now all is done,haue what fliall haue no end. 

Mine appetite I neuer more will grin’de 
On newer proofe, to trie an older friend, 

A God in loue, to whom 1 am confiri d. 



Sonnets, 

Then glue me welcome, next my heauen the beft, 
Euen to thy pure and moft moft Iouing breft. 
iii 

O For my fake doe you wifli fortune chide. 

The guiltie goddeffe of my harmfull deeds, 
That did not better for my life prouide. 

Then publick meanes which publick manners breeds. 
Thence comes it that my name receiues a brand, 

And almoft thence my nature is fubdu’d 
To what it work es in, like the Dyers hand, 

Pitty me then^and vvifh I were renu'de, 

Whilft like a willing pacient I will drinke. 

Potions of Eyfell gainft my ftrong infection. 

No bitternefle that I will bitter thinke. 

Nor double pcnnance to correct correction. 

Pittie me then deare friend, and I aflbre y ce, 

Euen that your pictic is enough to cure mee, 
in 

Y Our loue and pittie doth th’impreflion fill. 
Which vulgar fcandall ftampt vpon my brow. 
For what care I who calles me well or ill. 

So you ore-greenc my bad, my good alow? 

You are my AH the world, and I muft ftriue, 

T o know my fliames and prailes from your tounge. 
None clfc to me,nor I to none aline. 

That my fteel’d fence or changes right or wrong. 

In fo profound Abifme I throw all care 
Of others voyces, that my Adders fence. 

To cryttick and to flatterer flopped are: 

Marke how /with my negleftl doe difpcnce. 
Youarefoftrongly in my purpofe bred. 

That all the world befides me thinkes y’are dead,, 
113 

^Ince I left you, mine eye is in my mindc. 

And that which gcuernes me to goe about, 

Doth part his fundUon,and is partly blind. 
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Secmcs feeing, but effe&ually is out: 

For it no forme dcliuers to the heart 
Ofbird,offlowrc,or fhapc which it doth lack, 

Of his quick obicfts hath the minde no part. 

Nor his owne vifion houlds what it doth catch: 

For if it fee the rud’ft or gentleft fight. 

The. mo ft fvvce t-fauor or deformedft creature. 

The mountaine,or the lea, the day,or night: 

The Croe,or Doue,it lhapes them to your feature. 
Incapable of more tepleat,with you. 

My moft true minde thus maketh mine vntrue. 

114 

O R whether doth my minde being crown’d with you 
Drinke vp the monarks plague this flattery ? 

Or whether fhall I lay mine eie faith true, . 

And that your loue taught it this Aleumie? 

To make of monftcrs,and things indigeft. 

Such cherubines as your fwcet felfe referable, 

Creating euery bad a perfect belt _ 

As faft as obiefts to his beames afl'emble: 

Oh tis the firft,tis flatry in my feeing, 

And my great minde moft kingly drinkes it vp. 

Mine eie well knowes what with his guft is greeing. 

And to his pallat doth prepare the cup. 

Ifitbcpoifon’d,tisthelelferfinne, <. 

That mine eye loues it and doth firft beginne. 
m 5 

T Hofe lines that I before haue writ doe lie, 

Euen thofe that faid I could not loue you deerer. 

Yet then my iudgement knew no reafon why. 

My moft full flame fliould afterwards burnc cleerer. 
Butreckening time,whofe milliond accidents 
Creepein twixtvowes,and change decrees of Kings, 
Tan facrcd beautie, blunt the Iharp’ft intents, 

Diuert ftrong mindes to th’ courfe of altring things: 

Alas why fearing of times tiranie. 
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Might I not then fay now I loue you beft. 

When I was certaine ore in-certainty, 

Crowning theprefent,doubting of the refl: 

Loue is a Babe , then might I not fay lb 
To giue full growth to that which ftill doth grow, 
up 

L Et me not to the marriage of true mindes 
Admit impedimentSjloue is not lone 

Which alters whetf it alteration Andes, , . 

Or bends with the remouer to remoue. 

O no,it is an euer fixed marke 

That lookes on tempefts and is neucr fliakea; 

It is the ftar to euery wandring barkc, 

Whofe worths vnknowne,although his higth be taken. 

Lou’s not Times foole, though rofie lips and cheeks 
Within his bending ficklcs compaffe come, 

Loue alters not wdth his breefe houres and weekes. 

But beares it out euen to the edge of doome: 

If this be error and vpon me proued, 

I neuer writ, nor no man euer loued. 
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A Ccule me thus,that I haue Icanted all. 

Wherein I fhould your great deferts repay, • 

Forgot vpon your deareft loue to call. 

Whereto al bonds do tie me day by day. 

That I haue frequent binne with vnknown mindes. 

And giuen to time your owne deare purchaf’d right. 

That I haue hoyfted laile to al the windes 
Which fliould tranfport me fartheft from your fight. 

Booke both my wilfulnefle and errors downe. 

And oniuftproofe furmii’e,accumilate. 

Bring me within the leuel of your frowne. 

But Ihoote not at me in your wakened hate: 

Since my appeale faies I did ftriue to proouc 
The conftancy and virtue of your loue 
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L ike as to make our appetites more keene 
With eager compounds we our pallat vrg , 

As to preuent ourmalladics vnfeene. 

We ficken to fhun ficknefle when we purge. 

Euen fo being full of your nere cloying fweetneile. 

To bitter fawcesdid I frame my feeding; 

And ficke of wel-fare found a kind of meetnefle. 

To be difeafd ere that there was true needing. 

Thus pollide in louet anticipate 

The ills that werc,not grew to faultsallured, 

And brought to medicine a healthfull Itate 
Which rancke ofgoodnelfe would by ill be cured. 

But thence I learnc and find the leflon true, v 

Drugs poyfon him that fo fell ficke o you. 

\ X 7 Hat potions haue I drunke of Syren t eares . 

V V Difiifd from Lymbecks foule as hell within. 
Applying fcares to hopes,and hopes to fcares. 

Still loofing when 1 faw my felfe to win? 

What wretched errors hath my heart commute , 

Whilil it hath thought it felfe fo bleffed ncuer. 

How haue mineeies out of their Spheaies oenehtt 
In the diflrailion of this madding feuei. 

O benefit of ill, now I find true 
That better is, by euil ftill made better. 

And ruin’d loue when it is built anew 

Growes fairer then at firft,moreftrong, far greater. 

So Ireturne rebukt to my content. 

And gaine by ills thrife more then I haue fpent* 

120 



J. 

‘Hat you were once vnkind be-friends mee now, 
j. And for that forrow , which I then diddc feele, 
Needes muft I vnder my tranfgreffion bow, ^ _ ? 
Vnleffe my Nerucs were braffe or hammered lteeiC. 
v .. mu vnktnHneflfe fliakcn 
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Asl by yours , y’haue paft a hell of Time, 

And I a tyrant haue no leafure taken 
To waigh how once I fuffered in your crime. 

O that our night of wo might haue remembred 
My deepeft fence, how hard true forrow hits. 

And foone to you, as you to me then tendred 
The humble falue, w hich wounded bofomesfits! 

But that your trefpafle now becomes a fee. 

Mine ranfoms yours,and yours muft ranfome mee. 

I 2 1 

T IS better to be vile then vile efteemed. 

When not to be,receiues reproach of being. 

And the iuft pleafure loft, which is fo deemed. 

Not by our feeling.-but by others feeing. 

For why ftiould others falfe aduherat eyes 
Giue falutation to my fportiue blood? 

Or on my frailties why arc frailer fpics; 

Which in their wils count bad what 1 think good? 

Noe, 1 am that I am,and they that leuell 
At my abufes, reckon vp their ovyne, 

I may be ftraight though they them-felues be bcuel 
By theirrancke thoughtes,my deedesmuft notbefhown 
Vnleflethisgenerall euill they maintaine, 

All men are bad and in their badnefle raigne. 

12?. - 

T Thy guift„thy tables,are within my brainc 
Full charatfterd with lading memory. 

Which ftiall aboue that idle rancke remaine 
Beyond all date . euen to eternity. 

Or at the leaft,io long as braine and heart 
. Haue facultie by nature to fubfift, 

Til each to raz’d obliuion yecld his part 
Of thee,thy record neucr can be miftj 
That poore retention could not fo much hold. 

Nor need I tallies thy deare loue to skore. 

Therefore to giue them from me was I bold, 

Ha T© 
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To truft thofc tables that receaue thee more, 

To keepe an adiunckt to remember thcc. 

Were to import forgetfulneffc in mce. 

N O ! Time, thou fhah not boft that I doe change, 

Thy pyramyds buyle vp with newer might 
To me are nothing nouell, nothing ftrangej 
They are but dreffiogs of a former fight: 

Our dates are breefe,and therefor we admire, 

What thou doft foyft vpon vs that is ould, 

And rather make them borne to our defirc. 

Then chinke that wc before haue heard them touUb. 

Thy regifters and thee I both defie. 

Not wondring at the prefent,nor the paft, 

For thy records, and what we fee doth lye,. 

Made more or les by thy continuall haft: 

This I doe vow and this (Trail euer be, 

I will be true difpight thy fyeth and thee. 
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Y F my deare loue were but the childe of ftatej. 

It might for fortunes bafterd be vnfathered. 

As fubiedf to times loue, or to times hate. 

Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers gatherd* 
No it was buylded far from accident, 

It fuflfers not in fmilinge pomp, nor falls 
Vnder the blow of thralled difeontent, 

Whereto tfc minting time our fafhiou calls: 

It feares not policy that HeriticVe , 

Which workes onleafes offhort numbredhowerr, 

But all alone ftands hugely pollitick, 

That it nor growes with heat, nor drownes with fhowres« 
To thisl witnes call thefoles oftime, 

Which die for goodnes 3 who haue liu d for crime.. 



1 25 

\T Eft ought to me I boire the canopy, 

^ * Withmy extern the'outward horvoring, 
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Or layd great bafes for eternity, 

Which proues more fliort then waft or ruining? 
Haue I not feene dwellers on forme and fauor 
Lofe all,and more by paying too much rent 
For compound fweet;Forgoing fimple fauor, 
Pittiftill thriuors in their gazing Ipent. 

Noe,let me be obfequious in thy heart. 

And take thou my oblacion, poore but free. 

Which is not mixt with feconds,know's no art. 

But mutuall render, onely me for thee. 

Hence, thou fubboundf fiforwer, a trewfoulc 
When moft impeacht,ftands Ieaft in thy controule. 
12 6 

I J Thou my louely Boy who in thy pow'er, 

, , hould times fickle g!afle,his fickle, howert 
Who haft by wayning grownc,and therein ftiou’ft. 
Thy Jouers withering as thy fweet felfe grow’ft. 

Jr Naturc(fouerainc miftercs ouer wrack) 

As thou goeft onwards ftill will plucke thee backe,. 
Shekecpes thee to this purpofe.that her skill. 

May time difgrace, and wretched mynuitkill. 

Yet fearc her O thou minnion ofherpleafurc 
She may detaine.but not ftill kcepcher trefure! 
Her^^though dclaydjanfvvcr’d muftbe. 

And her Quiet ns is to render thee. 



( 

( 



) 

) 



T N the ould age blaeke was not counted faire, 
*Or ifn weare it bore not beauties name: 

But now is blaeke beauties fucceffiue heire. 
And Beautie flanderd with a baftard fliame, 

FaTri^T c h land u ath P ut on N^ures power, 

SweeX ° - ,C r H Art$ fau,fe bo ™ w 'd ^ce. 
Sweet beauty nath no name no holy boure,. 

But isprophan d,ifnotliuesin difgrace. 



Therefore 
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Therefore my Mtdcrfle eyes arc Rauen blacke. 

Her eyes fo futed.and rhey mourners lceme. 

At fuch who not borne faire no beauty lack, 

Slandring Creation with a falfe edeeme, . 

Yet fo they mourne bccomming of their woe. 

That euery toung faies beauty fliould looke lo. 

I 28 

H Ow oft when thou my mufike mufike playft, 

Vpon thatbleffed wood whofe motion founds 
With thy fvveet fingers when thou gently fvvaylt, 

The wiry concord that mine care confounds. 

Do I enuie thole Iackesthat nimble leape. 

To kilfc the tender inward of thy hand, 

Whilft tny poore lips which fhould that harued reape, 

At the woods bouldncs by cheeblufhing (land. 

To be fo tikled they would change their date, 

And fituation with thofc dancing chips, 

Ore whome their fingers walke with gentle gate. 

Making dead wood more bled then liuing lips. 

Since faufie Iackes fo happy are in this, 

Giue them their fingers, me thy lips tokiffe. 

I29 

T H’expencc of Spirit in a wade offname 
Is lull in a<5tion,and till a&ion , luft 
Is periurd,murdrous,blouddy full of blame, 

SauagejextreamCjrudejCiuell.not to trull, 

Inioyd no fooner but difpiled ftraight. 

Pad reafon hunted, and no fooner had 
Pad reafon hated as afwollowed bayt. 

On purpofe layd to make the taket mad. 

Made I11 purfut and in poffeffion fo, 

Had,hauing,and in qued,to haue extreame, 

A blilfe in proofe and proud and very wo. 

Before a ioy propofd behind a dreame. 

All this the world wellktiowes yet none knowes weM» 
To iliun the heauen that leads men to this hell. 
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M Y Midres eyes are nothing like the Sunne, 

Currall is farre more red, then her lips red. 

If fnow be white. why then her breds are dun: 

If haires be wiers, black wiers grow on her head: 

I haue feene Rofes d2maskt,rcd and white, 

But no fuch Rofes fee I in her cheekes, 

And in fome perfumes is there more delight. 

Then in the breath that from my Midres reekes. 

I loue to heare her fpeakc,yet well I know, 

That Mufickc hath a farre more pleafing found: 

I graunt I ncucr faw a goddefle goe. 

My Midres when fhee walkes treads on the ground. 

And yet by heauen I thinke my loue as rare. 

As any flic bcli’d with falfe compare. 
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T Hou art as tiranous : fo as thou art. 

As thofe whole beauties proudly make them cruell; 
For well thou know’d to my deare doting hart 
Thou art the faired and mod precious Iewell. 

Ycr in good faith fome fay that thee behold. 

Thy face hath not the power to make loue gronej 
To lay they crre,l dare not be fo bold, 

Although I fweare it to my felfe alone. 

And to be fure that is not falfe I fweare 
A thoufand grones but thinking on thy face, 

One on anothers necke do witnefle beare 
Thy blacke is faired in my iudgements place. 

In nothing art thou blacke faue in thy deeds. 

And thence this flattnder as I thinke proceeds. 

13a 

T Hine eies I loue, and they as pittying me, 

Knowing thy heart torment me with difdalne, 

Haue put on black, and louing mourners bee, 

Looking with pretty ruth vpon my paitie. 

Aed 
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And truly not the morning Sun of Hcauen 
Better becomes the gray cheeks of th’ Eaft, 

Nor that full Starrc that vfhers in the Eauea 
Doth halfc that glory to the fober Weft 
As thofe two morning eyes become thy face: 

O Jet it then as well befeeme thy heart 
Tomournefor me fince mourning doth thee grace. 
And fute thy pitty like in euerypart. 

Then will I fweare beauty her felfe is blacke. 

And all they foule that thy complexion lackc. 

B E threw that heart that makes my heart to groanc 
For that deepe wound it giues my friend and me; 
I’ft notynough to torture me alone. 

But flaue to flaucry my fwcet’ft friend muft be. 

Me from my felfe thy cruell eye hath taken, 

And my next felfe thou harder haft ingrafted. 

Of him, my felfe, and thee I am forfaken, 

A torment thrice three-fold thus to be crofted : 
Prifon my heart in thy ftecle bofomes warde, 

But then my friends heart let my poore heartbale. 
Who ere keepcs me, let my heart be his garde, 

Thou canft not then vfe rigor in my lailc. 

And yet thou wilt/or I being pent in thee. 
Perforce am thine and all that is in me. 
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S° now 1 haue confeft that he is thine, 
m y klfe am morgag’d to thy will. 

My felfe lie forfeit,fo that other mine, 
ihou wilt reftore to be my comfort ftill: 

But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free. 

For thou art couetous,and he is kinde, 

He learnd but furetie-like to write for me, 

Vndcr that bond that him as faft doth binde. 

The ftatute of thy beauty thou wilt take. 

Thou vfurer that put'ft forth all to vfe, 
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And fue a fnend,camc debter for my fake, 

So him I loofe through my vnkinde abufe. 

Him haue I loft, thou haft both him and me. 

He paies the whole,and yet am I not free. 

T 35 * 

W?« euer hath her wifb,thou haft thy Will, 

And Will too boote,and Will in ouer-plus. 

More then enough am I that vexe thee ftill, 

To thy fweet will making addition thus. 

Wilt thou whofe will is large and fpatious, 

Not once vouchfafe to hide my will in thine, 

Shall will in others feeme right gracious. 

And in my will no faire acceptance flhine: 

The Tea all water, yet receiues raine ftill. 

And in aboundance addeth to his ftore. 

So chou beeing rich in Will ad de to thy Will, 

One will of mine to make thy larged// more. 

Let no vnkinde, no faire befecchers kill, 

Thinke all but one, and me in that one Will. 

1 1 \6 

F thy foule check thee that I come fo neere, 

Sweare co thy blind foule that I was th yWill % 

And will thy foule knowes is admitted there, 

Thus farre for loue, my loue-futc fweet fullfill. 

Will, will fulfill the treafure of thy loue, 

I fill it full with wils,and my will one. 

In things of great receit with cafe we prooue. 

Among a number one is reckon’d none. 

Then in the number let me paflfe vntold. 

Though in thy ftores account I one muft be. 

For nothing hold me,fo it pleafe thee hold. 

That nothing me,a fome-thing fweet to thee. 

Make but my name thy loue,and loue that ftill 3 
And then thou loueft me for my name is Will . 
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TH° U bUnde foolc lo«c,what dooft thou to mine eyes; 

1 That 
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fhat they behold and fee not wb at they fee : 

They know wHat beautie is.fee where u lyes, 
y et what the - bcft is, take the worft to be. 

If eyes corrupt by ouer-partiall lookcs, 

Be anchord in the baye where all men ride, 

Why of eyes falfehood halt thou forged hookes, 

Whereto the Judgement of tny heart is tide ? 

Whv Ihould my heart thinkethat a feuerall plot, 

Which myLl knowe, che -vide world. commonplace? 
Or mine eyes feeing this, lay this is not 
To put faire truth vpon fo fcule a face, 

In things right true my heart and eyes haue erred. 

And to this falfe plague are they now tranfterred. 
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y r) Hen my loue fweares that ihe is made of truths 
W I do bclecue her though.! know Are lyes. 

That (be might thinke me fome vntuterd youth, 
Vrilearned in the worlds falfe fubtilties. 

Thus vainely thinking . that fhe thinkes me young. 
Although (lie knowesmy dayes are pall the bell. 

Simply I credit her fatfc (peaking tongue. 

On both (Ides thus is fimple truth fupprclt : 

But wherefore faves (he not (he is vmult . 

And wherefore fay not I that I arp om ? - 
O loues beft habit* is in feeming truft. 

And age in loue, loues not t’haue yeares told.: 

Therefore 1 lye with her,and Ore with me. 

And in our faults-by-ly es wc flattered be,. 
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O Call not me to iuftifie the wrong. 

That thy v nk i n d nefle 1 a y es vpon my heart, - 
Wound me not with thine eye but with th • toung. 

Vie oowet with power ,and flay me not by Art, 

Tell me thou lou t! elfc-whcrr ;but in my fight, 

Deare heart forbea-e to glance thine eye alule. 

What needft thou wound with cunning when thy might 

Jsrll i 
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Js more then my ore-prefi: defence can bide? 

Let me excufe thee,ah my loue well knowes. 

Her prettie lookes haue becne mine enemies* 

And therefore from my face fheturnesmy foes, 

That they elfe-where might darftheir iniuries : 

Yet do not fo^ut fincel am neere flaine. 

Kill me out-right with lookes, and rid my paine* 
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B E wife as thou art crucll,do not preflfe 

My toung'tide patience with too much difdaine : 
Leaftforrow lend me words and words cxprefTe, 

The manner of my pittie wanting paine, 

’ Ifl might teach thee w’itte betterit weare. 

Though not to loue,yetioueto tell mefb, • 

As teftie fick-men when their deaths be neere, 

No newes but health from their Phifitions know# 

For ifl fhould diipaire I fhould grow madde. 

And in my madnefle might fpeakc ill of thee. 

Now this ill wrefting world is growne fo bad, 

Madde flanderers by madde eares beleeued be. 

That I may not be fo, nor thou be lyde, (wide* 

Beare thine eyes flraight , though thy proud heart goe 

H 1 

I N faith I doe not loue thee with mine eyes. 

For they in thee a thoufand errors note. 

But ’tis my heart that loues what they difpife. 

Who in difpightof view ispl’eafd to dote. 

Nor are mine eares with thy toungs tune delighted. 

Nor tender feeling to bafe touches prone. 

Nor tafte, nor finell, defire to be inuited 
To any fenfuall feaft with thee alone .• 

But my fiue wits,nor my fiue fences can 
Difwade one foolifh heart from feruing thee,’ 

Who leaues vnfwai’d the likeneffe of a man. 

Thy proud hearts flaue and vaffall wretch to be : 

Onely niy plague thus farre I count my gaine. 

That (he that makes me finne,awards me paine„ 

2 2 Low 
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L Ouc is my finne,and thy deare vertue hate. 

Hate of my finnc,grounded on finfull louing, 

O but with mine, compare thou thine owne flate. 

And thou (halt finde it mc'rrits not reproouing, 

Or if it do, not from thofelips of thine, 

That haue prophan’d their fcarlet ornaments. 

And feald faJfe bonds of loue as oft as mine, 

Robd others beds reuenues of their rents. 

Be it lawful] I loue thee as thou lou’fl: thole, 

Whome thine eyes wooe as mine importune thee, 

Roote pittie in thy heart that when it growes. 

Thy pitty may deferue to pittied bee. 

If thou dooft feeke to haue what thou dooft hide* 

By felfe example mai’ft thou be denide. 

. I4? 

I Oe as a carefullhufwife runnes to catchy 
^One of her fethered creatures broakeaway. 

Sets downe her babe and makes all fwift difpatch. 

In purfuit of the thing fhe would haue flay: 

VYhilft her negle&ed child holds her in chace. 

Cries to catch her whofe bufie care is bent. 

To follow that which flics before her face: 

Not prizing her poore infants difeontent ; 

So runft thou after that which flies from thee, 

Whilft I thy babe chace thee a farre behind. 

But if thou catch thy hope turne back to me: 

And play the mothers part kifle me,be kind. 

So will I pray that thou maift haue thy 
If thou turne back and my loude crying ftill. 
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T Wo loues I haue of comfort and difpaire^ 

Which like two Ipirits do fugieft me ftifl. 

The better angcll is a man right faire: 

The worfer fpirit a woman collour’d il. 

To win me foone to hell my femall euilf, 

Tcmpteth 
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Tempteth my better angel from my fight. 

And would corrupt my faint to be a diuel: 

Wooing his purity with her fowle pride. 

And whether that my angel be turn’d finde, 

Sufpecl 1 may, yet not direcftly tell. 

But being both from me both to each friend, 

I gefle one angel in an others hel. 

Yet this jfhal I nere know but Hue in doubt. 

Till my bad angel fire my good one out. 
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T Hofe lips that Loucs owne hand did make. 

Breath’d forth the found that faid I hate. 

To me that languiflht for her fake.* 

But when fhe faw my wofull ftate. 

Straight in her heart did mercie come. 

Chiding that tongue that euer fweet. 

Was vfde in giuing gentle dome: 

And tought it thus a new to greete: 

I hate fhe alterd with an end. 

That follow’d it as gentle day. 

Doth follow night who like a fiend 
From heauen to hell isflowne away. 

I hate,from hate away fhe threw. 

And fau’d my life faying not you. 
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P Oore foule the center of my finfull earth. 

My finfull earth thefe rebbell powres that thee 2 rray. 
Why doft thou pine within and fuflfer dearth] 

Painting thy outward walls fo coftlie gay? 

Why fo large coft hauing fo fhort a leafe, 

Doft thou vpon thy fading manfion fpend? 

Shall wormes inheritors of this excefle^ 

Eatevp thy chargepis this thy bodies end? 

Then foule Hue thou vpon thy feruants Ioffe} 

And let thatpine to aggrauat thy ftore; 

Buy tearmes diuine in felling houres of droffes 
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Within be fed, without be rich no more. 

So (halt thou feed on death, that feeds on men, 

And death once dead,ther’s.no more dying then, 

*47 

M Y loue is as a feauer longing ftill, 

For that which longer nurfeth the difeafc 
Feeding on that which doth preferue the ill, 

Th’vncertaine ficklie appetite to pleafe: 

My reafon the Phifition to my loue, 

Angry that his preforiptions are not kept 
Hath left mc,and I deiperate now approoue, 

Defirc is death, which Phifick did except. 

Paft cure I am, now Reafon is pad care. 

And frantick madde with euer-more vnreft. 

My thoughts and my difeourfe as mad mens are. 

At randon from the truth vainely expreft. 

For I baue fworne thee faire,and thought thee bright. 
Who art as black as hell,as darke as night. 
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O Me ! what eyes hath loue put in my head. 

Which haue no correfpondence with true fight. 

Or if they haue, where- is my ludgment fled. 

That ccnfures falfoly what they fee aright ? 

If that be faire whereon my falfe eyes dote. 

What meanes the world to fay it is not fo ? 

If it be not, then loue doth well denote, 

I,oues eye is not fo true as all mensrno. 

How can it ? Ohow can loues eye be true, 

That is fo vext with watching and with teares? 

No maruaile then though I miftake my view. 

The funne it felfe fees not, till beauen cleeres. 

O cunning loue,with teares thou keepft me blinde, 
Leaft eyes well feeing thy foule faults ftiould findc. 
149 

C AnftthouO crueli,fay I loue thee not. 

When I againft my felfe with thee pertake : 

Doe 
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Doe I not thinke on thee when I forgot 
Am of my felfe, all tirant for thy fake? 

Who hateththee that 1 doe ca'l my friend. 

On whom froun'ft thou that I doe taune ' pon. 

Nay if thou lowrft on me doe 1 not lpend 
Reuenge vpon my fo.fo' with prelent tnonc? 

What merrit do 1 in my felfe refpeft. 

That is fo proude thy feruiceto difpife, 

When all my beft doth worfhip thy deft iff. 

Commanded by the motion of thine eyes. 

But loue hate on for now 1 know thy minde, , 

Thole that can lee thou lou fl,and I am blind, - 
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O H From what powre hall thou this powrcfull might. 
With inefficiency my heart to-fway, 

To make me giue the lie to ffiy true fight. 

And Fa ere that brightneffe doth not grace -the ^ay? 
Whence haft thou this becomir.ing of things il, 

That in the very rcfule of thy deeds, 

There is fuch ftrcngch and warranti r e of skill,' - 
That in my minde thy worft allbeft-cxcecds? 

Who taught thee how to make me loue thee more, 

The more I heare and foe iuft-caufeof hate, 

Oh though I loue wbat-others doe abhor, 

With others thou fliotildft not abhor my ftate. - 
If thy vnworthinefle raifd loue in me. 

More worthy I to be belou’d.of thee.. . 

ijr 

L Oue is too young to know what confcience is, 

Yet who knowes not confidence is borne of loue, . 
Then gentle cheater vrgenot my amifle, 

Lcaft guilty of my faults thy fweet folfeprouc. 

F 01 thou betraying me, I doc betray 
My nobler part to my groie bodies trealbn. 

My foule doth tell my body that he may. 

Triumph in loue^clh ftaics no father reafon, . 









1 m 



E-:;! 






— j 






library (Arch. G d.4i[2]) Octavo 






S’«AKE-Sf BARES 

But ryfing at thy name doth point out thee. 

As his triumphant prize, proud of this pride. 

He is contented thy poore drudge to be 
To (land in thy affaires/all by thy fide. 

No want of confcience hold it that I call. 

Her loue, for whofe deare loue I rile and fall, 

ip 

I N louing thee thou know’ll I am forfworne. 

But thou art twice forfworne to me loue fwearing. 
In aft thy bed-vow broake and new faith tome. 

In vowing new hate after new loue bearing: 

But why of two othes breach doe I accufe thee. 
When I breake twenty:! am periur’d moll. 

For all my vowes arc othes but to mifufe thee: 

And all my honed faith in thee is loft. 

Fori haue fworne deepe othes ofthy deepckindnelfe: 
Othes of thy loue, thy truth,thy conftancic. 

And to inlighten thee gaue eyes to blindnefle. 

Or made them fwere againft the thing they lee. 

Fori haue fworne thee faireanoreperiurde eye. 

To fwere againft the truth fo foule a lie, 

C Vfid laid by his brand and fell a fleepe, 

A maide of Dyans this aduantage found. 

And his loue-kindling fire did quickly fteepe 
Inacouldvallie-fountaineoftnat ground: 

Which borrowd from this holie fire of loue, 

A datelefle liuely heat ftill to indurc, 

And grew a feething bath which yet men proue, 
Againft ftrang malladies a foueraigne cure: 

But at my miftres eie loues brand new fired , 

The boy for triall needes would touch my breft, 

I fick withall the helpe of bath defired. 

And thethet hied a fad diftemperd gueft. 

But found no curcyhe bath for my helpe lies. 
Where fupid got new fir c;my miftres eye. 
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T He little Loue-God lying once a fleepe, 

Laid by his fide his heart inflaming brand, 
Whiift many Nymphes that vbu’d chaft life to keep, 
Came tripping by, but in her maiden hand. 

The fayreft votary tookevp that fire. 

Which many Legions of true hearts had warm’d. 
And fo the Generali of hot defire. 

Was fleeping by a Virgin hand difarm’d. 

This brand fhe quenched in a coole Well by, 

Which from loues fire tookc heat perpetuail. 
Growing a bath and healthfull remedy, 

For men difeafd,but I my Miftrifle thrall, 

Came there for cure and this by thatl proue, 
Loues fire heates w*tcf,water cooles not loue. 
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A Loners complaint, 

SSSOdt'd d>rt KH- \'dhi 

BY 

W ILHAM ShAKE-SPHAR*. 

F Rom off a hill vvhofe concaue wombe reworded, 
A plaintfull liory from a fiftring vale 
My fpirrits t’attend this doble voyce accorded. 

And downe I laid to lift the fad tun’d tale, 

Ere long cfpied a fickle maid full pale 
Tearing of papers breaking rings a twaine. 

Storming her world with forrowes, wind and raine. 

Vpon her head a plattid hiue of ftravv, 

"Which fortified her vifage from the Sunne, 

"Whereon the thought might thinke fometime itiaw 
The carkas of a beauty Ipent and donne. 

Time had not fithed all that youth begun. 

Nor youth all quit,but fpight ofheauens fell rdgCj 
Some beauty pecpt,through letticc of lear’d age. 

Oft did fhe hcaue her Napkin to her eyne. 

Which on it had conceited chare&ers: 

Laundring tire filken figures in the brine. 

That feafoned woe had pelleted in teares. 

And often reading what contents it bcarest 
As often ftiriking vndiftinguifht wo, 

In clamours of all fixe both high and low. 

Some-times herleucld eyes their carriage ride. 

As they did battry to the fpheres intend: 

Sometime diuerted their poore balls are tide. 

To th’orbed earth jfometimes they do extend,. 

Their view right on, anon their gafes lend. 
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Complaint 

To euery place at once and no where fixt. 

The mind and fight diftra&cdly commxit, 

Herhaire norloofc nor ti’d in fornrall plat, 

Proclaimd in her a carelefle hand of pride; 

For fome vntuck’d defeended her fheu’d hat. 

Hanging her pale and pined checke befidc. 

Some in her threeden fillet ftill did bide. 

And trew to bondage would not breake from thence, 
Though flackly braided in loofe negligence, 

A thoufand fauours from a maund flie drew. 

Of amber chriftall and of bedded let, 

Which one by one fhe in a riuer threw, 

Vpon whole weeping margent fhe was let. 

Tike vfery applying wet to wet, 

Or Monarches hands that lets not bounty fall. 

Where want cries fomejbut where cxcdTc begs all, 

Offolded fchcdulls had fhemany a one. 

Which fhe peruf d,fighd,tore and gaue the flud, 
Cracktmany aringofPofied gold and bone. 

Bidding them find their Sepulchers in mud. 

Found yet mo letters fadly pend in blood. 

With fleided filke,feate and affe&edly 
Enfwath’d and feald to curious fccrccy. 

Thefc often bath’d fhe in her fluxiue ties. 

And often kift,and often gaue to teare. 

Cried O falfc blood thou regifter of lies. 

What vnapproued witnes dooft thou bearc! 

Inke would haue feem’d more blackeand damned heard 
This faid in top of rage the lines fhe rents. 

Big difeontent/o breaking their contents. 



Areuerend mao that graz’d his cattcU ny, 
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A Lovers 

Sometime a bluPerer that the ruffle knew 
OfCourt ofCittie,and had let go by 
The fwifteft houres obferued as they flew. 
Towards this afflicted faniy faftly drew: 

And priuiledg'd by age defires to know 
In breefe the grounds and motiues ofher wo„ 

So Aides he downe vppon his greyned bat; 

And comely diftant fits he by her fide. 

When hee againc defires her, being fatte. 

Her greeuance with his hearing to deuide.* 

If that from him there may be ought applied 
Which may her fuffering extafie affwage . 

Tis promift in the charitie of age . 

Father fhe faies, though in mecyou behold 
The iniury of many a blafling hourc; 

Let it not tell your Judgement I am old. 

Not age, but forrow,ouer me hath power; 

I might as yet haue bene a fpreading flower 
Frefh to my felfe, if I had felfe applyed 
Loue to my felfe, and to no Loue befide. 

But wo is mee ,too early I atttended 
Ayouthfull fuit it was to gaine my grace; 

O one by natures outwards fo commended. 
That maidens eyes ftucke ouer all his face, 

Loue lackt a dwelling and made him her place. 
And when in his faire parts fhee didde abide, 
Shee was new lodg’d and newly Deified. 

His browny locks did hang-in crooked curies, 
And eucry light occafion of the wind 
Vpon his lippes their filken parcels hurles, 
Whats fweet to do, to do wil aptly find. 

Each eye that faw hjra did inchaunt the mindc; 
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CoMPt AINf 

For on his vifage was in little drawne. 

What largeneffc thinkes in parradife was fawne. 

S mal fhew of man was yet vpon his chinne. 

His phenix downe began but to appeare 
Like vnfliorne veluet,on that termleflc skin 
Whofe bare out-brag’d the web it feem’d to were. 

Yet fliewed his vifage by that coft more deart. 

And nice affeflions wauering flood in doubt 
Ifbeft were as it was, or bett without. 

His qualities were beautious as his forme, 

For maiden tongu’d he was and thereof free; 

Yet if men mou’d him,was he fuch a ftormc 
As oft twixt May and Aprill is to fee. 

When windes breath fweet, vnruly though they bee. 

His rudenefle fo with his authoriz’d youth. 

Did liuery falfeneffe in a pride of truth, 

Wei could hee ride, and often men would fay 

That horfehis meitellfrom his rider takes 

Proud of fubie&ion,nobIc by the fwaie, fmalce* 

What rounds,what bounds,what courfe what flop he 

And controuerfie hence a queftion takes. 

Whether the horfe by him became his deed. 

Or he his mannad’g , by’th wel doing Steed. 

But quickly on this fide the verdift went. 

His reall habitude gauelife and grace 
To appertainings and to ornament. 

Accompli fht in him-felfe not in his cafe: 

All ayds thcm-felues made fairer by their place. 

Can for addicions,yet their purpord trimme 
Pcec’d not his grace but were al grac’d by him. • 

So on the tip of his fubduing tongue 
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A Lovers 

AH kindc of arguments and quefti on deepe, 

A1 replication prompt, and reaion drong 
For his aduantage dill did wake and fleep. 

To make the weeper laugh.the laugher weepe* 

He hadthe dialcft and different skil. 

Catching al portions in his craft of will. 

That hee didde in the general bofome raigne 
Of young, of old, and fexes both inchanted , 

To dwel with him in thoughts,or to remaine 
In perfonal duty, following where he haunted, 

Confent’s bewitcht , ere he defire haue granted. 

And dialogu’d for him what he would fay, 

Askt their own wils and made their wils obey. 

Many there were that did his pidlure gette 
To feme their cics.andinitput their mind, 

Likefoolcs that in th’ imagination fet 
The goodly obiedts which abroad they find 
Oflands and maofions,thcirs in thought aflign’d. 

And labouring inmoe pleafures to bellow them. 

Then the true gouty Land-lord which doth owe them. 

So many haue that neuer toucht his hand 
Sweetly fuppof d them midrefle of his heart; 

My wofull felfe that did in freedomc Hand, 

And was my ownc fee fimple(not in part ) 

What with his art in youth andyouthinart 
Threw my affedlions in his charmed power, 

Referu’d the ftalke and gauc him al my flower. 

Yet did I not as lome my equals did 
Demaundofhim,nor being defired yeelded. 

Finding my felfe in honour fo forbiade, 

Wtth fafeft didance I mine honour fheelded, 
fijtpsricnce for me many bulwarkcs buildcd 

Of 
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Complaint. 

Ofproofs new bleeding which remaind the foile 
Of this fallc Iewell,and his amorous fpoilc. 

But ah who euer fhun d by precedent. 

The dedin’d ill fhe mud her felfe aflay. 

Or forc'd examples gainft her owne content 
To put the by-paftperrfls in her way? 

Counfaile may flop a while what will not flay: 
For when we rage,aduifc is often feenc 
By blunting vs to m?.kc our wits more keene. 

Nor giuesit fatisfa&ion to our blood. 

That wee mull curbe it vppon others proofe. 

To be forbod the fwcets that feemes fo good. 
For feare of harmes that preach in our behoofej 
O appetite from judgement ftand aloofel 
The one a pallate hath that needs will tafte. 
Though reafon weepe and cry it is thy lad. 

For further I could fay this mans vntrue. 

And knew the patternes of his foule beguiling. 
Heard where his plants in others Orchards grew. 
Saw how deceits were guilded in his fmiling. 
Knew vowes,wer e euer brokers to defiling, 
Thought Charadlers and words meerly but art. 
And badards ofhis foule adulterat heart. 

And long vpon thcle termes I held my Citty, 

Till thus hee gan-befiegemc : Gentle maid v, 

Haue of my differing youth fome feeling pitty 
And be not of my holy vowes alfraid, 

Thats to ye fworne to none was euer faid. 

For feads of loue I haue bene call’d vnto 
Till now did nere ionite nor neuer vow. 

All my offences that abroad you fee 
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cotttaines. 



warmed. 



A Lo VERS 

Are errors of the blood hone of the mind: 

Loue made them not, with aAure they may be, 

Where neither Party is nor trew nor kind. 

They fought their fhame that fo their frame did find. 
And fo much leffe of fhame in me rerttaines. 

By how much 

Among the many that mine eyes nauc ice 
Not one whofe flame my hart To much as 
Or my affe&ion put to tb, fmalleft teene. 

Or any of my leifures euer Charmed, 

Harmc haue I done to them but nere was harmed. 
Kept hearts in liueries,but mine owne was free, 

And raignd commaunding in his monarchy. 

Lookc heare what tributes wounded fancies fent me. 
Of palyd pearles and rubies red as blood: 

Figuring that they their paflions Iikewile lent me 
Of ^reefe and blufhes, aptly vnderftood 
In bloodlefle white,and the encrimfon’d mood, 
Effedts of terror and deare modefty, 

Encampt in hearts but fighting outwardly. 

And Lo behold thefe tallcnts of their heir. 

With twifted mettle amoroufly empleacht 
I haue receau’d from many a leueral faire. 

Their kind acceptance, wepingly befeechr. 

With th’annexions of faire gems inricht, £ - 
Anddeepe brain’d fonnets that did amplified' 

Each ftones deare Nature, worth and quallity. 

The Diamond? why twas beautifull ana nara. 
Whereto his inuif d properties did tend. 

The deepe greene Emrald in whofe frefli regard, 
Weake fights their ficki y. radience do amend. 

The heauenhevvd Saphir and the Opail blend 



With 
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Complaint. 

With obieAs manyfold ; each feuerall ftone, 

With wit well blazond frnil’d ox made fome moire. 



Lo all thefe trophies of aflfeA ions hot. 

Of penfiu’d and fabdew’d defires the tender. 

Nature hath chargd me that I hoord them not, 

But yeeld them vp where I my felfe muft render: 

That is to you my origin and ender 
For thefe of force muft your oblations be, 

Since I their Aulter, you enpatrone me. 

Oh then aduance(of yours ythatphrafeles hand, 

Whole white weighes dovvne the airy fcale of praife. 
Take all thefe fimilies to your owne command, 

Hollowed with fighes that burning lunges dtd raife: 

What me your miniftcr for you obaies 
Workes vnder you.and to your audit comes 
Their diftradf parcells,in combined fummes. * 

Lo this deuice was lent me from a Nun, 

Or Sifter fanCtified ofholieftnote, 

Which late her noble fuit in court did Ihun, 

Whofe rarefthauings made the blofToms dote. 

For fhe was fought by fpirits of ritcheft cote. 

But kept cold diftancc,and did thence remoue, 

To fpend her liuing in eternall loue. 

But oh my fweet what labour ift to leaiie. 

The thing we haue not.maftring what not ftriues, 

Playing the Place which did no forme receiue , 

Playing patient fports in vneonftraind giues. 

She that her fame fo to her felfe contriues. 

The fcarres of battaile fcapeth by the flight. 

And makes her abfence v a!ianc,not her might. 

Oh pardon me in that my boaft is true, 
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A Lovers 

The accident which brought me to her cie, 

Vpon the moment did her force fubdewe. 

And now flic would the caged cloifter flies 
Religious loue put out religions eye: 

Not to be tempted would {he be enur’d. 

And now to tempt all liberty procure. 

How mightie then you are, Oh heare me tell. 

The broken bofoms that to me belong, 

Haue emptied all their fountaines in my well: 

And mine I powrc your Ocean all amonge: 

I ftrong ore them and you ore me being ftrong, 

Muft for your viftorie vs all congcft, 

As compound loue to phifickyour cold breft. 

My parts had powre to charme a facred Sunne, 

Who dilciplin’d I dieted in grace, 

Belecu’d her cies,when they t’ aflaile begun. 

All vowes and confecrations giuing place: 

O moftpotentiallloue.vowe, bond,nor fpace 
In thee hath neither fting,knot,nor confine 
For thou art all and all things els are thine. 

When thou imprefleft what are precepts worth 
Offtale example?when thou wilt inflame, 

How coldly thole impediments (land forth 
Of wealth offilliall fcare,lawe, kindred fame, (Thame 

Loucs armes are peace, gainft rule .gainft fence, gainft 
Andfweetens in the fuffr ing pangues it beares, 

The AUoes of all forces, (hockes and feares. 

Now all thele hearts that doe on mine depend. 

Feeling it breake, with bleeding groanes they pine. 

And fupplicant their fighes to you extend 
To leauc the battrie that you make gainft mine. 

Lending fofc audience, to my fyveet defignej 

, ' And 
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C omplaint. 

And credent foule,to that ftrong bonded oth, 

That fhall preferre and vndertake my troth. 

a This faid,his watrie eics he did difmount, 

Whofc fightes till then were leaueld on my face. 
Each cheeke a riuerrunningfrom a fount. 

With brynifh currant downe-ward flowed a pace: 
Oh how the chaunell to the ftreamc gaue grace! 
Who glaz’d with Chriftall gate the glowing Roles, 
That flame through waterwhich their hew inclofes, 

Ohfacher,what a hell of witch-craft lies, 
in the fmall orb ofone perticular teare? 

Put with the invndation of the eies: 

What rocky heart to water will not wcare? 

What breft fo cold that is not warmed heare. 

Or cleft eftecl.cold modefty hot wrath: 

Both fire from hence, and chill extin&ure bath. 

For loe his paflion but an art of craft, 

Euen there refolu’d my reafon into tcares. 

There my white Hole of chaftity I daft, 

Shookc off my fober gardes, and ciuill feares, 
Appeare to him as he tome appeares: 

All melting, though our drops this diffrencc bore. 
His poifon’d me, and mine did him rcftorc. 

In him a plenitude of fubtle matter. 

Applied to Cautills,all llraing formes receiues, 
Ofburning blufhes,or of weeping water. 

Or (bunding palenefle: and he takes and leaucs. 

In cithers aptnefle as it bed deceiucs: 

To blulh at ipeechcs ranck , to weepe at woes 
Or to turne white and found at tragick (howes. 



That not a heart which in his leucll came, 
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OF 

HAMLET 
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Denmark e. 



£»//>■ Bar.kar.do, W Fr.ancisoo, 

/>po Sentinels . 



Hofe there ? 

Nayanfwer me. Stand and vnfold your 

fclfe. 

Long Hue the King. 

Barnarde, 

"Bar, Hee. 
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o/Hamkt 

Fran. You come moft carefully vpon your houre. 

Bar. ’Tis now ftrooketwelue, get thee to bed Frant'tfce 0 
Fran. For this reliefe much thanks,fifc bitter cold. 

And I am fick at heart. 

Bar. Haue you had quiet guard ' 

Fran . Not a Moure ftirring. 

Bar. Well, good night s 
If you doe- meet Horatio and Marctllm.. 

The riualls of my watch, bid them make halt 



Prince of Denntsarke* 






That are fo fortified againft our ftocy, 

What we haue two nights feene. 

Hora. Well, fit we downe, 

Anddet vs heare 'Barnardo fpeake of this. 

Bar. Lalt night of all, , _ , 

When yond fame ftar thatsWeftward from the Folet; 
Had made his coutfe t’lllumin that part of heatien 
Where now it burnes, CMarcellut and my lelte 

The Bell then beating one. 

- *» 



Enter Horatio and Mar- 

eellki. 



Enter G hsfl. 



Franc if co. heare them , (land ho , who is 

:here ? 

Hora. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And Leegemen to the 'Dane. 

Fran. Giue you good night. 

tJMarcellm. O, farewell honeft Souldiers, who hath re- 
lieu’ d you? 

Fran. Bernardo hath my place ; giue you good night. E atiI Fran* 

Mar. Holla, Barnardo., 

Bar. Say what, is Horatio there ? 

Hora. Apeeceofhim, 

Bar. Welcome Horatio , welcome good MareeUm . 

Hora. What ha’s this thing appear’d againeto night?; 

Bar. I haue feene nothing. 

CWar. Horatio fayes’eis but a fantafie, 

And w 11 not lctbeli.efe take hold of him. 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feene of vs. 

Therefore I haue intreated him along. 

With vs to warch the minutes of this night. 

That if againe this apparition come, 

He may approue our eyes and fpeake to it, 

Hora. Tulh,Tu(h, ’twill not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe a while. 

And let vs once againe affaile your cares, 



Mar. Peace breake thee off looks i where it comes againe. 
Bar. In the fame figure like the Kingtbats dead. 

Mar. Thou art a Scholler fpeake to it Horatto. 

Horai Moft like, it horrowes me with feare and wonder 
Bar. It would be fpoke to. 

Mar. Speake to it Horatio • - . . 

Hora. What aft thou that vfurpft this time of night, 
Together with that fake and warlike forme. 

In which the Maiefly of buried Denmark ? 

3>id fomtimes marchiby beauen 1 charge tb*e lpeaK. 

Mar. It is offended. 

Bar. See it ftaukes away. 

Hora. Stay, fpeake, fpeake! charge thee fpeake,. 






Exit Gbofi. 




Mato Tis gone and will not anfwere* 

Bat* How now Horatio ^ you tremble & look palc r 
Is not this fomething more then phantafie ? 

WCfhar thinks vnil of it ? 

Hora . Before my Uod l mignt not cm* wicsus* 
Without the fenfible and true auouch 
Of mine owne eies. 
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The T rageiie o/Hamlst 

Mar, Is it not like the King ? 

Bora. As thou art to thy felfe t 
Such was the very Armor he had on, 

When he the ambitious Norway combated, 

So frownd he once when in an angry parle 
Hefmotc the Headed Pollax on the ice. 

Tis ftrange. 

Mar . Thus twice before and iumpe at this dead houre. 
With Martiall ftauke hath he gone by our watch. 

Hera. In what particular thought, to worke Jknow not. 
But in ihegrofle and fcope of mine opinion. 

This bodes fome ftrange eruption to our ftate. 

Mar. Good nowfitdowne, and tell me he that knowes-. 
Why this fame ftrift and moft obferuant watch 
So nightly toiles the fubie<ft of the Land, 

And with fuch daily coft of brazen Cannon 
And forraine Mart for Implements of warre,'*"" 

Why fuch impreffe of fhip- wrights, whofefore taske 
Does not diuide the Sunday from the weeke. 

What might be coward, that this fweatiehaftfc 
Doth make the night ioint labour with the day, 

Who id that can informe me ? 

JJora. That can I. 

At Ieaft the whifper goes fo,our lad King, 

Whofe Image euen but now appear’d to vs. 

Was as you know by Fortinbrajfe of Norway „ 

Thereto prickt on by a mod emulate pride. 

Dar’d to the combatc; in which our valiant Hamlet, , 

(For fo this fide of ourknowne world edeem’d him) 

Did flay this Fortmbrajfe, who by a feald compact 
Well ratified by Law and Heraldrie 
Did forfait (with his life) all thefe his lands 
Which he flood feaz’d of, to the conquerour. 

Againd (he which a moity competent 
Was gaged by our King, which had rcturne 
Tothe inheritance of Fortinbajfe, 



6 . 







Trance i af Denmarkc. 

Had he bin vanquilher; as by the fame comart. 

And carriage of the Articles defigne. 

His fell to Hamlet-, now Sir,y ong Forttnhafe 

, | Qf vnimprooued mettle, hoc and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Sharkt vp a lift oflawleffe refolutes 
For food and diet to fome enterprize 
That hath a ftomake in’r, which no other 
As it doth well appeare vnto our ftate 
But to recouer of vs by fttong hand 
And tearmes corapulfatory, thofe forefaid lands 
So by his father loft ; and this I take it. 

Is the maine motiue of our preparations 

The fource of this our watch, and the chiefe head 

Of this poft-hafte and romeage in the land. 

Bar. I thinke it b* no other but euen fo ; 

Well may it fort that thisportentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch fo like the King. 
That was and is the queftion of thefe warres. 

Hera, A mote it is to trouble themiods eie : 

In the moft high and palmy ftate of Rome, 

A little ere the mightieft lulitu fell 

The graues Rood tchnantlefie,and the fheeted dead 1 ' 

Didlqueake and gibber in the Roman Greets 

As ftacres with traiftes of fire, and dewes of bloud 

Difafters in the Sun; and the moift ftarre, 

Vpon whole influence Ntftnnei Empire Hands, 
Was fick almoft toDoomefJay with eclipfe 
And euen the like precurfe of fierce euents. 

As Harbingers preceding ftill the fates 
And Prologue to the Omen commiug on 
Haue Heauen and Earth together demonftrated 
. Vnto our Climatures and Countritnen. 



Enter Gbofi . 

But foft, behold,lo where it comes again® 
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VI PMi&P JSIF- 



The Tragidie o/Hamlet 



Tlecroffe it though it blaft me : flay illufion, 

If thou haft any found or vfe of voice, 

Speake to me, if there be any good thing to be done 
That may to thee doe eafe and grace to me, 

Speake tome. 

If thou art priuie to thy Countries fate 
Which happily foreknowing may auoid, 

O fpeake : 

Or if thou haft vphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafure in the wombe ofearth, 

For which they fay your fpirics ofc walkein death. 
Speake of it, flay and fpeake, flop it Marcetttu. 
Mar. Shall I flrike it with my partizan ? 

Hor. Doe if it will not ftand. 

Bar. Tis heere. 

Her. Tis heere. 

Mar. Tis gone. 

We doe it wrong being fo Maiefticall 
To offer it the (how of violence, 

For it is as the aire, invulnerable, 

And our vaine blowes, malicious mockery. 

‘Bar. It was about to fpeak when the cock crew. 
Her. And then it ftarted like a guilty thing, 

Vpon a fearfull fummons ; I haue heard. 

The Cock tha t is the Trumpet to the morne-. 

Doth with his loftic and (hrill founding throat 
Awake the God of day, and at his warning 
Whether in Sea or Fire, in Earth or Aire, 

Th’ extrauagant and erring fpirit hies 
To his confine, and of the truth heerein 
This prefent obieft made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cock, 
Some fay thateuer gainft that feafoncomes. 
Wherein our Sauiours birth is celebrated 
This bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

And then they fay no fpirit dare ftirre abroad 
The nights are wholfome,then noPlanets (hike, 
NoFairy take*,nor witch hath power to charme 



It 'jprtads 
bis arms. 
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The Cocke 
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Prince o/Denmarker 



So hallowed and fo gracious is that time. 

Hor. So haue I heard and doein part belecue ir, 

But lookc the morne in ruffet mantle dad 
Walkes ore the dew of yon high Eaft ward hill: 

Brcake we our watch vp and by my aduife. 

Let vs impart what we haue fecne to night 
Vnto young Hamlet, for vpon my life 
This fpirit dumbe to vs, will fpeake to him : 

Doe you confent we (ball acquaint him with it 
As needfull in our Ioues fitring our dude. 

Mar. Letsdoo’t I pray, and I this morning know 
Where we (hall find him moft conuenient. Exeunt . 

Flourtjb. Enter Claudius, King of Denmark*, Gertrad the J 

Oneene, fiuofaile : as Polontus , and bis Sonne Laer- 
tes, Hamlet, cum alijt . 

Claud. Though yet of Hamlet our dearc brothers death 
The memory be greene, and that it vs befitted 
To beare our hearts in griefe & our whole kingdom, 

To be contracted in one brow of woe, 

Yet fo far hath diferetion fought with na ture. 

That we with wifeftforrow thinke on him 
Together with remembrance of our felues s 
Therefore our fomctimeSifter, now our Queene 
Th’ Imperiall ioyntreffe to this warlike Sttite 
Haue we as twere with a defeated ioy 
With an aufpitious, and a dropping eye. 

With mirth in funerall, and with dirge in manage. 

In equall fcalc weighing delight and dole 
Taken to wife : nor haue we herein bard 
Your better wifdomes, which haue freely gone 
With this affaire along (for all our thankes) 

Mow follow es that you know young Fortinbrajfe , 

Holding a weakcfuppofall of ojar worth 
Or thinking by our late dear'e brothers death 
Our date to be difioynt, and out of frame 
Collogued with this dreame of his aduantage 
He hath nojt faild to pefter vs with raeffage 
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The TragediZof Hamlet 

Importing the furrender ofthofe Lands , , 

Loft by his father, with all bands of Law 
To our moft valiant brother, fo much for him r 
Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting. 

Thus much the bufineffe is,we haue here writ 
To Norway Vncle of young Fortenbrajfe 
Who impotent and bedtred fcarcely heares 
Of this his Nephewes purpofe; to fuppreffe 
His further gate herein, in that the leuies. 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubieft, and we here difpatch 
You good Cornelius, and you Valttmand, 

Tor bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 

Giuing to you no further perfonall power 
To bufineffe with the King, more then the fcope 

Of chefe delated Articles allow t 

Farewell, and letyour haft commend your dutie. 

Cor . Fo. In that, and all things will we (hew out duty. 
Kin?, We doubt it nothing, hardly farewell. 

And now Laertes wh&is the newes with you . 

You told vs of fome fute, what iff Laertes ? 

You cannot fpeake of reafon to the Dane 
And lofe your voiccjwhat would’ft thou beg Laertes 
That (hall not be my offer, not thy asking, 

Theheadisnotmorematiuetotheheart 

The hand more inftriimentall to the mouth 
Then is the throne of Denmark? to thy rather. 

What would’ft thou haue Laertes f; 

Lar. My dread Lord.. 

Your leaue and fauour to returne to France, 

From whence though willingly I came to Denmark?. 

To (hew my dude in your Coronation; 

Yet now I muft confeffe, that dude done 
My thoughtsandwiflhes bend agame toward France, 

And bow them to your gracious leaue and pardon. 

Ki» e Haue you, your fathers leaue, what fates Polomm 
Poll He hath my Lord wrungftom me my flow leaue 
By labourfome petition, and at laft 
Vpon his will I feald my hard content, 

4^, *7 



r e rig 



Prince o/Denmarke.' 

I doe befeech you giue him leaue to goe. 

j King. Take thy faire houre Laertes .titakbe thine. 

And thy beft graces fpend it at thy will : 

But now my Coufin Hamlet, and.my fonne. 

Ham. A little more then kin, and leffe then kind. 

King. How is it that the clouds ftill hang on you. 

Ham. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the fonne. 

Qtteene. Good Hamlet caft thy sighted colour off 
And let thine eie looke like a friend on Denmark e, 

Doe not for euer with thy vailed lids, 

Seeke for thy noble father in the duft, 

Thou know’ft ds common all that liues muft die, 

Fading through nature to eeernitic. 

Ham. I Madam, it is common. 

Quee. If it be, 

Why feemes it fo perticuler with thee. 

Ham. Seemes Madam.nay it is,I knownot feemes, 

Tis not alone my inkie cloke could fmother, 

Norcuftomarie Sutes of folemnc blacke. 

Nor windic fufpiradon of forft breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull Riuer in the eie, 

Nor the deie&ed hauiour of the vifage. 

Together with all formes, moods, fhapes of griefe 
That can deuoute me truly, thefc indeed feeme. 

For they are a&ions that a man might play, 

But I haue that within which paffes (hew, 

Thefc but the trappings and the fuites of woe. 

King. Tis fweet and commendable in your nature Hamlet, 
To giue thefc mourning dudes to your father. 

But you muft know your father loft a father. 

That father loft, loft his, and the furuiuer bound 
In filliall obligation for fome tearme 
To doe obfequious forrowes, but to perfeucr 

In obftinate condolemcht, is a courfe x 
Of impious ftubbornneffe,tis vnmanly griefe. 

It fliewes a will moft incorredl to Hcauen, 

A heart vnfortified, or minde impatient. 

An vnderftanding fimple and vnfehoo'd. 

For what wc know muft be, and is as common 

B x. 
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TheTrdgedie of Hamlet 



/is any the moft vulgar thing to fence, 

Why flbould we in our peeuifh oppofition 
Take i t to heart, fie, tis a fault to heauen, 

A fault againft the dead, a fault to nature. 

To reafon moft ablurd, whofe common theame 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft courle, till he that died to day 
This mud befo : we pray you throw to earth 
This vnpreuailing woe, and thinke of vs 
As of a father, for let the World take note 
You are the moft immediate to our throne, 

And withnoleflenobilitieof loue 

Then that which deareft father bearcs his tonnes 
Doe I impart toward you for your intent. 

In going backe to fchoole to Wittenberg, 

It is moft retrograd to our defirc. 

And we befeech you bend you to remaine 
Hesre in tbe chcare and comfort of our eie. 

Our chiefeft Courtier, Coufin, and our fonne. 

Qh, Let not thy mother loofe her praiersi/dW*?, 

Ipray thee flay with vs , goe not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I fhall in all my beft obay you Madame,. 

King. Why, tis a louing and a faire reply, 

Be as our felfe in Denmarke, Madame come, 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits foiling to my heart, in grace whereof. 

No iocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day. 

But the great Canon to the cloudes {hall tell.. 

And the Kings rowfcthe Heauen Ihal brute againe, 

Refpeakinp earthly thunder; come away. Flourijh. Exeunt alto 
Ham. Othat this too toofallied flelh would melt, but Hamlet , 
Thaw and refolue it felfe into a dew. 

Or that the eucrlafting had not fixt 

His Cannon gainft feale {laughter, O Gbd.God, 

How wary, ftale,flar, and vnprofitable 
Seeme to me all the vfes of this World ? 

Fie on’t, ah fie, tis an vnweeded Garden, 

That growes to feed,things ranke & gtofle in nature^ 

Poffeffe it mcertly that it flhould come thus ^ 



Prince 0/ Denmarke, 

But two moneths dead, nay not fo much, not two. 

So excellent a King, that was to this 
Hyperion to a Satyre, fo louing to my mother. 

That he might not beteeme the winds of Heauen 
Vifit her face too roughly : heauen and earth 
Mufti remember, why {he {hould hang on him 
As ifincreafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on, and yet within a monetb, 

Let me not thinke on’t ; frailtie thy name is woman 
A little month. Or ere thofe Ihooes were old 
With which {he followed my poore fathers bedie 
Like Niobe all ceares, whylhee 
O God ! a bead that wants difcourfe of reafon 
Would haue mourn’d longer, marled with my Vncle, 

My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Then I to Hercules , within a moneth, 

Ere yet the fait of moft vnrighteous tearcs 
Had left the flulhing in her gauled ties 
She married Oh ! moft wicked fpeed j topoft 
With fuch dexteriue toi'nceftious fheets. 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But breake my heart for I muft hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio , Cftfarcclltu and Bernardo . 

Hora. Haile to your Lordfhip. (felfe. 

Ham. I am glad to fee you well ; Horatio , or I doe forger my 

Hora. The fame my Lord, and your poore feruant euer. 

Ham. Sirmy good friend, He change that name with you s , 
And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio? 

Marcellut • 

Mar. My good Lord; 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you (good euen fir) 

But whatin faith make you from Wittenberg ? 

' Hora. A truant difpofition good my Lord. 

Ham. Iwouldnotheare your enemie fay fo, 

Nor fhall you doe my eare that violence 
T o make it trufter of your owne report 
Againft your felfe, I know you are no truant. 

But what is your affaire in Elfonoure ? 

W ecle teach you for to driuke ere you depart. 

B. t Horati 
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TkeTrtgeik ./Hamlet 

Hera. My Lord, I came to fee your fathers funeral. 
Ham. I prethee doe not mock me fellow Undent, 

I thinkeit was to my mothers wedding. 

Hera. Indeed my Lord it followed hard vpon. 
Ham.lhx&^hnh, Horatio, ths funeral bak’t meats 
Did coldly furnifh forth the marriage tables, 

Would I had met my deareft fee in Heauen 
Or euerl had fecne that day Horatio, 

My father me tbinkes I fee my father. 

Hora. Where my Lord? 

Ham. In my minds tie Horatio, 

Hora. I faw him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man take him for all in all 
I fhall not looke vpon his like againe. 

Bora. My Lord, I thinke I faw him yefternight. 
Ham. Saw, who? 

Bora. My Lord the King your father. 

Ham. The King my father ? 

- Bora . Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentiue earetill I may dcliuer 
Vpon the witneffe of thefe Gentlemen 
This maruaile to you. 

Bam. For Gods loue let mehearc ? 

Bora. Two nights together had thefe Gentlemen, 
Marcellm, and Barnardo, on their watch, 

In the dead vaft and middle of the night 

Beene thus incountred, a figure like your father 
Armed at point, exactly Cap apea 
Appeares before them, and with folemne march, 
Goes flow and (lately by them; thrice he walkt 
By their oppreft and feare furprized eies, 

Within this trnnehions length, whil’ft they diftill d 

Almoft to gelly , with the a£t of fearc 

Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him; this to me, 

In drcadfull fecrecie impart they did, 

And I with them the third night kept the watch. 
Whereas they had delivered both in time, 

£orme of the thing* each word made true and good, 
The apparition comes ;I knew y out father* 
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Frmce of Denmark^ 



Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where was this? 

Mar. My Lord vpon the platforme where we watcht. 

Ham. Did you not fpeake to it? 

Bora. My Lord, I did. 

But anfwer m ade it none, yet once me thought 
It lifted vp its head and did addreffe 
It felfe to motion, like as it would fpeake : 

But euen then the morning Cock crew loud. 

And at the found it fhrunkc in haft a way 
And vanifht from our fight. 

Ham. Tis verie ftrange. 

Hora: As I doe Hue my honor’d Lord tis true 
And we did thinkeit writ downe in our dutie 
To let youknow of it. 

Bam. Indeed firs but this troubles me. 

Hold you the Watch to ni ght ? 

All. We doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d fay you? 

All. Arm’d my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

All. My Lord from head to foot; 

Ham. Then faw you not his face ? 

Bora. O yes my Lord, he wore bis beauer vp. 

Ham. Whatlook’thefrowniugly ? 

Hora. A countenance more in forrow then in anger.. 

Bam. Pale or red ? 

Hora. Nay verie pale. 

Bam. And fist hiscies vpon you? 

Hora. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. 1 would I had beene there. 

Bora. It would haue much amaz-’d you. 

Ham. Verie like : ftaid it long ? •. . 

Hora. Whilcone with moderate hafte might tell a hundreth,, 



Both. Longer, longer. 

Hora. Not when I faw’t. 

Ham. His beard was griffcld, no. 

Hora. It was as lhaue feene it in his life 
A (able filuer’d, 
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The TrAgeclk ^ttamlet 

Hdw. I will watch to night 
Perchance twill walkcagaine. 

Hora. I warn’t ic will. 

Ham. If it aflume my noble fathers perfon, 
Ilefpeake to it though hell it fclfe fhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace; I pray you all 
If you haue hitherto conceald this fight 
Let it be tenable in your filence ftill, 

And whatfoeuerelfe (hall hap tonight, 

Giue it an vndcrftanding but no tongue, 

I w ill requite your loues, fo fare you well : 

Vpon the platforme twixt eleuen and twclue 
Ilevifityou. 

y4!l Our dutie to your honour. Exeunt. 

Ham. Your loues as mine to you, farewell. 

My fathers fpirit (in armes) all is not well, 

I doubt fame foule play, would the night were come 
Till then fit ftill my foule, foule deeds will rife 
Though all the earth ore-whelme them to menseies. 

Enter Laertes and Ophelia his Sister « 

Laer. My neceffaries are imbarkt, farewell, 

And lifter as the winds giue benefit 
And conuay, inaftiftant, doe not (leepe 
But let me heare from you. 

Opbe, Doe you doubt that ? 

Laer. For Hamlet arid the trifling of his’fauour, 
Hold it a fafhion, and a toy in bleud, 

A violet in the youth of primie nature, 

Forward, not permanent, fweet, notlafting, 

The perfume and fuppliance of a minute 
No more. 

Ophe. NomorebutTo. 

Laer. Thinke it no more. 

For natuife creffant does nor grow alone, 

In thewes and bulkes, but as this Temple waxes 
The inward feruice of the mind and foule 
Growes wide withall, perhaps he loues you now, 
And now no foile nor cautell doth befmer&t 
The vertue of his will, but you muft fcare. 



Exit. 
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Prince o/Denmarke, 

His greatneffe waid, his will is not his owne. 

He may.not as vnualued perfons doe, 

Crauet or himfelfe, for on his choice depends 
The fafetie and health of this whole ftate, 

And therefore muft his choifebe circumfcrib’d, 

Vnto the voice and yeelding of tha t bodie, 
Whereofheis the hcad.thenifhe faies he loues you, 
It fits your wifdome fo farre to beleeue it 
As he in his particular a<& and place 
May giue his faying deed , which is r.o further, 

Then the mainc voice of Denmark^ goes withall. 
Then weigh what Ioffe ycur honour may fuftaine. 

If with too credent eare you lift his longs 
Or loofe your heart, or your chaft treafureepen, 

To his vnmaftred importunitie. 

Feare ic Ophelia, feare it my deare After, 

And keepe you in the reare of your affe&ion 
Out of the fhot'and danger of defire, 

“ The charieftmaide is prodigall enough 
If ftie vnmaske her beautie to the Moone 
« Vertue it fclfe fcapes not calumnious ftrokes 
" The Canker gaules the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difcWd, 

And in the mornc and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blaftments are moft iminent. 

Be w rie chen, beft fafetie lies in fcare. 

Youth to it felfe rebels, though none elfe neere. 

Ophe. I fhall the effect of this good leffon keepe, < 
As watchmen to my heart : but good my brother 
Doe not as fome vngracious Paftors doc. 

Shew me the fteepe and thornie way to heauen 
Whiles a puft, and teckles libertine, 

Himfelfe the primrofepath of daliance treads. 

And reakes not his owne Reed. Enter Polonim • 

Laer. O feare me not, 

I flay too long, but heerc myiather comes 
A double blefling, is a double grace, 

Occafion fmiles vpon a fecond leaue. . 

Pol. Y et here Laertes? aboord,aboord for fhame, 
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TbeT ragedU of Hamlet 



The wind fits in the fhoulder of your faile, 

And you arc ftaied for, there my blcfltng with thee* 
And thefe few precepts in thy memorie 
Looke thou chara&er, giue thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any vnproptv tio:»*d thought his a<ft. 

Be thou familiar, but by no meancs vulgar, 

Tbofe friends thou haft and their adoption tried, 
Grapple them vnto thy foule withhoopes of fteele> 
But doe not dull thy palnac with entertainment 
Of each new hatcht vnfledgd courage ; beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell, but being in, 

Bear’tthat th* oppofer may beware oftheei 
Giue eucric man thy eare, but few thy voice. 

Take each mans cenfure, butreferue thy iudgement, 
Coflly thy habit as tKy purfe can buy. 

But not expreft in fancic; rich not gaudic, 

For the apparell oft proclaimes the man : 

And they in France of the beft ranke and Ration, 
Arc of a molt feleft and generous, chiefc in that ; 
Neither a borrower nor a lender boy. 

For loue oft loofes both it fclfe and friend, 

And borrowing dulleth the edge of husbandry «° 
This aboue all, to thine owneTelfe be true 
And it muft follow as the night the day 
Thou canft not then be falfe to any man : 



Farewell my blelfing feafon this in thee. 

Laer. Moft humbly doe I take my leaue my Lord. 

Pol. The time inuefts you,go,your feruancs tend,, 

Laer. Farewell Ophelia, and remember well 
What Ihaue faid to you, 

Ophe. Tis in my memorie loekt 
And you your felfe {hall keepe the key of it. 

Laer. Farewell. Exit, Laertes. 

Pol. What ift Ophelia he hath faid to you ? 

Ophe • So pleafe you, fomething touching the Lord Hamlet. 
Pol. Marrie well bethought*. ■» 

Tis told me he hath very oft oflate 
Giuen priuate time to you, and you your fclfe 
Haue of your audience bcene moft free and bounteous, 
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Trince e/Denmarke. 

Ifit be fo, as fo tis put on me. 

And that in way of caution I muft tell you. 

You doe not vnderftand your felfe fo cleerely 
As itbehooues my daughter and your honour, 

What is betweene you giue me vp the truth. 

Ophe. He hath my Lord oflate made many tender* 

Of his affeeftion to me. 

Pol. Affc6fion,puh,youfpeake like a grecne girle, 

Vnfifted in fuch perillous circumftance, 

Doe you beleeue his tenders, as you call them ? 

On he. I doe not know my Lord what I fhould thinke, 

Pol, Marrie I will teach you, thinke your felfe a babie. 

That you haue tane thefe tenders for true pay. 

Which arc not fterling : tender your felfe more deareiy 
Or (not to cracke the wind of the poore phrafe) 

Wrong it thus, youlc tender me a foole. 

Ophe. My Lord he hath importuned me with loue 
la honorable fafhion. 

Pol. I, fafhion you may callit, goe to, goe to. 

Ophe. And hath giuen countenance to his fpeech 
My Lord, with almoft all the holy vowes of heauen. 

Pol. I, fpringes to catch Wood-cocks, I do know 
When the bloud burnes,how prodigallthe foule 
Lends the tongue vowes, thefe blazes daughter 
Giuing more light then hcate, extinft in both 
Euen in their promife, as it is a making 
You muft not tak't for fire s from this time 
Be fomething fcanter of your maiden prefence 
Set your intreatments at a higher rate 
Then acemmand to parley for Lord Hamlet t 
Beleeue fo much in him, that he is young, 

And with a larger teder may he walke 
Then may be giuen you : in few Ophelia, 

Doe not beleeue his vowes , for they are Brokers 
Not of that die which their inueftroents flaew 
But meere implorators of vnholy fuUes, 

Breathing like lanftificd and pious bonds 
The better to beguile : this is for all, 

I would not in plainc termes from this time forth 

C a Haue 
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TbeTra&edie of Hamlet 

Haueyou fo {lander any moments leifure 

As to giuc words or talke with the-. Lord Hamlet,, 

Looketoo’t I charge you, come your waies. 

Ophe. Ifliallo>ey my Lord. Exeunt, 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcelltu. 

Ham . The aire bites Proudly, it is very cold. 

Hora , It is nipping, and an eager aire.. 

Ham, What houre now? 

Hora. I thinke it lackes of twelue. 

Mar. No, it is ftrookc 

Hora. IndeedjI heard it not, it then drawes neere the feafon. 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walks A flour ifh of Tram - 

• What does this meane my Lord ? pets, and two Peaces goes off*. 

Ham. The King doth walke to night and takes his rowfe, 
Keeps waffell and the fwaggering vp-fpring reeles : 

And as he draincs his drafts of Rhenifh downe, 

The Kettle Drumme and Trumpet, thus bray out: 

The triumph of his pledge. 

Hora. Isita,cuftomC?: 

Ham. Imarricift, > v 

But to my mind, though I am natiue heere , 

And to the manner borne, it is a cuftome 

More honourd in the breach, then the obferuance. 

This heauie-headed reuell Eaft and Weft 
Makes vs traduc’d and taxedof other Nations, 

They clip*vs Drunkards and withfwinifij phrafe 

Soile our addition, andindeed it takes 
From ouratchieuenicnts, though perform d at height 
The pith and marow of our attribute,. 

So oftit chances in particular men, 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them 
As in their birth wherein they are not guiltie, 

• (Since nature cannot choofe his origen) 

By their ore- grow’tlvof f ome complexion 
Oft breaking downe the Pales and Forts of Rcafon, 

Or by fome habit that too much or^-kauens 

■ The forme of plaufiue manners, that thefe men 
Carrying I fay the ftatnpe of one defeat 
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Prince o/Dcnmarke. 

Being Natures liuery , or Fortunes ftarre, 

His Vertues els be they as pure as grace. 

As infinite as man may vndergoc. 

Shall in the general! ccnfure take corruption 
From that particular fault : the dram of eafe 
Doth all the noble fnbftance of a doubt 
Tohisownefcandall. 

Enter Ghofl. 

Hora. Looke my Lord st comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend vs . 
Be thou a fpirit of health, or Goblin damn d, 

Bring with thee airesfromheauen,or blaftsfrom hel, 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 

Thon corn’ll in fuch a queflionable inape. 

That I will fpeake to thee, He call thee Hamlet , 
King, Father, Royall Dane, O anfwere me, 

Let me not burft in ignorance, but t ell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Haue butft their cerements ? why the Sepulcnre ; 
Wherein we faw thee quietly interred 
Hath op’t his ponderous and marble iawes, 

To call thee vp againe? what may this meane 
That thou dead coarfe, againe in compleat tteelc 
Reuifites thus the glimpfes of the Moone, 
Makingnight hideous, and we fooles of Nature 

So horridly to (hake our difpofition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our foules, 

Say why is this, wherefore, what fhould we doe ? 

Hora. It beckons you to goe away with it 
As if it feme impartment did defire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Looke with what courteous action 
It waues you to a more teroooued ground, 

But doe not goe with it. 

Hora. No, by no meaces; 

Ham. It will not fpeake, then I will follow it. 
Hora. Doenot my Lord;. 

Ham. Why? what fhould be the feare 
I doe not fci uiy life at a pinnes fee, 
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TbeTntgedie Hamlet 

And for ray foule, what can ic doc to tine 
Being a thing immortal! as it felfe j 
It waues me forth 3gainc, He follow i\ 

Hora. What if it tempt you towards the flbud my Lord, 

Or to the dreadfull fomnet of the eleefe 
That bettels ore his bale into the Sea, 

And there aflume fome other horrible forme 
Which might depriue your Soueraigntie of reafon. 

And draw you intom tdneffe, thinke of it, 

The verie place puts toyes of defperation 
Without more motiue, into euexybraine 
That lookes fo many fadomes to the Sea 
And heares it rorc beneath. 

Ham. It wanes me ft ill, 

Goe on, lie follow thee. 

Mar. You ftiall not goe my Lord. 

Ham, Hold off your hands, 

Hora, Be rul’d, y ou {lull not goe. 

Ham, My fate cries out 
And makes each pettie attire in this bodie 
As hardie as the Ntmean Lions nerue ; 

Still am I cald, vnhand me Gentlemen 
. By heauen lie make a Ghoft of him that lets me, 

I fay away, goe one, lie folio w thee. Exit Ghofiand Hamlet. 

Hora. He waxes defperate with imagination. 

LMar. Lets follow, tis not fit thus toobey him. 

Hora. Haue after, to what iftue will this come ? 

<-Mar. Something is rotten in the ftatc of Denmark, e. 

Hora, Heauen will direcl it. 

Mar, Nay lets follow him. Exeunt « 

Enter Ghofi and Hamlet. 

Bam. Whether wilt thou leade me, fpeake.lleeo no further. 

Ghofi. Markeme. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghofi. My houre is almbftcome 
When I to fulphrous and tormenting flames 
Muft render vp my felfe*' . . 

Ham. Alas poore Ghoft. 









Prince ^Denmarke. 

Ghoff. Pittiemee not but lend my ferious hearing to 
what I flullvnfold. 

Ham. Speake I am bound to heare. 

GhcB. So art thou to reuen ge, when thou (bait heare* 

Ham. What? 

Ghofi. I am thy fathers fpirit. 

Doom’d for a cc> tame tearme to walke the night. 

And for the day confin’d to fall in fires. 

Till the foule crimes done in my daies of nature 
Are burnt and purg'd away : but that I am forbid 
To tell the fecnets of my prifon-houfe, 

I could a tale vnfold whofe lightefi word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy young bloud. 
Make thy two eies like ftarres ft art from their Spheres,, 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part. 

And each particular haire to {land an end, 

Like quils vpon the fearefull Porpcnrine : 

But this eternall blazon muft not be 
To cares of flcfti and bloud, lift, lift, O lift. 

If thou did’ft ruer thy deare father loue; 

Bam. O God. 

Ghofi. Reuenge his foulc,and moft vnnatural murther*. 

Bam. Murther. 

- Ghoft . Murther moft foule, as in the beft it is, 

But this moftfoule, ftrange andvnnaturall. 

Ham. H afte me to kno w’t,that I with wings as fwift 8 
As meditation, or the thoughts of loue • 

May fweepe to my reuenge. 

Ghofi. I find thee apt. 

And duller fliouldcft thou be then the fat weed 
That roots it felfe in cafe on Lethe wharffe, 

Would’ft thou not ftirre in this; now Hamlet heare, 

Tis giuen out, that fleeping in my Orchard, 

A Serpent flung me, fo the whole cate of Denmark^ 

Is by a forged proccffe of my death 
Rankely abufed : but know thou noble Youth, 

The Serpent that did fting thy fathers life 
Now weares his Crowne. 

Ham. O my Prophc tike foule my Vncle, 

' taUha 



Ghofi. 
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TbeTrdgedie 0/f Hamlet 

Ghofl . I that inceftuous, that adulterate bead. 

With witchcraft of his wits, with tray tcrous gifts, 

O wicked wit, and gifts that hauc the power 
So to fedu.ee; wonne to his fhamefull luft 
The will of my moft feeming vertuous Queene; 

0 Hamlet, what falling off was there 
From me whofe louc was of that digoitie 
That it went hand in hand, euen with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage, and to decline 
Vpon a wretch whofe natural! gifts were poore, 

To thofe of mine; but vertue as it neuer vs ill be moouea, 
Though lewdnejTe court it in afhape of Heauen 
So but though to a radiant Angle linckc* 

Will fort it fclfe in a celeftiall bed 
And prey on garbage. 

But foft, me thinkes I feent the morning aire, 

Briefe let me be; fleepiag within my Orchard, 

My cuftome alwaies of the afterhdone, 

Vpon my fecurc houre,thy Vncle ftole 
With iuice of curfed Hebona in a Viall, 

And in the porches of my earcs did poure, 

The leprous, diftihpent, whofe efFe£^ 

Holds fucb an enmitie with bloud ot man. 

That fwift as Quick-filuer it courfes through 
The naturall gateaand allies of thebodie, 

And with a fbdaine vigour it'doth po(f fle 
And curde like eager droppings into milke, 

The thinne and wholfomc bloucl; lo did it mine, 

And a moli inflant Tetter barkt about 
Moft Lazerlike wich vile and lothfome cruft 
All my fmcoth bodie. 

Thus was I fleeping by a brothers hand, 

Oflife, of Crown?, of Queene at once difpat&ht. 

Cut offeuen inthebloflbmesof my ftnne, 

Vnnuzled, difappointed, vn-anueld, 

No reckning made, but Tent to my account 
With all my imperfections oniony head 
O horrible, O horrible, moft horrible. 

If thou haft nature in theebeare it not, 









. W' 

% 

i 



§ 



- - . , 5 W" 

* ■% , 

Prince dfDenmsrke. 

let not theRoyall bed of Denmarkgbc 
A Couch for Luxurie and damned Inccft. 

But howfomeuer thoupurfues this aft, 

Taint not thy mind, nor ier thy foule contriue 
Againft thy mother ought, leaue her to heauen. 

And to jhofetborneS that in her boforoe lodge 
To prick and fling her : fare thee well at once. 

The Gloworme {he wes the marine to be neere 
And gins to pale his vneffeftuail fire, 
Adiew,adiew,adiew, remember me. . 

Ham.O allyouhoftofheaucnIO earthlwhat cue, 
And {hall I couple hell, O fie ! bold my heart, 

And you my finewes; gr ©tfr not inftant old. 

But bearemefwiftly vp ; remember thee, 

I thou poore Ghoft whiles metnorie holds a feat 
Ih this difttafted Globe, remember thee. 

Yea, from the table of my meroorie 
He wipe away all triuiall fond records. 

All faw> of Bookes, all formes, all preffure* paft 
That youth and obferuation coppied there. 

And thy commandement all alone (hall Hue, 

Within the Booke and volume of my braioe 
Vnmixt with bafersnatter, yes by heauen. 

O moft pernicious woman. 

O villainc, villaine, fmiling damned villaiae, 

My tables, meet it is I fet it downe 
That one may fmilc, and fmile, and be a villaine. 

At lead 1 am fure it may be fo in Denmark, f. 

So Vncle, there you are, now to my word. 

It is adiew, adiew, remember me. 

Ihauefworne't. 

Enter Horatio, and AfareeSm. 
Horn, My Lord, my Lord. 

Mar, Lord Hamlet, 

Hera . Heauens fecure him. 

Ham. So be it. 

Mar . Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Ham, Hill®, ho, ho, boy come, and comes 

D 
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the Tragedie of Hamlet 

tfflar. How ift my noble Lord ? 

Hera. Owonderfulll 
Her. Good my Lord tell it. 

' Hum. No, you will reucale it. 

Hora. Not I my Lord byHsauen. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. f 

Ham. How fay you then, would heart of man once thinke it. 
But you’le be fecrer. ' * 

Both. Ibyheauen. 

Ham. There’s neuer a villainc, 

D welling in all Demnake 
But hc*s an arrant Knaue. 

Hora. There needs no Ghoft my Lord, come from the graue 
To tell vs this. 

Ham • Why right, you are in the right, 

And i'o without more circumftanceat all, 

I hold it fit that we fliake hands and part, 

You, as your bufinefle aud defire (hall point you, 

For euery man hath bufinefle and defire 
Such as it is, and for my owne poorc part 
Iwillgoepray. ■ 

Hora. Thefe are but wild and whurling words my Lord. 
Ham. I am forrie they offend you heartily, 

Yes faith heartily. 

Hora. There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by saint Patriekjwt there is Horatio, 

And much offence to, touching this vifion hcere, 

It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you, 

For your defire to know what is betweene vs, 

Orc-mafter’t as you may, and now good friends, 

As you are friends, Schollers, and Souldicrs, 

Giue me one poore requeft, 

Hora. What ift ray Lord, we will. 

Ham. Neuer make knowne what you haue fecne to night. 
Both. My Lord we will not. 

Ham. Nay butfweare’t. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I. 
tMar, Nor I my Lord in faith. 

Ham. Vpon my Sword. 

>■- ■ ~ ' ■ .... . ' _ . Mar. 
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Prince e/Denmarke~ 

Wehauc fworne my Lord alreadic. 

Indeed vpon my Sword, indeed. 

; 

Ghoft cries vrtder the Stage. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, fay’ft thou fo, art thou there true penny ? 

Come on, you heare this fellow in the Sellerige, 

Confent to fweare. + 

Hora. Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Neuer tofpeakc of this that you haue feene, 

Sweare by my Sword. 

Ghoft. Sweare. , ’ , 

Ham. Hie, & vbufe, then weele fhift our ground : 

Come hether Gentlemen, 

And lay your hands againe vpon my Sword, 

. Sweare by my Sword ... . 

Neuer to fpeake of this that you haue heard. 

Ghoft. Sweare by his Sword. fa . 

Ham. Wcllfaid old Mole, canft w orke it’h earth to fait, 

A worthy Pioncr once moreremoooe good friends. 

Hora. O day and night, but this is wondrous ftrangc. 

Ham. And therefore as a ftranger giue it welcome, - 
There are more things in heauen and earth Horatio, 1 

Then are dream’t of in your Philofophy : but come 

Heere as before, neuer fo helpc you mercy, 

(How ftrange or oddc fo mere I beare my felfe, 

As I perchance hereafter (hall thinke meet. 

To put an Ancike difpofition on 

That you at fuch times feeing me, neufr (hail 

With armes incombred thus, or this head fhake, 

Orby pronouncing of fome doubtfull phrafe,- 
As,wel,well we kno w,or*we could and it we would, 

Or if we lift to fpeake, or there be and if they might. 

Or fuch ambiguous giuingout,to note) • 

That you know ought of me, this do fweare, 

So grace and mercy at your moft need helpc you. 

Ghoft. Sweare. /. 

Ham. Reft, reft perturbed fpiritsfo Gentlemen, 

With all my louc I doc commend me to you, 

D % >. And 
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j be I mgeate of namicc 

And what fopoere a man as Hamlet is, 

May doe t’exprefie his loue and friending to you 
God willing fhall not lackc : let vs goe in together. 

And (lill your fingers on your lips I pray, 

The time is out of ioy nt,0 turfed fpight 1 
That euer I was borne to fee it right, 

Nay come, lets goe together* Exeunt, 

Enter old Polonim, with hie man or two . 

Pol. Giuc him this mony,and ihefe two notes Reynaldo* 

*Rfy. 1 will my Lord. 

Pol . You ihal domaruclloHj wifely good Reynaldo.. 
Before you vilit him, to make inquire, 

Ofhisbehauiour. 

Rey, My Lord, I did intend it. 

‘Pol. Marriewell faid,very well faidjookeyou fir, 
Enquire me firft what Dawkerj are in Parte. 

And how, & who, what means.and where they keep. 
What company, at what expence, and finding, 

By this encompafment and drift of queftion 
That they do know my fonne, come yoa more neerer 
Then your particular demands will tuch it. 

Take you as’twerefome diftant knowledge of him, 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends, 

And in part him, doe you marke this Reynaldo l 

Rey. I, very well my Lord. 

Pol. And in part him, but you may fay, not well, 
Buty’ftbehel mcane, he‘s verie wilde, 

Addi&ed fo and fo, and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe, marrie none fo ranke 
As may difhonour him, take heed of that, 

But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and vfuall flips. 

As are companions noted and mod knownc 
To youth and libertie. 

Roj. As gaming my Lord. 

Pol. I, or drinking, fencing, fwcaring, 

Quarrelling, drabbiog, you may goe fo farre. 

Rey. My Lord, that would difhonour him. 

Pol, Faith as you may feafonit in the charge. 
v - 
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Prince of Dcnmarke. 

You mttft not put another fcand all on him, 
Thatheisopentoincontiner.de, 

That's not my meaning, but breath his fauls fo quently 
That they may feeme the taints of libertie, 

The flafli and out-breakc of a fierie mind, 

A fauagenefle in vnreclaimcd bloud, 

Ofgenerall affault. 

Rtji But my good Lord. 

Pol. Wherefore fhould you doe this ? 

Rey. I my Lord, I would know that. 

Pol. Marrie fir, heere’s my drift, 

And I belceue it is a fetch of wit, 

You laying thefe flight fullies on my fonne 
A* t’were a thing a little foilde with working, 

" Marke you, your partie in conuerfe, him you would found 
H acting euer fecne in the prenominate crimes 
The youth you breath of guiltie, be afitir'd 
He clofes with you in this confcquence. 

Good fir (or fo) or friend, or gentleman, 

According to the phrafe, or the addition 
Of man and Commie. 

Rey. Vcrie good my Lord. 

Pol. And then fir doos a this, a doosswhat was Iabout to fay ? 

By the mafic I was about to fay feme thing. 

Where did I leaue ? 

Rty. At clofcsintheconfequence. 

Pel. Atclofes tnthe confequence, I marrie, 

He clofes thus, I know the Gentleman 
I faw him yeilerday, or th* other day. 

Or then, or then, with fuch or fuch, and as you fayt 
There was a gaming there, or toeke ins rowfe, 

There falling out at Tennis, ct perchance 
I faw him enter fuch or fuch a houfc of fale, 

Videlicet , a Brothcll or fo forth, fee you now. 

Your bait of falfhood : take this carpe of truth, 

And thus doe we of wifdome, and of reach. 

With windlefles : and with affayes of bias, 

By indirc&s find dire&ions out. 

So by my former lc&ure and aduife 

—^zL.L^ 1 ' D | Shall 
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T be Tragediecf Hamlet 

Shall you my Tonne; you haue me, haue you not ? 
Rey. My Lord, I haue. 

Pot. God buy yee, far yee well. 

Rey. Good iny Lord. 

Pol, Obfcrue his inclination in your fdfe. ' 

Rey. I (hall my Lord. V # 

Pol. And let him ply his Mufick. ' 

Rey. Well my Lord. . Exit Rey. 

; t 

Enter Ophelia. 

Polo. Farwel.How now Ophelia, whats the matter? 
Ophe. O my Lordjmy LordjI haue bin To affrighted 
Polo. With what i’th name of God ? 

Ophe. My Lord, as I was Towing in my Cloflet, 
Lord Hamlet with his doublet all vnbrac’d, 

No hat vpon his head his ftockins fouled, 
Vngartred, and do wne gyred to his ankle, 

Pale as his Hurt, his knees knocking each ocher, 

And with a looke To pittious in purport 
As if he had becne loofed out of hell 
To fpeakc of horrors, he comes before me. 

Pot. Mad for thy loue ? 

Ophe. My Lord I doe not know, 

But truly I doe feare it. 

Polo. Whatfaid he? 

Ophe. He took me by the wrift, and held me hard, 
Then goes he to the length of all hisarme, 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow. 

He fals to fuch perufall of roy face 
As a would draw it; long (laid he fo, 

At laft, a little fhaking of mine arme. 

And thrice his head thus wauing vp and downe, 

He raifed a figh fo pittious and profound, 

As it did feeme to fhatter all his bulke. 

And end his being ; that done, he lets me goe, 

And with his head ouer bis fhoulders turn’d 
He feem’d to find his way without his eyes. 

For out ofdoores he went without their helper, 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 
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Prince o/Denmarke. 

Polo. Come, goe with me, I will go feeke the King, 
This is the very extafie of loue, 

Whofe violent propertie forgoes it felte. 

And leads the will to defperace vndettakings 
As oft as" any paffions vndtr heauen _ 

That does afflia our natures : l am feme. 

What, haueyougiuen him any hard wordsoflate ? . 

Ophe. No my good Lord, but as you did command 
I did repell his Letters : and denied 
Hisacceffetome. _ , 

Pol. That hath made him mad, 

I am forrie,that with better heed and iudgement 

I had not coted him, I fear'd he did but trine 

And meant to wj acke thee, but befhrow my Iealoufit: 

By heauen it is as proper to our age 

To call beyond our felues in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger fort 

To lacke diferetion } come, goe we to the King, . 

This raufl: beknowne , which being kept clofe,might mo 
More eriefe to hide, then hate to vtter loue, 

Come: ExM 

Flortfh. Enter King and Queene, Rofencrau* and 
Guyldenfterne. 

King. Welcome deere Rofencratu and Gttyldenflernt „ 
Moreouer, that we much did long to fee you, 

The need we haue to vfe you did prouoke 
Our haftie fending, fomething haue you heard 
Hamlets transformation fo call it, 

- Sith nor th’ exterior, nor the inward man 
Refemblesthatitwas, whatitftiouldbc, 

Motethenhis fathers death, that thus hath put him,, 

So much from the vnderftanding of himfelfe 
I cannot dteame of : I intreat you both, 

That being of fo young dayes brought vp with him. 
And fith fo neighboured to his youth and hauour. 

That you vouchfafe your reft heere in our Court 

tome little time, fo by vour companies.' 



Sot 
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The Tmgedte of Hamlec 

So much as from occafion you may gleane. 

Whether ought to vs vnknowne affli&s him thus. 
That opend lies within our remedie. 

Qttet.Good gentlemen, he hath much taiktofyou. 
And fure I am, two men there are not liuing, 

To whom he more adheres, if it will pleafe you 
To (hew vs fo much gentry and good will, 

As to extend your time with vs a while. 

For the fupply and profit of our hope. 

Your visitation (hall receiue fuch thankes 
A* fits a Kings remembrance. 

Ref. Both your Maiefties : 

Might by the Soueraigne power you hade of vs, 

Put your dread pleafures more into command 
Thentointreatie. 

Guyl. But we both obey. 

And here giue vp our felues in the full bent. 

To lay our feruice freely at your feer. 

King. Thanks Rofencram t vad gentle Gnyldeufterne, 
Thanks Gnyldenficrne, and gentle Refcencram. 
And befeech you inftantly to vifit 
My too much changed fonne s goefomc of you 
And bring the fe Gentlemen where Hamlet is, 

GWyAHeauens make our prefence and our practices 
Pleafant and helpful! to him. 

0*?*' I Amen. 1 Exeunt Refund GujL 

Enter Peleuuu. 

Pfl/ # Th*cmbafladors from Norway my good Lord, 
Are joyfully return’d. 

King. Thou Bill haft bin the father of good newer. 

Pel. Haue I my Lord? I allure my good Liege, 

I hold my dutie as I hold my foule. 

Both to my God, and to my gracious King ; 

And I doe thinke, or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the trayle of policie fo fure 
As it hachvs'd to doe, chat I haue found 
The very caufe of Hamlets luoacie. 

King. Q Ipeakc of chat, that doe I long to heare. 
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Prince o/De nmark£ 

Veto. Glue firfj admittance to the EmbaflfdorsJ 
My newes lhall be the truit to that great f eaft. 

King . Thy fclfe doe grace to them, and bring them !n» 
He tels me my decree : Gertrud he hath found 
The head and fource of all your fonnes diftemper . 

Quee. I doubt it is no other but the mainc. 

His fathers death, and our haftic marriage. 



Enter Emkajfadors. 

King. Well, we (hall lift him, welcome my good friends 
.Say EUi cm And, what from our brother Norway l 
Kobe. Moll faire returne of greetings and defires; 

Vpon our firft, he fcnc out to fupprefle 
His Neph-wcsieuies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation gainft the Pollacks, 

But better lookt into, he truly found 
It was againftyourHtghndle, whereat gricu’d 
That fo t.is fickncfle, age, and impotence 
Was falfly borne in hand, lends out arrefts 
On Fortenbajfe, which he in bi iefe obeyes, 

Receiucs rebuke from Norway, and in fine. 

Makes vow before his Vnclc neucr more 
To giue th’aff.y of Arracs agaioft your Maieftie : 

Whereon old Norway ouercome with ioy, 

Giues him threefcore thoufand crowncs in anual fee. 

And his commiflion to imploy tbofe Souldiers, 

So leuied (as before) againft the 'Po/Uckf, 

With an entreaty herein further fhone. 

That it might pleafe you to giue quiet paffe 
Through your Dominions for this enterprise 
On fuch regards of fafetie and allowance 
As therein are fee downc. 

King. It likes vs well, 

And at our more confidered time, wce’le read, 

Anfwer, and thinke vpon this bufineffc ; 

Meane time, we thank you for your wel took labour. 

Go to your reft, at night wcele feaft together, 

Moft w el ome home. Exeunt Emhjfidort. 

Ptl. This bufinefle is well ended, 







The Tr age Tie ©/Hamlet 

My Liege and Madam, to expoftulate 
What maicflie (hoiild be, what dutie is, 

Why day is day, night night, and time is tunc. 

Were nothing but to wafte night, day , and time, 

Therefore breuitie is the 1'oule of wit, 

And cedioufnefie the limmes and outward flonfhes t 
I will be briefe your noble fonne is mad i 
Mad call I it, for to define true madnefle, 

What ift but to be nothing elfe but mad ? 

But let that goe. . 

Quee. More matter with lefle art. 

Pol. Madam, I fweare Ivfe no art at all, 

That he’s road tis true, tis true, tispittie, 

And pittie tis, tis true, a foolifh figure. 

But farewell it, for I will v fe no art, 

Mad let vs grant him then, and now remames 
That we find out the caufe of this effeff, 

Or rather fay the caufe of this defedl 
For this effea'defeaiue comes by caufe t 
Thus it remaines and the remainder thus 

Perpend^ n , , 

I haue a daughter, haue while the is mine. 

Who in her dutie and obedience, inarke, 

Hath giuen me this, now gather and furmiie. 

To the Celeshall and mi foulcs Idoll the molt beautified 
Ophelia, tbat'sm iU phrafe, avi/epbrafe, beaut,- 
fied is a -vile phrafe, but you (ball heart : thus tu her 
excellent white bo(ome,thefe &c. 

Quee. Came this from Hamlet to her ? 

Pot. Good Madam flay awile, I will beiaithfull, ^ 

Doubt thou the ft art are fiee. Letter. 

Doubt that the Sunne doth moue, 

Doubt truth to be a Iyer , 

“But newer doubt I lout. .«»#«*• 

O deere Ophelia, I am 111 at thefe numbers, I haue not art : to 

reckon my groanes , but that I loue thee bell, oh moftj>eftb> 
ieeue it ! adiew. Thine euermore moft deare Ladie, whilett W 

in 1 obedience hath my daughter ftiown me (Ilmlet. 



/ 6 O ^ 








\ Prince of Denmarke. 

As they fell out by time, by mcants, and placed 
All giuen to mine eare. 

King. But how bath fhe receiu’d his loue ? 

Pol. What doe you thinke of me ? 

King. As of a man faithfull and honourable. 

Pelt I would faine proue fo, but what might you think* 

When I had feene this hot loue on the wing ? 

As I perceiu'd it (I muft tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me, what might you. 

Or my deare Maieftie your Quecne heere thinke, 

If I had plaid the Deske, or Table-booke, 

Or giuen my heart a working mute and dumbe, 

Or lookt vpon this loue with idle fight, 

What might you thinlte?no, I went round to worke, 

And my young Miftreflc this I did befpeake, 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy ftarre, 

This muft not be :and then I preferipts gaue her 
That fhe fhould locke her felfe from his refort, 

Admit no meffengers, receiue no tokens. 

Which done fhe tooke the fruits of my aduife, 

Andherepd’d, afhort tale to make. 

Fell into a fadnefle, then into a faft. 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weaknefle, 

Thence to lightneffe, and by this declenfion. 

Into the madnefle wherein now he raucs. 

And all we mourne for. 

King. Doe you thinke this ? 

Ouee. It may be very like. 

~p7l. Hath there beene fuch a time, I would faine know that. 
That I haue pofitiuely faid, tis fo, 

When it prou’d otherwife? 

King. Not thatl know. 

Pol. Take this, from this, ifthis be otherwife ; 

If circumftances leade me, 1 will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King. How may we trie it further ? 

Tol. You know fometimes lie W'ilkes foure houres together 
Heere in the Lobbie. 

E z Quee. 
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T’he Tragedie of HaftiTet 

Qttee. So he does indeed * 

Pel. At fuch a time; ile loofe my daughter to him, 

Be you and 1 behind an Arras then* 

Marke the encounter, if he loue her not, 

And be not from his reafonfalne thereon 
Let me be no afliftant for a State 
But kcepe a Farme and Carters. 

We will trie it. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Qutc . But looke where fadly the poore wretch come ; reading. 

Pol. Away , I do befeecb you both away .Exit Kina and Qmene., 
lie boord him prefently, obgiue melcauc, 

How does my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. Well, Gcd a mercy. 

Pol, Doe you know me my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well, you are a Fifhmonger. 

Pol. Not I my Lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were fo honeft a man. . 

Pel. Honed my Lord. 

Ham. Lfir to be honeft as this world goes. 

Is to be one man pickt out often thousand, 

Pol. Thai’s very true my Lord. 

Ham. For ifthe Sun breedmaggots in a dead dogge, being s 
good killing carrion. Haue you a daughter? 

Pol. I haue my Lord. 

Ham. Let her not walkci’th Sun, conception is a blefling, 
But as your daughter may concciue, friend looke to’c. 

Pol. How fay youby that, ft 11 harpingon my daughter, yet 
he knew me not at firft,a laid I was a Fifhmonger, a is farrc gone,, 
and truly in my youth, Ifuffcrcd much extremity for loue, very 
neerethis. lie Ipcaketo him againe. What doe you rcaderoy 
Lord. 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol. What is the matter rny Lord. 

Ham. Betwccne who. 

Pol • I meane the matter that you read my Lord.. 

Ham. Slanders fir; for the Satcricall Rogue faies here, thatold’ 
men haue grey beards, that their faces are wrinkled, their eics 
purging thick Amber, and Plum-tree Gum, and that they hausa 
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Prince ofDenmarke. 

plentifull lacke of wit, together with moll weabe hams, all which 
fir though I moil powerfully and potently belecue, yet I hold ic 
not honeft ie to haue it thus let down, for your felfe fir lhall grow 
old as I am; if like a Crab you could goebackeward. 

iV.Though thisbemadneffe,yet there is method in’t,wilyot» 
walkc out of the aire my Lord ? 

Ham. Into my graue. 

Tolo. Indeed that’s out of the aire ; how pregnant fometimes 
his replies are,a happines that often madnes hits on, which reafon 
and fan&itie could not fo profperoufly be deliuered of. I wil leaue 
him and mydaughter. My Lord, I will take my leaue of you. 

Ham. You cannot take from me any thing that I will not more 
willingly part wiehall : except my life, except my life, except my 
life. Enter Guilder fierce, and Rofonsraus . 

<Pclo. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Theie tedious old fooles. 

Polo. You goe to fccke the Lord Hamlet, there he is. 

Rof.G od faueyou fir. 

Gnjl. My honor’d Lord. 

Fof. My moft deere Lord. 

Ham. My excellent good friends, how doft thou Gmldtnflerxel 
^ RofencraM,%OQ& lads how doe you both ? 

Rof. As the indifferent children of the'earth. 

Guyl. Happy, in that we are not euer happy on Fortunes lap, 
We are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the foies of her fhooe. 

Ref. Neither my Lord. 

Ham. Then you liue about her waft, or in the middle of her fa- 

Guyl. Faith her priuates we. (uors». 

Ha. In the fecret parts of fortune, oh moft true, Ihe is a ftrumpec 
What newes ? 

Rof. None my Lord, but the worlds growne honeft. (true; 

Ham. Then is Doomes dayneere, but your newes is not 
But in the beaten way offriendfhip,v\hat make you at Elfonoure ? 

Rof, To vifit you my Lord, no other octafion.. 

Ham. Begger that I am,Iam euer poore in thankes,but I thank 
you, and fine deare friends, my tbaiks arc too dcare a halfpenys, 
were you not fent for? is it yourowne incliuing?isit a free vifita 
tion?come, con>e,dcale mftly with me, come, come, nay fpeake. 
GhjI.JVV hat Should yve fay my Lord ? 
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Th~e Ti^gmeofWmW 

Ham.Kay thing but to’th purpofe;yon were fent for,and there 
is a kind of confeflion in your lookes, which your modeflies haue 
not craft enough to cullour , I know the good King and Queenc 
haue fent for you. 

Rof. To what end my Lord ? 

Ham. Thac you muii teach me : but let me coniure you, by the 
rights of our fellowfhip, by the confonancie of our youth, by the 
obligation of our euer prefer ued loue ; and by what more deare 
a better propofer can change you withal, be euen and diretff with 
mee whether you were fent for or no. 

Rof. What fay you ? 

Ham. Nay then I haue an eieofyou,ifyou loue me hold not off. 
Gujl. My Lord we were fent for. 

Ham. I will tell you whyyfo fhall. my anticipation preuenc your 
difeouerie &your fecrecie to the King and Queen moult no fea- 
ther, 1 haue of late, but wherefore 1 know not, loft all my mirth, 
forgonallcuftomeofexercifes, andindeedeit goes foe heauily 
with my difpofition,thac this goodly frame the earth, feems to me 
a fterill promontorie, this tnoft excellent Canopic the aire,loolte 
you, this braue ore- hanged firmament, this maiefticall roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire, why its ppearth nothing to meebuta foule 
and peftilent congregation of vapours. What peece of workeis 
a man, how noble in rea1fon,how infinic in faculties ,i» forme and 
mooning, how expreffe and admirable in aftion, how like an An- 
gell in apprehenfion, how like a God : the beautie of the world ; 
the parragon of Annimales,8cyer to me, what is this quinteflence 
of duft ? man delights not mee nor woman neither, though by 
your fmiling you feeme to fay fo. 

Rof. My Lord there was no fuch ftuffe in my thoughts. 

Ham. Why did yec laugh, then, when I {arid man delights not me. 
Rof. To thmke my Lord if you delight not in man, what Lenton 
entertainment the plaiersfhall rcceiuefrom you, wee coted them 
on the way,and hether are the coming to offer you feruice. 

/Ajw.He that plaies the King fhall be welcome, his Maieft e 
fhall haue tribute on mee , theaduenterous Knight fhall vfe his 
foyle and target.the louer (hall not fing grat is,the humorous man 
fhall end his part in peace and the Ladie fhall fay her mind freely : 
or the blanke verfe fhall hauit fot’t. What players are they ? 

Rof. Euen thofe you were wont to take fuch delight in,theTra- 
* <jedtans of the Otic • - >i , j 1 — 
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^Prince o/'Denrnarke. 

Ham. How chances it the trauaile ? their refidence both in re- 
putation and profit was better both waics. 

Rof. I thinke their inhibition , comes by the meanes of the 
lateinnouation. 

Ham. Do the hold the fame eftimation they did when I was 
in the Citie ? are they fo followed ? 

Rof. No indeede ate they not. 

Ham. It is not very ftrange,for my Vncle is King ofDenmarke, 
& thofe that would make mouths at him while my father liued, 
giue twentie,forde, fiftie,a hundred duckets a peece, for his Pic- 
ture in little : s’bloud there is fomething in this more then natu- 
rally Philofophy could fin d it out. t/lflourifh. 

GhjI. There are plaiers. 

Ham, Gentlemen you are welcome to Elfin oar e , your hands, 
come then th’apportenanceof welcome is fafhion and ceremo- 
nie ; let mee comply with you in this garb : left toy extent to the 
Plaiers, which I tell you muft (howe fairely outwards , fhould 
more appeare like entertainment then yours ? you are welcome i 
but my Vnclc-father, and Aunt-mother,are deceaued. 

Cjayl . In what my deare Lord. 

Ham. I am but mad North North- weft ; when the wind is Sou- 
therly, I know a H awke, from a Hand-faw. 

Enter Poloniut. 

Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham. Hark you Getjldeafierne, and you to, are each eare a hearer, 
that great babic as you fee is not yet out of his fwadling clouts. 
Rof. Happily he is the fecond time come to them , for they fay 
an old man is twice a child. 

Ham. I will ptophecie that he comes to tell me of the Plaiers; 
marke it, you fay right fir a Monday morning fwas then indeed. 
‘Pol. My Lord I haue newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord I haue newes to tell you : when Roffimyits 
an A&orinRome. 

Pol. The Atftors are come hether my Lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz, 

Pol. Vpon my honour. 

Ham. Then came each A$or on his Affe. 
iV.The beft aftors in the world, either for Tragedie.Comedie, 
Hiftorie,paftorall,Paftoral -Comical!, Hiftorical-Paftorall, feeme 

indcuicbblco 
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TBeTntgeJit.f Hamlet 

In<3euldable, or Poem vnlimiced. Seneca cannot be tooheauiej! 
nor Plautus too light for the law of writ 9 and the libertie : thefc 
are the onelymen. 

Ham. O leptha Iudge of Ifrael, what a treafurc hadft thou ? 
Pol. What a treafurc had he my Lord ? 

Ham. Why onefaire daughter and no more , the which he lo* 
tied pacing well. 

Pol . Still on my daughter# 

Ham. Am I not i’th right old leptha t 
pt/VW hat follower then my Lord ? 

Ham. Why as by lot God wot, and then you know it came to 
parte, as moft like it was ; the firft ro we of the pious chanfon will 
£how you more, for looke where my abridgement comes. 

Enter the Players , 

Ham . You are welcome maifters, welcome all, I am glad to fee 
thee well, welcome good friends, oh old friend, why thy face is 
balanc’d fince I faw thee laft , com* ft thou to beard mec in Den- 
• marvel what my young Ladicand Miftri$,my Ladieyour Ladi- 
fhip is ncercr to H?auen,thcn when 1 faw you laft by the altitude 
of a chopine, pray God your voice like a peece ofvncurrant gold, 
be not crackt within the ring : maifters yota are all welcome, 
weele ento’t like friendly Faukners f flie at any thing wcfce,wecle 
haue a fpeech ftraic, come giuc vs a tafte of your qualicie, come a 
paflionate fpeech. 

Player. What fpeech my good Lord ? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeakc me a fpeech once, but it was neuer ac- 
ted, or if it was, not abouc once, for the play I remember pleafd 
not the million, t’wascauiary to the general,butic was as Irccei- 
ticdit and others, whofe judgements in fuch matters cried in the 
top of mine, an excellent play, well digefted in the feenes , fet 
downe with as much modefty as cunning. I remember onefaid 
there were no fallets in the lines, to make the matter fauory, nor 
no matter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affection, 
but cald it an honeft method, as wholefomc as fweet,and by very 
much, more handfome then fine : one fpeech in’t I chiefly loued, 
t’was (syEneas talke to D/do, and there about of it efpecially v hen 
he fpeakes of Pr/ams (laughter, if it liuc in your memory begin at 
this Iine,lcc me fee, let me fee^the rugged P yrhtu like Th'ircanian 

Beaft- 
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Prince ef Denmark^ 

Beaft,tis not It begins with Pjrrhtu. The rugged Pjrrbm he 
whofe fable armes, 

Blacke as his purpofe did the night refemble, 

When he lay couched in th’ominous lorle. 

Hath now this drend and black comple&ion fmeard. 

With Hcraldy more difmall head to foor, 

Now is he totall Gules, horridly trickc 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes. 

Bak’d and embafted with the parchisg flrects 
Than lend a tirranous and a damned hghc 
Totbeir Lords muither, rolled in wrath and fire, 

And thusore-cifed with coagulate gore, *.i. 

With eyes like Carbunckles,thc hellifli Vyrrhut 
Old grantire Priam feekes ; fo proceed you, • 

Pel. Foregod my Lord well fpoken , with good accent and 
p/aj. Anon he finds him (good difcrction. 

Striking too Ihort atGreckcs,his antickc fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lies where it falls, 

Repugnant to command ; vnequall matcht, 

P irrkus at Priam driues, fn rage (hikes wide. 

But with the whiffc and wind of his fell fword, 

Th’vnnerued father falls : 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming top 

Stoopes to his bale ; and with a hiddious crafh 
Takes prifoner Pirrhm care, for lo his fword 
Which was declining on the miikie head 
Of reuerent Pr/ViWjfccm’d l’th ayre to flick, 

So as a painted tyrant Pjrrbm flood 
Like a newtrall to his will and matter. 

Did nothing: 

But as we often fee againft fome ftoime, 

A filence in the beauens, i he racke ftand flilf. 

The botild winds fpcechlc{fb,and the orbe below 
As hufh as death.anonthe dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region, fo after jPirr^w/paufe, 

A rowfed vengeance fets him new a workc. 

And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall, 

On Marfes Armor forg’d for proo r c ererne 
VVnh leffe remoife then Pirrhm bleeding fword 
Now falls on Amis. F 
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7 toe 1 ngeaie of mmies 

Out, out, thou ftrumper Fortune '. all you god*. 

In generalfe*! take away her power, 

Breake all the fpokes, and fellowes from her wheele, 

And boule the round naue downe the hill of heauen 
As lowe as to the fiends. x - *v 

Polo. This is too long. 

Ha. It fhal tothe barbers with your beardjprethee fay on,he*s 
for a Iig,or a tale of bawdry,or he fleepes,fay on, come to H ecuba 
Play. But who, a woe,had feene the mobled Quecne. 

Ham. The mobled Queene. 

Polo. That’s good . 

Play. Runne barefoot vp and downe,thtcatningthe flames. 
With Bifox rbume,a clout vpon that head 
Where late the Diadem flood, and for a robe. 

About her lanck and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blancket in the alarme of fcare caught vp. 

Who this had feene, with ton gue in' venom fteept, 

Gainft fortunes ftate would treafon haue pronounc'd; 

But if the gods themfelues did fee her then, . 

When (he faw Pirhm make malicious fport 
In mincing with his (word her husbands limmes, 

The inftant burft of clamor that Ihe made, 

Vnlcfle things mortall mooue them not at all, 

Would haue made milch the burning eyes of heauen 
And paflion in the gods. 

Pol. Looke where he has not turned his collour, and has teares 

in’s eyes prethee no more. . . 

Ham. Tis well, He haue thee fpcake out the reft of this foone, 
good my Lord will you fee the Players well be flowed ; doe you 
heare, let them be well vfed, for they are the abftraa and breefe 

Chronicles ofthe time; after your death you were better haue a 
bad Epitaph then their ill re port while you liue. 

Pol. My LordjI will vfe them according to their defert. 

Ham. Gods bodkin mao, much better, vfe euery man after his 
deferr, and who (hall fcape whipping, vfe them after your owno 
honour and dignitie, the Uffe they deferue the moremerritisin 
your bounty. Takethemin, 

TV. Come firs. 

/^.Follow him friends, wede here a play to morrowi doft thou 

here, 
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Prince of Denmark 

heare me old friend, can you play the murther of Gonzaoo f 
Play. I my Lord. ; 

Ham. Weelehau’t to morrow night, you could for need ftudy 
a fpeech of feme dofen lines, or fixteene lines, which I would fee 
downe and infert in’t ; could you not ? 

Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. Very well, follow that Lord, and looke you mocke him 
not. My good friends, lie leaue you till night, you are welcome 

to Elfonoure. Exeunt Poland Players. 

Rof. Good my Lord. Exit. 

Ham. I fo, God buy to you, now I am alone, 

O what a rogue and pefant Haue ami! 

Is it not monflrous that this Player here 
But in a fixion,in a dreame of paffion 
Could force his foulc fo to his owne conceit 
That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Teares in his eyes,diftra<5Hon in his afpe&, ’ 

A broken voice,andh.is whole function futing 

With formes to his conceit ; and all for nothing 
For Hecuba. 

VVhat’s Hecuba to him, or he to her, 

That he fhould wet pc for her ? what would he doe 

Had he the rootiue,«nd that for paflion 

That I haue? he would drowne the ftage with teares 

And cleaue the generalleare with horrid fpeech, "* 

Make mad the guilty, and appeale the free. 

Confound the ignorant,and amaze indeed. 

The very faculties of eyes and eares ; yet I, 

A dull and muddy mettled raskall peakc, 

Like /oJw-a-dreames, vnpregnantofmy cauie,) 

And can fay nothing j no not for a King, 

V pon whofe property and moft deare life," 

A damn’d defcate was made : am I a coward, 

VVho calls me villain, breaks my pate a crofle. 

Plucks offmy beard,and blowes it inmy face, 

Twekesme by the nofe,giues me the ly i’th throat 
As deepe as to the lunges : who does me this. 

Hah . s wounds I fliould take it : for it cannot be 
But I am pidgion liuerd,and lackc gall 
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hamlet (STC 22278) LONDON, [c. 1 



Enter King, jQutene, Polcr.itu, Of belt a, .wjcn.r 
denjlcrue, Lords 

King. An cl can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion. 

Grating fo harfhly all his daies of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacic ? 

RrfMc doocs confelfe he feeles himfelfc diftra&ed^. 
But from what-caufe a will by nomeanes fpeake. 

C7^/.Nor do we find him forward to be founded,. 
But with a crafty madneffe keepes aloofe 
V Vhcn \\evvouidJ)ring him on, to fome confdfioo ' 



o f A /&■ ishil&j 

t 



TheTntgedie of Hamlet ** v 

To make oppreffion bitter, or ere this 
I ftiould hauc fatted all the region kjtfcs 
With this flaues offalbbloody,baudy villaine, 

Remorflefle, treacherous, letcherous^kindlcfle villam* 

Why what an Afle am I ? this is mofl brauc, 

That I the fonne of a deere father murthered, 

Prompred to my reuenge by hcauenand hell, 

Midi like a whore vn,pack my heart with words, 

And fal a cuifing like a very drab be ; ftallioji, fie vppont, 

About my braines,hum, I hauc heard, 

That guiltie crcacurcs fitting at a pi ay, 

Hauc by the very cunning of the Scene, 

Beene firooke fo tothefauIc,thatprelcmly 
They haue proclaim'd cheir makfa&ioos: 

For murther though it haue no tongue will fpeake 
With moft miraculous organ. He haue thefe Players. 

PUy fomthing like the murther of my father 
Before mine Vncle, He obfefue his lookes, 

He tent him to the quick,. jP a do bleach 
1 know my cowfe. The fpirit that I haue fecn$ 

May be a diuel^aud the d.uell hath pov. er 
T'affumc a plcafing fhape ; yea and perhaps. 

Out of my weakenefle and my melancholly, 

As he is very potent with fuch (pirks, 

Abufcs me to damoe me ; He hiue grounds 
More rclariue then thts,thc play’s the thing 
Wherein lie catch the coi>lcknceof tk<m k in <* 
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Prince e/Dcnmarke^ 

Ofhistrueftate. 

Qttee. Did he recciue you well ? 

Kof. Mod like a Gentleman. 

GhjL But with much forcing of his difpo/Ttion^ 
Rof Niggard of queftion, but of our demands 
Moft free in his reply. 

Quee. Did you r flay him to any paftime? 

Xof. Madam, it fofellout that certaine Players 
We ore-raught on the way, of thefe we told him,, 
And thetedidfeemein himakind ofioy 
To heare of it t they arc hcere about the Court, 

And as I thinkc, they haue alrcadie order 
This night to play before him. 

Pol. Tis moft true. 

And he bcfeecht me to intreat your Maicfties 
To heare ai d fee the matter. 

King. With all myheate. 

And it doth much content me 
To heare him fo inclin’d. 

Good Gentlemen giue him a further edge-. 

And diiiic his purpofe into thefe delights. 

Rof. We fhall my Lord. Exeunt Ref. & G»jf» 
King. Sweet Gertrard,\eweys two. 

Tor we hauedofdy Cent fot Hamlet hether,. 

That he as t’were by accedenc, may hcere 
Affront Ophelia-, her father and my lelfe, 

VVee’le fo beftow our (dues, that feeing vnfeene,, 
We may of their encounter frankly iudge, 

And gather by him as he is behau’d, 
lft be th’alfliftion of his loueoino 
That thus he fufftrs for.. 

Quee. Ilhall obey you. 

And for my part Ophelia I doe wifh- 
Thatyour good beauties bethe happy caufi? 

Of Hamlets wildneffe, fo fhall I hope your vcrtucs 
Will bring him to his wonted way againe. 

To both your honours. • . . 

Ophe. Madam, 1 ifh it may. 

P ol. Ophelia w alk you herctgracious fo pleafc yoilj 
.. . ® l 
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The TragedietfWattolct 

We wilfbeftow ourfeluesjreadon this Booke, 

That fhow of fuch an exercifc may colour 
Your lowlinefle;wc are oft too blanie in this, 

Tis too much prou’d, that with deuotions yiiage 
And pious a£tion, we doe fugar ore 
The Deuill hitnfelfe. 

King. Otis too true, 

How fmart a lafh that fpecchdoth giuc my confcience ? 

The harlots cheeke beautied with plattrmg irt, 

Is not more vgly to the thing that helps it,' I 
Then is my deed to my mott painted ward t 
O heauy burthen : 

.mid »ri ' ?d ^si-j o - sdgtn tiffl 

Enter Hamlet. 

Pol. I heare him comniing,. Withdraw my Lord. 

Ham . To bejornottobe, that is thequeflion. 

Whether tis nobler in the mind to fuffer 
The flings and arrowes ofoutragiousFortune, 

Orlto take armes againft a Sea of troubles, 

And by oppofing end them j To die to fleepe 
No more: and by a fleepe, to fay wcend 
The hart-ake,and the thoufand naturall (hocks 
Thatflefhisheireto ; tis a confummation 'A 

Deuoutlylto be wifht todie tofleep, r 

To fleep, perchance to dreame, 1 there’s the rub. 

For in that deep of death what dreames may come ? 

When 'we haue fhuf fled off this mortal! coyle 
Muft giue vs paufe, there's the refpedf 
That makes calamity of fo long-life : 

For who would bearethe whips and fcornes oftimcj 
Th’ oppreffors w rong, the proud mans contumely, 

The pangs of office and the Lawes delay, ' 

The infolence of office, and the fpurncs 
That patient merit of th’vnworthy takes. 

When himfclfe might his qttietm make 
With a bare bodkin ; who would fardels beare, 

To grunt and fweat vnder a weary life ? 

But that the dread of fomething after death. 

The vndifeouer’d Countrie, from whole borne 




Trtnce ofDenmatke, 

No crauellcr returnes, puzzels the will. 

And makes vs rather beare theft ils we haue. 

Then flic to others that we know not o£ 

Thus confcience dooes make cowards, 

And thus the naciue hiew of refolution 
Is fickled ore with the pale caft of thought. 

And Enterprizes of great pitch and moment. 

With this regard their currents turnc awry. 

And loofe the name of a&ion. Soft you now. 

The faire Ophelia , Nimph in thy Orizons 
Be all my fins remembred. 

Ophe v Good my Lord, 

How dooes your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you; well. 

Ophe. My Lord I haue remembrances of yours 
That I haue longed long to rc-deliuer, 

Ipray you now rcceiue them. 

Ham . No, not I, I neuer gaue you ought. 

Ophe. My honor'd Lord, you know right well you did^ 

Aud with them words of fo fweet breath compofd 
As made thefe things more rich : their perfume loft. 

Take thefe againe, for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poore when giuers proue vnktnd. 

There my Lord. 

Ham* Ha, ha, are you honed* 

Ophe . My Lord. 

Ham . Are you faire? 

Ophe . What cneanes your Lordfhtp ? 

Ham. That if you be honeft and faire , you fBould admit no 
dilcourfe to your beautie. 

Opta Could beautie my Lord haue better commerce 
Then with honefly ? 

, I truly, for the power of beautie will fooner transforme 
honcftie from what it is to a Baud, then the force of honefly can 
tranflate beautie is his likeueffe , this was fometime aParadoxe 
but now the time giues it proofe, I did loue you once. 

Opbe. Indeed my Lord you-made me beleeuc fo. 

Ham. You fliould not haue beleeu’d me/or venue cannot fo 

euacuateourold flock, but we flullrelliflaofjt;Iloued you nor. 

Ophe* 

t 3J 
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TbeTntgemsf namicc 

Ophe. I was the more deceived. 

Ham. Get thee a Nuory : why would’ft thou be a breeder of 
finners? I am my fclf indifferent honeft,but yet I could accufe me 
offmh things, that it were better my Mother had not borfte meet 
I am very proud, reueogeful, ambitious, with more offences at my 
beck, then I haue thoghts toputthem in. imagination to giue the 
fhape,or time to a£t them in: what fhould fuch feliowes as I do 
crauling betweene Earth and Heauen? we are arrant Knaues, be* 
iieue none of vs. Go thy waies to a.Nunry, W'bei’s your father? 

Ophe. At home my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doers be (but vpon him, 

That he may play the foole no where but in’s owue houfe, • 
Farewell. 

Ophe. O helpe him you Tweet Heauens. 

Ham. If thou dooft mary, lie giue thee this plague for thy dow- 
ry, be thou as chad as Ice, 3 s pure as I'now, thou (bait not efcape 
calumny, get thee to a Nunry.farwell. Or if thou wilt needs mar- 
ry, marrie a foole, for wffemen know well enough what monflers 
you make of them : to a Nunry go, and quickly to, farwcll. 

Ophe. Heauenly powers reftore him. 

Ham. I haue heard.ofyour paintings well enough, God hath 
giuen you one Tice, and you make your felues another,you gig 8c 
amble, and you lift you nickname Gods creatures ,and makeyour 
wantonneffe ignorance; goto, lie nomorcon't, it hath made me 
mad, I fay we will haue no mo marriage, thofe that are married 
already, all but one fhallliue, the reft (ball kcepe as they are : to a 
Nunrie goe. Exit. 

Ophe. O what a noble mind is here othrowne! 

The Courtiers, Soldiers, Scholers,eic,toiigue,fword, 
Th’espe(^ation,3nd Rofe of the fair* date, 

The glaffeoffafhion,and the mould offorme, 

Th’obferu’d of all oblcruers, quite, quite downc. 

And I of Ladies moft deiefjt and wretched, 

That fuckt the hony of his Mufick vowes $ 

Now fee what noble and mod fouereigne rcafon 
Like Tweet bels iangled out of time, and hir(h. 

That vnmarcht forme, and ftatureof blowneyomh 
Blafted with escafic. O wo is me 
V haue (eenc what I haue fccnc, fee what I fee. Exit. 

Enter 
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Trince of Denmarke* 

Enter King and Polonm 

King, Loue : his affe&ions do not that Way tend. 
Nor what he fpake, though it lackt forme a little. 
Was not like madnes; there’s fomething in his foule 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And I doe doubt, thehatch and the difcolle 
Will be fome danger; which for to preuenr, 

I haue in quick determination 

Thus fet downe : he (hall with fpeed to England, 

For the demand of our negleefted Tribute, 

Haply rhe Seas, and Countries different, 

With variable obie&s (ball expel! 

This fomething fetled matter in his heart, 

. Whereoribis braines flill beating 
Puts him thus from faibion of himfelfe. 

What thinke yon on’t ? 

Pol.lt (ball doe well. 

But yet do I bclieue the origen & comencement of it 
Sprung from neglected loue : how now Ophelia? 

Ydu need not tell vs what Lord Hamlet faid, 

: We'heard it all : my Lord, doe as you pleafe, 

But if |you hold'it fit, after the play. 

Let, bis Queen-mother all alone intreat him 
To (how his griefe, let her be round with him, 

And He be plac'd (To pleafe you) in the eare 
Of ailchcir conference: if (he find him not. 

To England fend him : or confine him where 
Y our wi'fdome beft (ball thinke. 

It (ball be fo, 

Madnes ingreat ones mud not vnmatcht go. Exerm. 




Jiao! 



Enter Hamlet, and three of the P layers'. 

Ham. Speake the Ipeech I pray you as I pronounc'd if to you, 
trippingly on the tongue, but if you mouth it as many of our 
Players do, I had as hue theTown-crier fpoke rriy line s, nor doe 
not faw the aire too much with your hand thus',but vfeal gently, 
for in the very torrent temped, & as I may fay ,whirl wind of yc ur 
paffion you mtifi acquire and beget a temperrice, that may giue it 
fraoothne(Te,0 it offends me to to thefoule , tobcare arobufti r 

G on* 
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t be l ntgeate oj nanruct 

ous Perwig.patcdfello* icreapiTioo to totters, to verie rags, 
to fpleet the cares of the groundlings, who for the molt part are 
capable of nothing but in explicable dumbe fhe wes, and noife j I 
would haue fuch a fellow whipt for ore-doing Termagant, it out 
Herods, Herod , pi ay you auoid it. 

Play. I warrant your honour. 

Haw. Be nottoo tame neither, but let your own diferetion be 
your tutor, fute the aftion to the word , the word to the a&ion, 
with this fpeciallobfcruance, that you ore-llep not the modeftie 
of Nature: For any thing fo ore-done, is from thepurpofeof 
playing, whofe end both at firft, and now, was and is, to hold as 
twcrc the Mirrour vp to Nature, to fhe w vertue her feature;icorn 
” C j° w ” I,na § c * al, d *1* very age and bodic of the time his forme 
and preffure : Now this oucr-done, or come tardicofF though it 
makes the vnskilfull laugh, cannot but make the iudicious grieuc, 
thecenfureof which one muft in your allowance ore-weigh a 
whole Theater of others. O there be Players chat I hauefeen play 
and heard orhers praifd.and that highly.not to fpeakeit profane- 
ly,! at neither hauing th* accent of Christians , nor the gateof 
Chrijha r, Pagan, nor man,hauefo ftrutted & bellowed, that I haue 
thought fome of Natures Iournymen hadmadem n, andnot 
made them well, they imitated humanitiefo abominably. 

Play. I hope we haue reform’d that indifferently with rs. 

Ham. O reforme it altogether , and let thofe that play your 
Clowncs fpeake no more then is fet downe for them, for thcrebe 
of them that will themfelues laugh, to fet on fome quantitie of 
barraine Spe&acors tolaugh to, though in the meane time, fome 
neceflarie queftion of the play be then to be confidered:that’s vil- 
lanous, and fhewes a mofl pittifull ambition in the Foote that v~ 

, it : go make you readie. How now my Lord , will the Kine 
neare this piece of woikef b 

Enter Potanins, G uyldenfterne.and Rofenerata. 

Pol. And the Queene to, and that prefently, 

Ham. Bid the Players make haftc.Will you two help to haflen 
R»f. I my Lord. Exeunt thofe two. /<hem, 

Ham a What how, Horatio. Enter Herat, > 

Horn, Hecre lwcet Lord, at your feruice. 

Ham- Horatio, thou art ten as iull a mao 
As ere my coauerfation copt wishalL 

' Em 



LL 






Prince of Dcnmarke, 

Hora. O my deare Lord. 

Ham. Nay, do not thinke I flatter. 

For what aduancement may I hope from thee 

That no reuenue haft butrhy good fpirits 

To feed and doath thee, why fhould the poore be flaltred ? 

No let the candied tongue lick obfurd pompe. 

And crooke thepregnant hinges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fawning, doft thou hcare. 

Since my deare foule was Miftris of her choice, 

And could of men diftinguifh her ele&ion 
Shaih feald thee for her ielfe.for thou haft bio 
As one in fufferir.g all that fuffers nothing, 

A man that Fortunes buffets and rewards 
Haft cane with equall thanks; and bleft are thofe 
Whofe bloud and judgement are fo well comedled. 

That they are not a pipe for For; unes finger 
To found what flop fhe plcafe : giue me that man 
That isnotpaftionsflaue,and I will wcare bins 
In my hearts core, I in my heart of heart 
As I do thee. Something too much of this. 

There is a play to night before the King, 

One Scene of itcotr.es netrethe circumftance 
Which I haue told thee of my fathers death, 

I prethee when then feeft that Ada foot, 

Euen with the very comment of thy foule 
Obferuc my Vncle, if his occulted guilt 
Doe not itfelfc vnkenmll in one fpeech, 

It is a damned Ghoft that we haue feene. 

And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vttlcans ftithy; giue him hcedfnll note 
For I mine eies will riuet to his face. 

And after we will both our judgements ioyne 
In cenfure of his feeming. 

Hora. Well my Lord, , , 

If a fteale ought the whilft this Play is playing 
And fcape dcte&ed, I will pay the thefr. 

Enter Trumpets and Kettle Drnmutet t King, Queeue. 

Poionint .Ophelia, 

Em, They arceemming to the Play. I muft he id!e P 

© % Get 
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Set you a place. 

King. How fares our Cotfin Hamfet t . 

Ham. Excellent Ifalth. 

Of the Camclions difh, I eat the aire, 

Promif-crafln’d,you cannot feed Capons fo. > 

King* I hauc nothing with this anfwer Hamlet, 

Tbele words are not mine. 

Ham. No nor mine now my Lord. 

You playd once i'th the Vniuerfuie you fay, 

Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounted a good Aftor, 

Hatu. What did yoO enadf ? 

Pol. I did ena£t Iuliut Cafar, I was kild i’th Capital!, 

’Brutus kild me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill fo capital a calfe there. 
Be the Players readic? . 

Rof. I my Lord, they flay vpon your patience. 

Ger. Come hither my deare Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham . No good mother here’s mettle more attra&iue. 

Pol. 0,oh,doeyoumarkethat. 

Ham. Ladic (hall lie in your lap? 

Opbe. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrie matters? 

Ophe. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

//^•That’s a faire thought to lie between maids legs. 

Opbe. What is my Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Ophe. You are merrie my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 

Ophe. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God ! your onely Iigge-maker,what ihould a man do 
but be merrie, for looke you how cherefully my mother lookeSj 
and my father died within’s twohoures. 

Ophe. Nay, tis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long, nay then let the Deuill weare black, for He haue 
a Sure of Sables; O heauens, die two moneths ago, and not for- 
gotten yet, then there’s hope a great mans memoric may out-liue 
his life halfe a yeare,but ber Ladie a muft build Churches then, or 
elfe (hall a fuffer not thinking on, with the Hobby -horfe, whole 
Epitaph is, for O, for O, theHobby-horfe is forgot. 

J&fttCf 
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Prince o/Denmarke,, 

The Trumpets found. Dumbefowfolhwes. 

Enter a King and a Queene,the Quecne embracing bim,and he her , 
he tabes Mr vp, and declines his head vpon her necks, be lies him downe 
vpona banks officers, foe feeing him afiepe, leases him : anon comes 
it, another man, takes off hts Crown^ifes it, pours poyfon w thsjlespers 
eares and leaues him : the Qtteene returnee, finds the Ktngde*d s nuik*t 
paffionate achoo, the poy finer with fame three orfossre comes m againe, 
feem to condole with her ,1 he dead body is carried away, the poifoner woes 
the ffoeen with gifts, /he feems harfh awhile, but in the end accept lone, 

Oph. What roeanes this my Lord ? ; ^ ■ 

Ham. Marry it is munching Mallico, it mcancs mifeheitc. 

Oph. Belike this (how imports the argument of the Play. 

Ham. We (hall know by this fellow, Enter prologue. 

The Players cannot keepethey’le tell all. 

Ophe. Will a tell vs what this (how meant? 

Ha. I,or any (how that you will (how him, be not you afham’d 
to (ho w,beele not (hame to tell you what it meanes. 

Oph. You are naught,youare naught, Ilemarkc the Play. 

Prologue. Forvsandforour Trcgedy, 

Hccre (looping to your clemenci'e. 

We begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue or the pofie of a Ring ? 

Ophe. Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham. As womans loue. 

Enter K tng and Queerie. 

King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus Cart gone round 
Heptanes fait wafh, and T dlus orb’d the ground, 

And thirty dofen Moones with borrowed (lieene 
About the world haue times tweluc thirties bcene . 

Since Loue out hearts, and Hymen daft our hands 
Vnitecomutuall in moftfacred bands. 

JWe.So many iourneyes may the Sun and Moon 
Make vs againe count ore ere loue bd done. 

But woe is me you arc fo ficke of late, . 

So farre from cheere,and from yout former date. 

That I diftruft you, yet though I diftrult, 

Difcomfort you my Lord it nothing muft. r 
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I he 1 rd^edte of namiec : 

For women feare too much,euen as they loue. 

And womens feare and loue hold quantity, 

Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity,' 

Now what my Lord i« proofe hath madeyou know* 
And as my loue is ciz’d,my feare is fo. 

Where loue is great,tbe litled doubts are feare, 
Where little fears grow great, great loue gro w$ there . 

Kt*g % Faith I mult leaue thee loue, and (hortly to. 
My operant powers their fan&ions leaue to doe,, 

And thou (halt liue in this faire world behind, 
Honord, belou’d, and haply one as kind, 

For husband {halt thou. 

Quee. O confound the reft. 

Such loue mult needs be treafon in my bred, 

In fecond husband let me be accurd. 

None wed the fecond,but who kild the firft. 

The i pittances that fecond marriage moue 
Ate bafe refpe&s of thrift, but none of lcue, 

A fecond time] kill my husband dead. 

When fecond husband kiiTes me in bed. 

KingA do beleeue you think what now you (peak, 
But what we doe determine, oft we breake, 

Purpofe is but the (laue to memory, 

Of violent birth, but poote validity. 

Which now the fruit vnripe Hicks on the tree. 

But fall vnfhaken when they mellow be. 

Mod neceflaty tis that we forget 

To pay out felues whar to our fclues is debt. 

What to our felues in paflion we propofe. 

The pillion ending,doth the purpofe lole. 

The violence of either griefe or ioy. 

Their owne enna&ares with themfclues deflroy, 
Where ioy mod rcuels, griefe doth mod lament. 

Grief? ioy, ioy gnefes,on (lender accedenr. 

This world is not for aye,nor tis not drange. 

That euen our loues (hould with our fortuns change. 
For tis a queition left vs yet to proue, 

Whet her i oue lea i fortune, or elfe fortune loue. 

The great man duwnc,yoti marks his fauoutite flies, 
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Ham. That’s 
wormwood. 
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Fmceo] uer marfee. 

The poore aduanccd makes friends of enemies. 

And hethertoo do. h Iprie on fortune tend, 

For who not need*;{b 11 neuet lack a friend. 

And vehojn^vant a hollow friend dothtry, 

Dfre&ly feafons himhis enemy. 

But orderly to end whete I begun, 

Our wills and fates do fo contrary ruri 
That our deuiccs dill are ouerthrowne, 

Our thoughts arc ours, their ends none of our own?, 

So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed. 

But dy thy thoughts when thy fit d Lord is dead. 

jgwee.Nor earth to me giue food.nor heauen ligh*j 
Sport and repele lock from me day and night, 

To defperation tu-nc my trud arid hope, 

And Anchors cheere in prifoo be my fcope. 

Each oppofiir that blanks the face of toy. 

Meet what I would haue well, and it dedroy, 

Both here and hence purfue me lading drife, 

If once 1 be a widdow,eucr 1 be wife. 

Xmg. Tis deeply fworne.fwect leaue me hearea while. 
My fpirits grow dull and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with deep, 

Quee. Sleep rock thy brain. 



H*»<tf(hc{houIc$ 
break it now? 



Ham. Maddam.how like you this Play? 

Quee. The Lady doth proteft too. much me thinks® 

Ham. O but fhee’te keep her word. 

Xing. Haue you heard tjie argument? is thfcre no offence in't ? 

Ham. No, no, they do butied, poifbn in Left, nb offence i\b 

King. What do you call the Play ? (world. 

Ham. The Moufetrap , mary how tropically, this Play is the 
Image of amurihcr done in Vienna, Gonzuago isthe Dukes name® 
his wife Baptifla, you (hall fee anon, tis a knauifh piece of work, 
but what ofthat ? your Maiedy and we (hall haue free foules, it 
touches vs not , let he gauled lade winch , our withers ate vn> 
wrung. This is one Lucidmu, Nephew to the King. 

Enter Luciauut . 

Oph. You areas good as a Choru* my Lord. 

Ham. I could interpret between* you and your loue 

... - .. ! -• jf 
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The Tragfdk o/H'affilefc 

If I could fee the puppies Rallying. 

Opbe. You arc keenc my Lord, you arekeene. 

Ham. It would coft you a groning to take off mine edge 
Opb • Still better and worfe. & 

Ham. So you miftake your husbands. Begin murtherer, leaue 
thy damnable races and begin , come, the crokingRauen doth 
bellow for reuenge. 

ri2* Thou S hts b,ack > apt, drugs fit and time agreeing, 

Confideratcfealbn,els no creature feeihgi 6 6 

Thou mixture ranke,of midnight weeds collected 
With Hecats ban thri<e blafted,thrice infected ' 

Thy naturalifrnagickeiahdjduepropmie^ •: 

On wholcfome life vfurps immediately* 

P °- f ° nS him forhis eftate.his names 

f * ? ry 18 f Xtant written in very choice.' /M^.yotofhall 

ce * n ° n Ilf W ! hc mu " bcrcI 'g £rts tbe loue of GohxxMetyi'tfi. i 
Opb. The King, riles. .La; bntf-w , r ’ ,, » , 

HowRirea my Lord;? n i/hi/ - . ;V jrY 

'Giufc ore the Play. jb 
Ki»g+ giueme fome Jight^awsy. 

St L Wh V i?r 8h h ‘’ M ** k *’* il ** 

Sorfomemuft watch whihtlbjnemufi^eepe r T, 

® ' e »»‘ t «hflwftdfoy, fe««waBr^Tiftk^khmeiwith P Tobincial 
siif^B^^wHUbonriioq i n - on ■ , . 

Toxthpu deft know oh^^deere^b - ' : , , V 

-*"* tpstn , qsralii .■•■■- s : r ’^v* . 

, Atwjnvwytprfwrkyi s ri - ,n. - 11 .-.<.1 fo 7 tU ;, • a>r' ‘ 

** ^wfe?iYcannrigh*batfe rim'd. 

pound. Did^ptJiceaoe? , - Vn. t , • 33 ®f*™ 
Hora. Very well my Lorch y* 3. 

- H*. Vpon the talfce of the poifoning. ' 

1 very well note hto> 

Ham. 
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Prince »/Denmarfce.' 

f&w.Ah ha, come fome mufique,come the Recorder* 
Forifthe King like not the Comodie, ' 

Why then belike he likes it not perdie, 

Come,fome mufique. 

Enter Rtfencraus.Guyldenflerne. 

<?«.Good roy Lord,Toutfafe me a word with vott 
Ham. Sir a whole hiftorie. 

<?«r4TheXing fir. 

Ham. I fir, what of him ? 

GhjI. Is in his retirement meruailous diflempred. 

Ham. With drinke fir? 

Guj/.No my Lord, with choller. 

Ham. Y our wifedome Ihould fhew it felfe more richer to fig- 
mfiethis to the Doflor, for , for me to put him to his purgation. 

Would perhaps plunge him into more choller. 

(W.Good my Lord put your difeourfe into fome frame, 

And Itare not fo wildly from my affaire. 

Ham . I am tame fir, pronounce, 

Gttjl. The Queene your mother in moft great affliaion offpi. 
lit, hath lent me to you, * 

Ham. You are welcome, 

't - Gu l ] 5 * * y , 6 r° d my Lord * this curtcfic is not o<*the right breed, 
jf it (hall pleafe you to make me a wholfome anfwer , I will do 
your mothers commandement , if not, your pardon and mv re- 
turne, fhall be the end of bufineffe, yrC 

Ham.S'it I cannot. 

Ref. What my Lord. 

Ha . Make you a whoifome anfwer, my wits difeafd.bi.t fir fuch 
anfwer as I can make, you fhal command ,or rather as you fav my 

m °i h ?Ti! CrCf k rC nf ^° 1C,but l ? thc maucr » ,r, y mother you fay. 

Ref. Then thus jhefaies,yourbehauionr hath Brooke her into 
amazement and admiration. nto 

Ham. O wonderfoll fonne that can fo ftonifl, a mother* bu* I. 

yi «, or i q ?" u, v heh ;" K ° r,hit 

Rof % My Lord you ooce did louc meo 
Ham* And doe foil by thefe picker* and Hcftlegio 

- H . m 
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The T ragtdie e/'Hamlet 

Xof, Good my Lord, what is your caufe of diftemper , you do 
fordy bar the doore vpon your owne liberty, if you deny your 
griefes to your friend. 

Ham. Sir I lack aduancement. 

Ref. How can that be when you haue chevoyceof the King 
himfclfe for your fuccefii on in Denmark*. 

Enter the Plajers with Recorders. 

Ham. I fir, but wile thegraffe grows, the prouerb is fotmhiag 
mufty, oh the Recorders, let me fee one, to withdraw with you, 
why do you go about to reeouer the wind of me, as if you would 
driue me into a toyle ? 

Gu.O my lord if my duty be too bold, my loue is too vnmanerly 
Ham.l do not well vndcrftand that, will you play vpon this pipe > 
Guyl . My lord I cannot. 
tfdw.Iprayyou. 

G«;/.Beleeue me I cannot. 1 >o 

Ham.l befeech you. 

Gml. I know no touch of it tny Lord. . , e 

Ham.lt is as eafie as lying:gouern thefc ventages with your fin* 
gers, 8c the thumb giue it breath with your mouth, and it w: 1 dif- 
courfe moft eloquent inufique,look you,thefe are the Hops. 

CjHjl. But thefe cannot I command to any vtrance o. harmony,. 

1 haue not the skill. ... , e 

Ham. Why look you now how vnworthy a thing you make ©t 
me, you would play vpon me, you would feem to know my Hops,, 
you would pluck outthe heart of my myfterie , you wouldfound 
me from my loweftnoteto my compaffe, and there is much mu- 
fique, excellen t voice in this little organ , yet cannot you make it 
fpeak s’blood do you think I am eafier to be plaid on then, a pipe, 
call roe what Inftrument you will, though you fret me not, you 
cannot play vpon me. God bit fie you fir. 

Enter Polonim . 

Pel. My Lord,the Queen would fpeak with you, and prefcntly, 
Ha.Do you feeyonder cloud that's almoftin (hape of a Camel? 
/V.By’th mafic and tis like a Camel! indeed. 

Ham. Me thinks it t islike a Wczell.. 

‘Po/.It is black like a WezclL 
Ham.Ot like a Whqle* 

MVorUbiflMk. 



P l/Uftes /y eitrC' 2 J> 




Prince of Deamarfcc. 

Ham.Then I will come to my mother by and by. 
They fool me to the top of my bent, I wil come by Sc by, 
Leaue me friends. 

I will, fay fo. By and by is eafily faid, 

Tis now the very witching time of night, 

When Church-yards yawne, and hell itfelfe breaks ©uc 
Contagion to this world : now could I drink hot blood. 
And do fuch bufinefieas the bitter day 
Would quake to lookeon : foft,now to my mother, 

0 heart loofe not thy nature ! let not euer. 

The foule of Hero enter this firme boforne • 

Let me be cruell,not vnnaturall, 

1 will fpeak dagger to her,but vfe none. 

My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites. 

How in my words fomeuer (he be fhent, 

To giue them feales neuer my foule confent. gx&nkt. 



Enter KingfRf>fencraus t and Gnjldenfierne. 

King, I like him not,nor (lands it fafe with vs 
Tolet his madnefle range,therefore prepare you, 

Iyourcommifiion will forthwith dilpatch, 

And he to England. (hall along with you, - 

The termes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazard fo neer’s as doth hourtly grow, 

Outofhisbrowes. 

Guyl. We will our felues prouide. 

Mod holy and religious feare it is 
To keep thofc many many bodies fafe 
That Hue and feed vpon your Maiefiy, 

Rof. The (ingle and peculier life is bound. 

With all the flrength and armour of the mind 
To keep it fclfe from noyance,but much more 
That fpirit,vpon whofe weale depends and refts 
The Hues of many, the cefle of Maiefiy 
Dies not alone ; but like a gulfe doth draw 
What's neere it, with it, or it is a maffie wheele 
Fixt on the fomnet of the higheft mount. 

To whofe huge (pokes, ten thouland ltfler things 
Arc morteift and adioynd, which when it falls, 

“ . 2 Eau» 
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77;e Tmgedie of Hamlet 

Each fmall annexment.pctic confequence 
Attends the boittrousraine,ncuer alone 
Did the King figh,but a genet all growne. 

King. Artnc you l pray you to this fpeedie voiage, 
For we will fetters put about this fcare 
Which now goes to free-footed, 

Kof. We will haft vs. Exeunt.Gent. 

Enter Volonwi . 

Pol. My Lordjhe’s going to his mothers clofcr. 
Behind the Arras Tie conuay my felfe 
To here the proffeffejTle warrant fhee’le tax him home. 
And as you faid, and wifely was it faid, 

Tis meet that fome more audience then a mother. 

Since nature makes them partiall.fhould ore-hcarc 
The fpeech of vantage ; fare you wcllmy Leigc, 
lie call vpon you ere you goc to bed. 

And tell you what I know. Exito 

King, Thanks deere my Lord. 

0 my offence is rankest fmels to heauen. 

If hath the primall elcldl curfe vppont ; 

A brothers murther, pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as lharp as will,. 

My (Ironger guilt defeats my ftrong intent, 

And like a man to double bufinefle bound, 

1 (land in paufe where I fhall firft begin,; 

And both neglcft twhacifthis.curfed Hand 
Were thicker then it felfe wii h brothers blood. 

Is there not rains enough in t he fwe.et Heauens. 

To wafh it white as fnow ? whereto femes mercie 
But to confront the vifageof offence ? 

And what’s in praicr but this two fold force, 

To be forcftrllcd ere we come roral!. 

Or pardon being downe, then Tic looke vp. 

My faults is pall, but oh 1 what forme of praier 
Can ferue my turne ? forgiue me my foule murther 
That cannot be fince I am ftil poffctl 
Of thofe affeftsfor which I did the murther ; 

My Crovwic, mine oyvne ambition, and my Quecne^ 

l Q 6 /ro 
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Pr/W e/'Denmarke. 

May one be pardoned and retaineth’offencc ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world. 

Offences guided hand may (how by iuflice. 

And oft tis feenc the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the Law, but tis not fo aboue. 

There is no fhuffling, there the a diion lies 
In his true nature, and we our fclues compeld 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults! 

'To giue in euidence : what then, what refts ? 

Try what repentance can,wbat can it not, 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched liatc, O bofome blacke as death} 

O limed foule, that firugling to be free. 

Art more ingaged ! helpe Angles make affay. 

Bow (lubbornc knees and heart with firings’ of (leek: 
Be foftras linn ewes of the new borne babe,, 

All may be well. 

Enter Hamlet. 



Ham. Now might Ido it, but now a is a prayings 
And now He doo’t, and fo a goes to heauen. 

And fe am I reuenged, that would be fcand 
A villaine kilsmy father, and for tbar, 

1 bis foie fonne, do this fame villaine fend 
To heauen. 

Why, this is bafe and filly.— — — not reuendge, 

A tooke my father grofly, full of bread, 

Withall his crimes broad blowne,as fliifti as May, 
And how his Audit (lands who knowes faue heauen, ; 
But in our circumftance and courfe of thought, 

Tis heauie with him : and am I then reuendged 
To take^m in the purging of his foule. 

When he is fit and feafoned for his paffage ? 

No, 

Vp Sword, and know thou a more horrid hent, 

When he is drunke ; a fleepe, or in his rage, 

Or in th’incdliouspleafure of his bed, 

At game, a I wearing, or about fome aft 
That has no rclhfh of faluation in’e. 
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The Trqgfdk o/Hanalet 

Then trip him that his hede mas kick at beauen, 

And that his foule may be as damod and blaeke 
As hell whereto it goes; my mother ftayes. 

This Phyfick but prolongs thy fickly dayes. Exit 

King. My words flie vp,my thoughts rentainc below 
Words without thoughts neuerto hcauen go. Exit 

■■ 

Enter Gertrard and Polontm. 

Veto* A will come ftraic,look you lay home to him, 

Tell him his pranks haue bin too broad to beare with,* 

And that your grace hath force n’d and flood betweenc 
Much heat and him, He fikiice me euen heere. 

Pray you be round. 

Enter Hamlet, 

Gw. lie waite you,feare me not. 

Withdraw, I heare him comming. 

Ham. Now mother, what's the matter? 

Ger. Hamlet , thou haft thy father much offended. 

Ham. Mother you haue my father much offended. 

Ger. Come, come, you an fwer wi th an idle tongue. 

Ham. Go go,you qtieftion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlet ? 

Ham, What’s the matter now ? 

Ger. Haue you forgot me? 

Ham. No by Rood not fo. 

You are the Queene,yoqrhusbands brothers wife, 

And would it were not fo, you are my mother. ’ 

Ger. Nay, then lie fet chofe to you that can fpeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fit you downe,you fhall not boi 
You go not till I fet you vpaGlafle 
Where you may fee the moft part of you. 

Gw.What wilt thou de,thou wilt not murtherme? 

Helpe hoe. 

Polo. What hoe helpe. 

Ham. How now, aRat,dead for a Duckat.dead. 

Pel. O I am flaine. 

Ger. O me, what haft thou done ? 

Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King.? 

/ y treunL U A & \ 



Trince o/Deomarke. 

Ger. O what a rafh and bloudie;d*ed is this. 

Ham. A bloudie deed,almoft as bad good mother 
As kill a King, and marrie with his bfotber. 

Gw. As kill a King. - r! . 

Ham. I Lady it was my word. 

Thou wretched, rafh, intrudingiFoolefarwell, : 

I tooke thee for thy better, take, thy fortune, 

Thou find’ft to be too bufie is fome danger. 

Leaue wringing of your hands,peace fit you downe. 

And let me wring your heart, for folfhall i 

If it be made of penetrable ftuffe. 

If damned cuftomc haue nor brafd it foj 
That it be proofe and bulwarke againft fence. 

Ger. What haue I done, that thou dar’ft wagge thy tongue 
In noife fo rude againft me ? 

Ham. Such an aft , 

That blurres the grace and blufh of modeftie, 3 

Cals venue Hypocrite, takes of the Rofc 
From the faire forehead of an innocent loue, 

And fets a blifter there, makes marriage vowes 
As falfe as Dicers oathes. Oh fuch a deed J 
As from the body ofcontraftion plucks 
The very foule : and fweet Religion makes 
A rapfodie of words; heauens face does glow 
Ore this folidiry and compound maffe 

Wi th heated vifage, as againft the doomc 
Is thought-fick at the aft. 

Qnee. Ay me wha t aft ? 

Ham. That roresfolowd and thunders in the Index. 

looke here vpon this Pifture, and on this, 

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers. 

See what a grace was feated on his brow, 
carIes the front of lorn himfelfc, 

Aneie like Mare to threaten and command, 

A ftation like the Herald Merenrie, 

New lighted on a heaue, a killing hill, 

A combination and forme indeed. 

Where euery God did feeme to fet his ftale 
To giue the world affurance of a man, 
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This was your husband, look ybu now what folloWes, 
Ueere is your husband like a mil-dewed cafe, 

Blafting his wholfome brother rhaue you eies > 

Could you on this faire Mountaine leaue to feed 
And batcon on this Moore ; ha, haue you eies f ... 

You cannot call it loue, forat your age 
The heyday in the bloudis tame, it’s humble. 

And waits vpon the judgement, and whatiudgement 
Would ftep from this to this ? fence lure you haue 
Elfe could you not haue motion, but fure that fence 
Is appoplext, formadneffe would noterre 
Nor fence to extalie was neere fo thral’d 
But it releru’d fome quantitie of choice 
To ferue in fuch a difference. WbatDeuill waft 
That thus hath cofond you at hodman-blind ? 

Eies without feeling, feeling witheut light, 

Eares without hands, or cies,fmel!ing fance all. 

Or but a fickly part of one true fence 

Could not fo mope. Oh ihame ! where is thy blulh ? 

Rebellious hell. 

If thou canft mutine in a Matrons bones, 

To flaming youth, let vertue be as wax 
'And melt in her owne fire, proclaime no fhame 
When the compulftue ardure giues the charge. 

Since froft it felfe as a&iuely doth burne. 

And reafon pardons will. 

Cjcr. O Hamlet fpeake no more, 

Thou turn’ll my very eies into my foule. 

And there I fee fuch black and grieued fpots 
As will leaue there their tin&. 

Ham. Nay but to \iue 
In the rankc fweat of an inceftuous bed 
Stewed in corruption, honying and making loue 
Ouer the naftie flic. 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 

Thefe words like Daggers enter in my eares 
No more fweet Hamlet. 

Hum. A murtherer and a villaine, 

A flaue that is not twcntich part the kyth. 
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w &ritKe®f>D$n markc. 3 

Ofyour precedent Lord, a vice of Kings, 

A Cuc-purfe of the Empire and the rule. 

That from a Ihelfe the precious Diadem ftole 
And put it irfhis pocket. 

5 _ , Enter GhoUK 

Ham. A King offhreds and patches, 

Saue me and houcr ore me with your wings 

vvoul<i your > 

T^r.P OC ^ OU n0t come y our tardie fonne to chide 
That lap ft m time and paffion lets goe by 

T UTn nt,ain r g ofyour dre3d comm and. O fay f 
.VGboft. Doe not forget : this rotation 7 

Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 

But Ioofce, amazement on thy mother fits, 

O ftep betweene her, and her fighing foule » 

Ham. How is it with you Ladie ? 

, ^ er ‘ Alaffe how i’ft with you ? 

That you doe bend your eie on vacancies 

And wuh th mcorporall aire do hold difcourfe, 
forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peepe, 

Yo1k £ 3 fl fu Ping ?? U,dicrs in th’alarme^ 

Your beaded haue like life in excrement* 

Vn V if a L nd ftand j « n end ! ° 8 cnt le fonne ! 

V pon the heate and flame of thy diftemper 

Sprinkle coolc patience, whereon do you looke> 

Hi. fom ; e ? n n j 5,m V° n him ’ ,O0ke yeu h °w Pale he gleres 
wlfZ r d r Cc CO "\ oyncd » preaching to floncs 

Would make them capable, do not looke fpon J 

Left with th.spittious a6Hon you conuert " * ’ 

My fterne effcas, then what I haue to doe 
Will want true colour, teares perchance for bloud. 

Ger. To whom doc you fpeake this ? 

Ham, Doc you fee nothing there ? 

G,r. lathing at all.yet all cha, is there I fee. 

Ham* Nor didyou nothing heare? 

Ger. No, nothing but our fclues. 

Haml 

: _ , -l. 
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The Trdgmeo ; nwww • .• 

Ham. Why lookc you there, looke how it fteiles away. 

My father in his habit as he liu’d, , 

Looke where he goes, euen now out at the portall. Extt Gtyf> 
Ger. This is the coynage of your bratne, 

This bodilefle creation, extalie is very cunning m 

HamMy pulfe as yours doth temperatly keepe tune. 

And makes as healthfull mufick, it is not madneffe 
That I haue vttred, bring me to the teft. 

And the matter will re word, which madneffe 
Would gambole from, Mother for loue of grace. 

Lay notfiiac flattering vn&ion to your foule 
That not your trefpafle but my madncffe fpeakes. 

It will but skin and filme the vlccrous place, 

Whilesranke corruption mining all within 
Infers vnfeene : confeffe your felfe to heauen. 

Repent what*s paft, auoid what is to come, 

And doe not fp read the compoft on the weeds 
To make them ranker, forgiue me this my vertue. 

For in the fatneffe of thefe purfie times 
Vertue it felfe of vice mu^ft pardon beg, 

Yea curbe and wooe for leaue to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamlet ! thou haft cleft my hart in twaine, 

Ham 7 O throw away the worfer part of it. 

And leaue the purer with the other halfe. 

Goodnight, but goe not to my Vncles bed, 

Aflume a vert ue if you haue it nor. 

That monfter cuftome, whaall fence doth eater 
Of habits Deuill, is Angell yet in this 
That to the vfe of a&ions faire and good. 

He like wife giues a Frock or Liuerie 
That aptly is put on to refraine night. 

And that fliall lend akind of eafinefle 
To the next abftinence, thenext more eafie s 
For vfe almoft can change the ftampe of nature. 

And matter the Deuill, or throw him out 

With wondrous potencie ;once more good night, 

And when you are defirous to be bleit, 

lie bleffing beg of you, for this fame Lord 

I doe repent j but heauen hath pleas'd it f© ^ 
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tPrinceof Denmarfce. 

To punifla me with this, and this with me. 

That I muft be their fcourge and minifter, 

I will beftow him and will anfwer well 
The d each I gaue himj fo againe good night 
I muft be crucll onely to be kind. 

This bad begiris, and wotfe remaines behind. 

One word more good Ladie. 

Ger. Wbacfliall I doe ? 

Ham. Not this by no meanes that I bid you doe, 

Let the blowt King tempt you agarne to bed. 

Finch wanton on your cheeke, call you his Moufe, 

And let him for a paire of reechie kifles, 

Orpadlingin your nceke with his damn’d fingers. 

Makeyou to rouelj all thismatterout 
That I cflentially am not in madneffe, 

But road in craft, t’werc good you let him know. 

For who that’s but a Queene, faire, fober, wife, 

Would from a paddack, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such deere conferuings hide, who would doe fo. 

No, in defpight of fence and fecrecie, 

Vnpeg the basket on the houfes top, 

Lee the birds flie, and like the famous Ape, 

To try eonclu:- ons in the basket creepe, 

And breakeyour owne necke downe. 

Ger. Be thou aflur’d, if words be made of breath. 

And breath of life, I haue no life to breath 
What thou haft laid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England, you know that, 

Ger. Alack I had forgot. 

Tis fo concluded on. 

E^amJT her s letters feald,& my two fchool-fcllowes, 

• Whom I will truft as 1 will Adders fang’d. 

They beare the Mandate .they muft fweepemy way 
And marfhall me to knauery : let it workc, 

For tis the fportto haue the Enginer 
Hoift with his ownepetar, an’t (hall goe hard 
But I will deJue one yard below their mines. 

And blow them at the Moone : O tis mod fweet 
When in one line two crafts dire&ly meet, 

“ — — 1 * • __ This 
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'I be l rageateoj namies 

This man (hall fet me packing, 
l ie lugge the guts into the neighbour roome ; 

Mother good night indeed, this Couofailer 
I* now moft ftill.moft fecret,and moft graue, 

VVho was in life a moft foolilh prating knaue.; 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good niglu mother. Exit. 

* v - ; „ T\ ^ 

Enter King, and Queene.with Rofencraus 
and Guyldenflerne. 

King. There’s matter in thefe fighes,thefe profound heaues 
Youmufi tranflate.tis fit we vndetftan.d them, 

VVhcre is your fonne ? 

Gert. Beftowth'isplaceonvsalitile while. 

Ah mine ownc Lord, what hauc I feene ton ght ? 
.KV#g.VVhat Gertard, how dooes Hamlet ? 

Gert. Mad as the fea aod wmd when both contend 
Which is the mightier in his lawlcffe fit. 

Behind the Arras hearing fome thing ftir, 

Whips out his Rapier, cryeis a Rat, a Rat, 

And in this brainilh apprehenfion kills 
The vnfecne good old man. 

King. O heauy deed ! 

It had btenefo with vs had we bin there. 

His libertic is full of threats to all, 

To you your felfe,to vs, to euery one, 

Alas, how fhah this bloody deed be anfwei’d ? 

It will be laid'to vs.whofe prouidence 

Should haue kept (hort,reftrain’d,and out ofhaunt 

This mad young manjbut fo much was our loue, 

We would notynderftand what was moll fit, 

But like the owner of a foule difeafe 
To keep it from divulging.let it feed 
Euen on the pith of life : where is he gone ? 

Gert. To draw apart the body he hath kild. 

Ore whom, his very madneffe like lomc ore 
Among a minerall ofmettals bafe, 

Showes it felfe pure, a weeps for what is done* 

King. Gertrud , come away, 
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<Prince o/Denmarke.' 

The Sun no fooner (ball the mountaines touch. 

But we willfhip him hence, and this vile deed 

We mu ft with all our Maieftie and skill Enter 'Erf. and Guild 

Both countenance and excufe. H oGaylden(lerne, J ' ' ° 

Friends both, go ioyne you with fome further ayd, - 

Hamlet in madneffe hath Poloniue flaine, * 1 

And from his mothers dofet hath he drag’d him. 

Go fecke him out fpeakefaireand bring the body 
Into the Chappell ; I pray you haft in this, 

Come Gertrard, wce’le call vp our wifeft friends, ' / 

And let them know both what we meahe to do 
And whats vntimely done, 

Whofc whifper ore the worlds Diameter, 

As leuell as the Cannon to his blank, 

Tranfports his poyfoned fhor,may miffe our name. 

And hit the woundleffc ayre, O come away. 

My foule is full of difeord and difmay. Exeunt . 

Enter Hamlet ,Rofencr aut and others, 

Ha. Safely ftowd,but foftly,what noife,who calls on Hamlet ? 

O here they come. 

Kef. What haue you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with duft whereto it is kin. 

Rof Tell vs where tis that we may take it thence. 

And Scare it to the Chappell. 

Ham. Do not belceuo it. 

Rof. Beleeuewhat? 

Ham. That I can keep your counfaile and not mine owne be. 

Tides to be demanded of a fpunge , what replication fhould be 
made by the lonnc of a King. 

Rof Take you me for a fpunge my Lord ? 

Ha. I fir, that fokes vp the Kings countenance, his rewards his 
authorities, but fuch Officers do the King beft feruice in the end 

» e k?ar "I'' a , n a PP Ic , in the corner of his iaw,firft mouth’d 
to be laftfwallo wed when he needs what you haue gleand it is 
but fqeefing yon,and fpunge you (hall be dry againe. ' 

J<oJ. I vnderltand you not my Lord. 

HamA am glad of it, a knauifli fpeech fleepsin a foolifh earc? 
n to the King. rd ' y ° U '' %S Wheie lhebod y is ? and go with 

v 3 Hamlet 
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Exeunt, 



* Enter King, and two or three. 

Kin%. I haue fent to fcek him, and to find the body, 

How "dangerous is it that this man goes loofe, 

Yet muft not we put the ftrong Law on him, 

Hee’s lou’d of the diftra<fted multitude. 

Who like not in their judgement, but their eyes. 

And where tis fo,th*offenders feourge is wayed 
But neuer the offence ; to bcareall fmooth and cuen, 

This fuddaine fending him away muft feem 
Deliberate paufe, difeafes defperategrowne. 

By defperate apply ance are relieu’d 
Or not at all. 

Enter Rofeneraut and ad the reft. 

King. How now, what hath bcfalne ? 

Rof Where the dead body is beftow’d my Lord 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he? 

Rof. Without my Lord, guarded to know your plealurc. 

Kino. Bring him before vs. 

Rof. Hoe, bring in the Lord. They Enter . 

King. Now Hamlet, where’s olonitu ? 

Ham. Atfupper. 

Ktng. Atfupper where . 1 . 

Hafaoi where he eates,but where he is eaten, a certain conuo- 
cation of politick worms are een at himtyour worme is your only 
Emperout for dy«, Wc&filU t e,n.r«.lfetofat«, andweta 
out feint. for m.ggocs.yout fat King & your leane Beggar te but 
variable feruice, two diffics but to one table, that s the ena. 

King. Alaffc,alafle. . , c 

Ham.h man may fi(h with the worme that hath eat ot a King, 

eat of the fifh that hath fed of that worme. 

Kino. What doft thou meane by this? 

V Ham. Nothing but to (hew you how a King may go a£ 0 - 
24 /hrur, fcy iJurtvrx-*' ^ 
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I trineg o/'Denmarke. 

grefle through the guttes of a Beggar. 

King. Where is Poloniw f 

Ham. In heauen.fend chether to fee, if your meffenger find him 
not there, feeke himi’th other place your felfe, but if indeed you 
find him not within this moneth, you ftnll nofe him. as you go vp 
the ftaires into the Lobby. 

King. Go leek him there. 

Ham. A will Hay till you come. 

King. Hamlet this deed for thine efpeciall fafety 
Which we doe tender, as wedeerly grieue 
For that which thou haft done, muft fend thee hcncet 
Therefore prepare thy felfe j 
TheBarkeis readie.and the wind at help, 

Th’affotiats tend, and euery thing is bent 
For England, 

Ham. For England. 

King. I Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King. Soisitifthouknew’ftourpurpofes? 

Ham. I fee a Cherub that fees them, but come fot England s 
Farewell deere mother. 

King. Thy louing father Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother, father and mother is man and wife, 

Man and wife is one flefti, fo my mother : 

Come for England. Exit. 

King. Follow him at foot, 

Tempt him withfpeed abourd, 

Delay it not, lie haue him hence to night. 

Away,for euery thing is feald and done 
Thac els leanes on the affaire, pray you make baft. 

And England if my loue thou bola’ft at ought. 

As my great power thereof may giue thee fence. 

Since yet thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red. 

After the Danifti Sword, and thy free awe 
Paies homage to vs, thou maift not coldly fee 
Our Souer aigae proceffe,' which imports at full 
By letters congruing to that effe& 

The prefent death of Hamlet, do it England, 

For like the He&ick in my blood he rages, 

. And 
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And thou muft cure me till I know tis done. 

How ere my haps, my ioyes will neere begins 

Enter Forttnbrajfe with bit Armie oner the Stage . 

Fortin. Go Captaine, from me greet the Dawfi King' 
Tell him, that by his licence Fdrtinbrafe ® 

Craues the conueyance ofa promis’d march 
Ouer his Kingdome, you know the rendezuous, 

If that his Maicfty would ought with vs 
We fhall cxprefTc our duty in his eye, * 

And let him know fo. 

Cap. I willdoo’tmyLord. 

Fortin. Go foftly on. 

tt r> a r Hamlet, Rofencram, &c. 

Ham. Good fir whofe powers are thefe? 

Cap. They are of Norway fir. 

Ham. Howprepofd fir Iprayyou ? 

Cap, Againft fome part oi Poland. 

Ham. Who commands them fir ? 

Cap. The Nephew to old Norway, Fortin&rajfe. 

Ham. Goes i t againft the maine of Toland&t ? 

Or for lome frontire ? 

Cap. Truly to fpeakc,and with no addition. 

We goe to game a little patch of ground l' 

That hath in it no profit but the name 
T o pay flue duckets, due I would not farme it ? 

Now will ityeeld to Norway or the Pole 
A ranckcrrate,fhould it be fould in fee. 

Ham. Why then the Pollacke neuer wiji defend it. 

Cap. Yes it is already garifond. 

J f ° th ?ufand foules and. twenty thoufand duckets 
Will not debate thequeftion of this draw. 

This is th’impoftume of much wealth and peace. 

That inward breakes^nd fihewes no caufe without 
' Why the man dies. I" hiimbiy thanke you fir. 

Cap. God buy you fir. 

Rof. Wil’t pleafe you goe.my Lord ? 

Ham. Tie be with ^. ftr ? igbt,go a little before: 

How alloccafions do informe againft me, 



And 
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And fpur my dull reuenge. What is aiman 
If his chiefe good and market ofhis time 
Be but to deep and feed,a beaft.oo more : 

Sure he that made vs with fuch large difeourfe 
Looking before and after, gaue vs not 
That capability and God-like rcafon 
To full in vs rnus’d.now whether it be 
Beftiall obliuion,or fome crauen fcruple 
Ofthinking too precifely on th’cuent, 

A thought which quartered hath but one part wifdome 
And euer three parts coward I do not know 
Why yet 1 line to fay this thing’s to doe * 

Sith I haue caufe and will and ftrength,and meanes 
To doo ^examples groffe as earth exhort me, 

VVitneffe this Army of fuch made and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince 
Whofe Ipirit with diuine ambition pufc 

Makes mouthes at the inuifible euent, * 

Expofing what is mortall,and vnfurc, * 

To all thatfortune,death and danger dare, 

Euen for an Egge-ihell, Rightly to be great. 

Is not to ftir without great argument 
Butgreatly to find quarrell in a ftraw * 

Whenhonour‘sattheftake.HowftandIthen 

That haue a father kild, a mother ftaind, 
excitements of my reafon,and my blood. 

And let all deep, while to my fhame I fee 
The iminent death of twenty thoufand men. 

That for a fantafie and trick of fame 
Go to their graues like beds,fight for a plot 

vJu- e u the numbers cannot try the caufe. 

Which is not tombe enough and continent 
To'hidtthe daine.O irom this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit. 

n ¥ Her f io >p ertrar ^da Gentleman. 

Qnee.l will not (peak with her* 

Gen. She is importunate. 

Indeed diftra<ft,her mood will needs be piuied, 

K 
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7 be l fflgeate of naimsc — 

j£?#g*.What would (he haue ? 

Gent. She fpcaks mudi of her Father, faye* (he heare$ > i 
There’s tricks i’ch world, and hcms,and beats her heart* 

Spumes enuioufly at ftrawes, (peaks things in doubt 
That carry but halfe fence, her fpeeeh is nothing, 

Yet the vn(haped vfe of it doth moue 
The hearers to collection, they yawne at it, 

And botch the words vp fit to their owne thoughts, 

Which as winks and nods,and geftures yeeld them, 

Indeed would make one thinke there might be thought 
Though nothing furegret much vnhappily. 

Hora.Vwac good fhe were fpoken with, for (he may fire w 
Dangerous coaie.&utes in ill-breedingmindes, 

Let her come in. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Quee. ‘To my (ickcfoule, as fins true nature is, 

‘Each toy feemes prologue to fome great amide, 

‘So full ofartleffe icaloufie is guilty. 

*It fpills it felfe a in fearing to be fpilt. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous Maiefty oi Denmark] 

Quee* How now Ophelia, feejlngs, ^ 

Ophe. How fhould I you* true loue know from andtherone*,. 
By his cockle hat and ftaffc,aod his Sendall fhoone. 
^w.Alaffefweet Lady, what imports this fong ? 

Oph. Say you,nay pray you marke, 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone, Song, 

At his head a grade green* turph, at his heeles a hone. 

O ho. 

Quee. Nay but Ophelia, 

Oph. Pray you marke. White his fiirowd as the mountain inow ; 
Enter King.. 

^wc.Abffelookc here my Lord. 

Op^e.Larded all with fweete flowers, 

Which bewespt to. the ground did not go Seng. 

With true loue (bowers. 

King. How do you pretty Lady? „ . rs 

Oph. Well good dild you , they fay the Owle was a Bakers 
daughter. Lord we, know what we «e, but know not what we® 
may be ; God be at your tables King. 



Prince o/Den marked 

King. Conceit vpon her Father. 

Ophe. Pray lets haue no words of this, but when they ask you 
what it meanes/ay you this. 

To morrow is S.K dentines day. Song. 

All in the morning betime. 

And I a mayd at your window 
To be your V alentine. 

Then vp he rofe,and dond his clofe,and dupt the chamber door®. 
Let in themaide, that out a maide,neuer departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia, 

OpA.Indeed without an oath I*'e make an end on a r, 

By gis and by Saint charity, 
alack and fie for fhame. 

Young men will dooft if they come toot, 
by Cock they are to blame. 

Qtioth (he, before you tumbled m?,youpromifd me to wed 
(Heanfvvets)So fhsuldladone by yonderfun * . 

And thou had# not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath (he becne thus ? 

Oph. I hope all will be well, we mud be patient, but I cannot 
chule but weep to think they would lay him i’th cold ground my 
brother (hall know ofic,& fo I thankyou for your good counfe! 

Come my Coach, God night Ladies, God night; 

Sweet Ladies God night, God night. 

Kwg. Follow her clofc,giue her good watch I pray you 
O this is the poifon of deep griefe, it fprings allfrom her Fathers 
death, and now behold, O Gertrard , Gertrard, 

When forrowes come,they come not (ingle fpies, 

Butin battalians : firft her Father (laine, * 

Next, your fonne gone, and be moft violent Author 
Ofhisownciuftremoue,the people muddied ‘ 

Thick and vnwholfome in thoughts, and whifpers 
For good Volonivu death:& we haue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger to inter himipoore Ophelia 
Diuidcd from her fclfe,and her faire iudgemenr, 

Without the which we are pi&ures, or meere beads, 

Laft.and as much containing as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fecrec come from France, . ' 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfdfe in clouds, 

Kj ' ' 
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The TrAgedte of Hamlet 

And wants not buzzers to infeft his eare 
With p"^ n j cnc fpcccbes of his fathers death, 

Wherein necefiitie of matter beggerd. 

Will nothing flick our perfon to arraigne 
In eare and eare : O my deare Gertrard , this 
Like to a Murdring-peecc in many places 
Giues me faperfluous death. A noife within. 

Enter a Mejjenger, 

King. Attend, where are my Swilfcrs.let them guard the door. 
What is the matter? 

Me fen. Sane your felfe my Lord. 

The Ocean ouer- peering of his lift, 

Eates not the flats with more impetuous haft 
Then young Laertes in a riotous head 
Ore-beares your Officers : the rabble call hitn Lord, 

And as the world were now but to begin, 

Antiquitie forgot, cuftome not knowne. 

The ratificrs and props of euery word, 

The'cry choofe vie, Laertes (ball be King, 

Caps,hands and tongues applau’d it to the clouds, 

Laertes (hall be King, Laertes King. 

^ee.HoW cheetfully on the falfe traile they cry. A ntife within ■* 

O this is counter, you falfe Danifh dogs. 

Enter Laertes with ethers. 

King. The doores are broke. 

L«er .Where is this King ? firs ftand you all without. 
nAll.Ho lets come in, 

Laer. I pray you giue me leaue. 
tAll. VVe will,we will. 

Laer. I thanke you keepe the doore,0 thou vile King, 

Giue me my father. - _ 

^.ce.Calmelygood Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood that’s calme proclaimes me Ballard, 

Cries cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot ’ 

Euen here between the chaft vnfmerched brow , 

Of my true mother. 

King, what is the caufc Laertes ^ 

That thy rebellion lookes fo Giant. like ? ^ 
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Prince o/Denmarfce. 

let him goe Gertrard, do not fcare our perfon, 

Thei’s fuch diuinitie doth hedge a King, 

That treafon cannot peepe to what it would, 

Aft’s little of his will, tell me Laertes \ 

Why thou art thus incenft, let him go Gertrard t 
Speake man. 

Laer. Where is my father? 

King. Dead. 

Quee. Botnet by him. 

King, Let him demand his All, 

Laer. How came he dead ? Iienotbeiugledwtfb, 

To hell allegiance,vowes to the blackcft deuil, 

Confcience and grace,to the profoundeft pit 
I dare damnation, to this point I Band, 

That both the worlds I giue to negligence. 

Let come what comes, onely lie be rcueng’d 
Mod throughly for my father. 

King. Who (hall flay you ? 

Laer. My will, not all the worlds : 

And for my meanes He husband them fo well. 

They (hall goe farre with little. 

King, Good Laertes, if you defire to know the certaintie 
Of your dearc father, i’ft writ in yourreuenge. 

That foop-flake, you will draw both friend and foe 
Winner and loofer. 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then? 

Laer. T o his good friends thus wide Tie ope my armes. 
And like the kind life-rendering Pelican, 

Rep aft them with my bloud. 

King. Why nowyoufpeake 
Like a good child and a true Gentleman. 

That I am guiltleffe of your fathers death, \ 

And am moft fenfible in griefe for it. 

It (hall as leuell to your iudgementpeare 
As day does to your eie. A norfe within, 

. ' Enter Ophelia, 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now what noife is that ? 

K 3 
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rmimgme~9j namiet 

O heate, dry vp my braines, tearcs fcuen time* falc 
Burne out the fence and vercue of mine eye. 

By heatien thy madnes fhall be paid with weighc 
Till our fealeturne thebeame. ORofeofMay, 

Deere maid, kind filter^fweec Ophelia, 

OHeauens, iit polfible a young maids wiis 
Should be as mortal! as a poorc mans life l 

Ophe . They bore him bare-fac’d on the Becre, . Song . 

And in his gtaue rain’d many a tcare, 

Fare you well my Doue. 

Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and did’fi perfwadcreuenge 
It could not mooue thus. 

Ophe . You mufl fing a dovvne, a downe. 

And you call him a down e a. O how the vyhccle becomes it, 

Ic is the falfe Steward that Hole his Mailers Daughter, 

Laer. This nothing’s more then matter. 

Ophe. There’s Rofcmary,thac for remembrance,pray you loue 
remember, and there is Pancies, that* for thoughts. 

Laer.h document in madnes, thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
f Ophe. There’s Fcnnili for you, and Colembines, there’s Rew for 
you, and heere’s fome for mee, wee may call itherbeof Gracea 
Sundayes, you may wcare your Rew with a difference, thcre’sa 
Dafie, I would giue you fome Violets, but they witherd all when 
my Father died, they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my toy. 

Laer. Thought and affli£fions,pafljon, hell it felfe 
She turnes to fauour and to prettineffe. 

Ophe. And will a not come againe, Song. 

And will a not come 3gaine, 

No, no, he is dead, go to thy death bed. 

He neuer will come againe. 

His beard was as white as .{how. 

Flaxen was his pole, , 

He is gone, he is gone, and we caft away mone, 

God a mercie on his foule, and allChriftians foules, 

God buy yous. 

Laer. Doe you this O God. 

King. Laertes, I mud commune with your griefe. 

Or you deny me right, goc but a part, r 



4 'Tetl $ 77 tit/* fi* 



2-2 



Scn-1) 



Prince of Denmarke. 

Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you will, 

And they fhall heare and judge twixt you and me, 

If by direfl or by collaturall hand 

They find vs toucht, we will ourKingdome giue, 

Our. crowne, our life, and all that wc call ours 
To you in fatisfaflion j but if not, 

Be you content to lend yourpatience to vs, 

And we lball ioyntly labour with your foule 
To giue iNue content. 

Laer. Let this be fo. 

His meanes of death, his obfeure funerall, 

No Trophae, Sword, nor Hatchment ore his bones, 

No noble right, nor formall oftentation, 

Cry to be heard as twere from heauen to earth, 

That I muft cali’c in queftion. - 

King. So youfhall, a 

And where th’ Offence is, let the great axe fall, 

I pray you goc with me. Exemt. 

Enter Horatio and others. 

Hora. What are they that would fpeake with me? 

Gen. Sea-faring men fir, they fay they haue Letters for you. 

Hora. Let them come in. 

Idoenot know from what part of the world 
I fbould be greeted. If not from Lord Hamlet. Enter Sayiers. . 

Say. God bleffe you fir. 

Hora. Let him bleffe thee to. 

Sap. A fhall fir and pleafe him, there’s a Letter for you fir, it 
came from the Embaffador that was bound for England , if your 
namebc Horatio, zs I am let to know it is. 

Hot. Horatio, when thou fhalt haue oucr-look’t this, giue thefe 
fellowes fome meanes to the King.they haue Letters for him: Ere 
we were two daies old at Sea , a Pirat of very warlike appoint- 
ment gaue vs chafe, finding ourfelues too flow of fade, we put on 
a compelled valour, and in the grapplel boorded them, on the in- 
ftant they got cleere of our fhip.fo I alone became their prifoner, 
they haue dealt with me like theeues of mercy, but they knew 
whanhey did;! am to doe a turne for them, let the King haue the 
Letters I haue fent, and repajre thou to me with ssmuchfpeed 
as thou wouldft flie death. I haue words to fpeake in thine eare 

will 
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will make thee dumbe, yet are they much too light for the bord 
of the matter , thefe good fellowes will bring thee where I am 
Refencratu and Gmlderflerne^di^ their courfc for England, of them 
I haue much to tell thee, farwell. 

So that thou knowefi thine Hamlet. 

Hora. Come I wil make you way for thefe your Letters. 

And doo’t the fpeedicr that you may dire# me 

To him from whom you brought them. Exeunt. 

Enter King and Laertes . 

King . Now muft your confeience my acquittance feale, 

And you muft put me in yout heart for friend, - 
Sith you haue heard and with a knowing care, 

That he which hath your noble father flainc 
Purfued my life. 

Laer . It well appeare%: but tell me 
Why you proceed not againfl thefe feates 
So criminallaod fo capitall in nature. 

As by yourfafetie, greatneffc, wifdomc, all things elfe. 

You mainly were ftirr'd vp. 

King. O for two fpeciall reafons 
Which may to you perhaps feeme much vnflnnow'd. 

But yet to me tha'r ftrong, the Qjieene his mother 
Liues almoft by his lookes, and for my felfe, 

My vertue or my plague, be it either which, 

She is fo concliuc to my life and foule. 

That as the ftarre mooues not but in his Sphere 
I could not but by her: the other motiue. 

Why to a publike count I might not goe. 

Is the great loue the generall gender beare him, 

Who dipping all his faults in their affe&ion, 

Worke like the Spring that turneth wood to ftone, 

Conuert his Giues to graces, fo that my arrowet 
Too flightly timbered for fo loued armes, 

Would haue reuerted corny bowagaine, 

But not where I haue aim'd them. 

Laer. And fo I haue a noble father loft, 

A lifter driuep into defperate termes, 

Whofe worth, if praifes may goe backe againe 

Stood 
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"Prince ^*Deniiaarfcer 

-Stodd challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections, but my reUenge wUI come 
King. Breake not yourfleeps for that, you muft not think* 
That we are made of ftuffc fo flat and dull JISKf 

That weean let ourbeard belhooke with danger 
And chinke it paflime,you Ihortly Ihall heare more 
I lou’d your father, and we loue our feife. 

And that I hope will teach you to imagine. 

„ . _ r Enter a <-Metfenger with Letters. 

Mejfen Thefe toyour Maicfty,this to the Queene, 

Ktng. From Hamlet, who brought them a 
Mejfen. Sailers my Lord they fay, I f aw them noC 
They were giuen me by C/andto, he receiuedthem 
Or nun that brought them. 

King. Laertes you /ball heare them: leiue vs 

King. What Ihould this meane, are all the reft l t 
Or is it fo me abufe/and no flich thing? & * backe * 

Laer. Knowyou the hand ? 6 

King. Tis Hamlets character. Naked, 

And in a poftferipe here he faies alone, 

Canyoudcuifeme? 

Laer. I am loft in it my Lord,but let him come 
It warmes the very fickneffc in my heart ’ 

That I hue and tell him tohis teeth. 

Thus didft thou. 

King, If it be fo Laertes, 

Kilg. wL r pe U .« ,l if r i"' r “ le me ro a P M «- 

As liking not his Voyage, and t’hat 
No more to yndertake it, I will worke him 
loan exploite, now ripe in my deuife, ’ ** • ,, * 

voder the which he Ihall not choofe but fall 8 

T * ^ 
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The irdgtdie o/tiamiet 

And for his death no wind of blame (hall breathe^ 
But euen his mother (hall vncharge the pra&ife. 

And call it accident. 

Laer, My Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could deuife it fo 
That I might be the organ. 

Km. It falls right, 

Youhaue bin talkt of fince your trauel imucb. 

And that in Hamlets hearing for a qualitie 
Wherein they fay you (hint, your fummepf parts 
Did not together plucke. fuch enuie from him. 

As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the vnworthicft ficge. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth 
Yet needfull too, for youth no lefle becomes 
The light and carelcflc liueric that it vvearcs 
Then ieded age, hisfables^ndjds vvced§ 

Importing health and graucnefTc; two mpneths fince 
Hccrc was a Gentleman of Normandie , 

I haue feene my felfc, and feru’d againft the French, 
And they can well on hoifc.back,but this Gallant 
Had witch-craft in t,he grew vnto his fcatp, 

And to fuch wondrous doing brought his horie, 

As had he bin incorp’ft, and demy-natur d 

With the bvauebeaft, fo farre hetept me tho^ht. 

That I in forgeqe oflhapes and tucks 
Come (hort of what he did„ 

Laer. A Norman waft? ( 



King. A Norman. 

Laer. Vponroylif eLamord. 

Si ^wC-nhc it ,heb ro .cKi„d«d. 
An d Gemmeofa.il the Nation. 

King. He made confeflion of you. 

And gaue you fuch a madcrly report 

Forart and exercife in yo.^t defence. 

And foryour Rapier motlefpeciall. 
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Prince of Denmark. 

If one could match you; the Scrimers of their nation 
Hefwore had neither motion, guard, nor cie, 

Ifyou oppos’d them; fir thfs report of his 
Did Hamlet fo enuenom with his enuie. 

That he could nothing do, but wifh and beg 
Your fodaine comming ore to play with you. 

Now out of this, 

Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 

King. Laertes was your father, deere to yo'j ? 

Or are you like the painting of a forrow- 
A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why aske you this ? 

King . Not that I think you did net loue your father, 

But that I know, loue is begun by time. 

And that I fee in pafiages of proofe. 

Time qualifies the fparke and fire of it. 

There Hues within the very flame of loue 
A kind ofweekeorfnuffethat will abate it. 

And nothing is at a like goodnefle ftill, 

For goodnefle growing to a plurifie, 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe 
We (hould doe wheh we-would : for this n'enUch&dges, 

And hath abatements and deiayes as many, 

As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents* 

And then this Sbestli is like a fpend-thrifts figh. 

That hurts by eafing; but to the quicke ofth’vlcer, 

Hamlet comes back What would you vndertake 
To (hew your felfc indeed yotir fathers fonne 
More then in words } 

Laer. To cut his throat i’ch Church. 

King, No place indeed (hould murther fan&uarizk, 

Keuenge (hould haue no bounds : but good Laertes 
Will you do this, keep e clofe within your chamber 
Hamlet return’d, (hall know you arc come home, 

Wecle put on thofe (hall p'raife your excellence. 

And fet a double varnilh on the fame 
TheFrrw^nwwgaue you ibrihg you in in fine together 
And wager ore your heads; he beiiig femiffe, 

Moft generous, and free from all cbmriuing, 

___ L % WilT 
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Will not perufe the foiles, fo that with eafe.. 

Or with a little (Ruffling, you may choofc 
A Sword vnbated,and in a pace of praftife, 

Requite him for your father. 

Lctcr. I will doo’t, 

And for the purpofe, lie anuointmy Sword, 

I bought an Vnftioriof a Mountcbanke 
So mortal!, that but dip a Knife in it, 

Where ic drawes bloud, no Cataplafme fo rare 
Col levied from all fimples that haue vertue 
Vnder theMoone,can fauethe thing from death 
That is but fcratcht with all, lie touch my point 
With this contagion, that if I gall him (lightly, it.may bedeath,. 
King. Letsfurther thrnkeof this, 

W cigh what eonueiaoce both of tiine and meanes 
May fit vs to our fhape if this (hould faile, 

And that our drift looke through our bad performance,. 

Twere better not affayd. Therefore thisproieft, 

Should haue a backe dr fecond, that might hold 
If this did blall in proofc; fbft let me fee^. 

Wee’le make a folemne wager on your cunnings,, 

I hau’t, when ia your motion you, are hot.and dric,. 

As makeyour bouts more violent to that end. 

And that he cals for.dhnke^ lie haue preferd him 
A Challice for the once, whereon but lipping, -> v 
If he by chance eftape your venom’d ftuck, 

Our purpofe may hold therejjbu? flay, whatnoife.fr . . 



Enter Queene. 

Quee. One woe doth tread ypon anotbersheele #) 
So fall they follow; y our lifters drownd Laertes. 

Laer. Drown’d, O .where ? 

fW.There is aWillow growes afeaum the Brook,. 
That fhowes his hoarje leaues in the’gjaflie dreame. 

There with fantaftick garlands dicj (he make 
Of Crow-flowres, Settles, Dafies, and long Purples 
Thatliberall Shepherds giue a grofler name, 

Butour culcold maidsdo dead meps fingers cal them. 
There on the pendant ^boughes her Corpfietwceds 
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Clambring to hang, an enuious fluer broke 
When downe her weedy trophaes and her felfe. 

Fell in the weeping Brooke, her clothes fpred wide, 

And Mermaid-like a while they bore her vp, 

Which time (he chanted fnatches of old lauds. 

As one incapable of her owne diftrefle. 

Or like a creature natiue and indewed 
Vhto that element, but long it could not be 
Till that her garments heauy with their drink, 

Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer. Alafife then is (he drown’d. 

Quee. Drown’d, drown’d, 

Lar.Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia, 

And therefore I forbid my teares ; but yet 
It is our trick, nature her cuftome holds. 

Let fhame fay what it will, when thefe are gone. 

The woman will be out. Adiew my Lord, 

I haue a fpeech a fire that faine would blafe, 

But that this folly drownes it Exit, 

King. Let’s follow Gertrard, 
flow much! had to do to calme his rage, 

Nowfcarc I this will giue it Hart againe. 

Therefore.lc,ts*follow. Exeunt. 

Enter twe Clownes. 

C?«w».Is(heto beburiedin Chriftian burial, when (he wilfully 
feeks her owne faluation •l 

0ffc*. I tell thee (he is , therefore make her grauc flraight, the 
Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chriftian buriall. 

C/w.How can that be,vnle(Fc (he drown’d her felfe in her own 
defence. 

Offc.Why.tis found (o. 

Clew. It muft be fo offended, it cannot be elfe,. for here lies the 
point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly, it argues an a 61 , and an aft 
hath three branches , it is to aft, todo, toperforme,orall ;(he 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. 

Offc.Nay,but here you good man deluer. 

Clew. Gm me leauc, here lies the water, good, here (lands the 

£ 3 man, 






TbelragedieofHamkt ' 

man,good, if ihc man goe to this water and drowne hitofelfi* \ r • 
Clow, I marry i'ft,Crownersqueft law 

th«y hold vp profcffion.’ * Griu '-“ ,>k “ i . 

Otb. Was he a gentleman ? 

ri^tr A T tbC n ffl * hat euer bore ara «- 

Otb.Got to. 

4^ 4 C tapto,lto “^ 

C^ T ni& OWCS * m ^, Crjfor that out ' liue * a thourandtenants 

bStai tUSoci 

dooft ill to f a „ rS! . ? wcI to thofe th at do ill.now thou 

gall, the pall/wcs may Xwlho lb« T ** 

Clow. I, tell me that and vnyoke. 

Otb. Marry now I can tell. 

Otb.Too't. 

^W.Maffe I cannot tel!. 

u dgel thy b f ains no more about «, for your dul afle wil 
no mend his pace with beating,&when your are askt this ouefli - 
next,fay a graue-maker ,che houfes he makes lafts tel ° 

Goe get thee in and fetch me a foope of W, 



JT ’ T djjiaue-maKer.thc houles he makes la 
Goe get thee in and fetch me a foope of lioucr 
In youth when I did loue did louc, ^ 

Me thought it was very fweet 

To contra# O the time for a my behoue 
O me thought there a was n^fiinga nieet. 
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fringe ofDmrmtke, 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham.Vlzs this fellow no feeling of his bufinesPa lings in graue- 

making. t * 

ffortj.Cuftome hath made it in him a property of eahnes. 
Ha.Tu een fo, the hand of little imploiment hath the daintier 
Clow. But age with his Healing Heps Song. (fence, 

hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath (hipped me into rheland, 
as if I had neaer been fuch. 

Ham.Thzt skull had a tongue in it, and could (ing once, how the 
knaue iowles it to the ground , as if t'were Caine iaw-bone, that 
did the firft murder : this might be the pate of a pollititian, which 
this Affe now ore-reaches ; one that would circumuent God, 
might it not? 

Hora. It might my Lord. 

Ham . Or of a Courtier , which could fay good morrow my 
Lord : how doll thou fweet Lord ?This might be my Lord fuch 
a one, that praifed my Lord fuch a ones boric, when a meant to 
beg it s might it not ? 

Hora. I my Lord. 

Ha. Why een fo,and now my Lady worms Choples.andkuockt 
about the mazer with a Sexteqs fpade ; heer's fine reaolution and 
we had the trickc to fee’e, did thefe hopes coft no more t he bree- 
ding.but to play at loggits with them: mine ake to thinke on r* 
Clow. A pickax and a fpade a fpade, Seng. 

for and a fhro w d ing fhe et, 

O a pit ofClay for to be made 
for fuch a guelt is meet. 

Hrf.There’s another.why may not that be the skul of a Lawyer? 
where be his quiddities now, his qualities, his cafes, his tenures, 
and bis tricks? why dooes he fuffer this mad knaue now to knock 
him about the fconce with a dirty fhouell.and will not tell him of 
his aaions of battery :hum, this fellow might be in's time a great 
buyer of Land, with his Statutes, his recognifanccs, his fines, hi« 
double vouchers, bis recoueries, to haue his fine pate full of fine 
durt : will vouchers vouch him no more of his purchafcs and 
doubles , then the length and breadth of a payee of Indentures ? 
The very conveyances of his Lands will fcarcely lye in this box, 
and mult th inheritor himlelfe haue no more? ha, 

Hora. Not a iot more my Lord. 
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i we irageatYof Hamlet 

Ham. Is not parchment made of fheep-skins ? 

Hora.\ my Lord, and of Calue-skins too. 

Ham. They are Sheep and Calues which feeke out afliiMh.. • 
*]*} W ‘ J1 , 'peake to this fellow. VVhofe graue’s this firra ? ”* 

gW.Mine fir, or a pit of clay for to be made. 

H*m.\ thinke ic thine indeed for thou lyeft in’t 
na You lyc ouc on’c fir, and therefore tis not yours ; form? 

part I do not lye in’t, y« it is mine. 7 ™ not my 

^.Thou dofi lye in’t to be in’t and fay it is thine tis for the 
dead, not for the quick, therefore thou lyeft. * 

aW3y againe from me to you. 

Ha. Whatman doft thou dig it for ? 7 

Clow. 'Pot no man fir. 

Ham, What woman then ? 

Clow.Pot none neither. 

Ham.Who is to be buried in’t ? 

Clow. One that was a woman fir, but reft her foule fliee’s dead. 
Ham.Hovt abfolute the knaue is,wc mud fpeak by the card or 
equiuoeatio wil vndoo vs.By the Lord Horatio, this three yeres I 
haue took note of it,thc age isgrown fo picked,that the toe of t he 
pefanc comes fo neerethe heele of the Courtier he galls hiskybe. 
How long haft thou been a Graue-makcr ? 

O 0 ™. Of the daies i’th yeere I came too’c that day that our laft 
King Hamlet ouercame Fortinbraffie. 

Ham. How long is that fince ? 

C/e.Cannot you tell that? eueryfoole can tell that, it was that 
very day that young Hamlet was borne : he that is mad and fent 
into England . 

Ham. I marry,why was he fent into England? 

Clow. Why becaufe a was mad i a fhall rccouer his wits there, 
or if a doe not, tis no great matter there. 

Ham. Why ^ (as he. 

Clow. T will not bee feene in him there, there are men as mad 
Ham.Hovi came he mad i 
Clow. Very ftrangely they fay. 

Ham. How ftrangely ? 

Clow. Faith een with loofitig his ,wii(s. : tsidr»o> 

Ham. Vpon what ground? ; - y 

C?ow. W hy here in ‘Denmark^ .• I h aue bin Sexton here man and 
hoy thirty ycarcs. Ham. 
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T fince o/‘Denmarkc." 

Ham. How long will a man lye i’th earth e rehe rot r 1 
Clew. Faith if a be not rotten before a dye , as we hatlemany 
pocky corfcs, that will fcarce hold the laying in , a will laft you 
fome eight yeere, or nine yeere. A Tanner will laft you nineyeare. 
Ham. Why he more then another? 

Clow. Why fir,hishide is fo tand with his trade, that a will keep 
out water a great while ; and your water is a fore decay cr of your 
whorfon dead body , heer’s a fcull now hath lyen you i’th earth 
Ham. Whole was it ? (twenty three ycarcs. 

Clow. A whorfon mad fellowes it was, whofe doyou think it 
Ham. Nay I know nor. ( was ? 

Clow . A peftilence on him for a mad rogue,a pourd a flagon of 
Remlh on my head once ; this fame skull fir, was fir Toric^s skull, 
the Kings Icfter. 

Ham. This? 

Clew. Een that. 

_ Ha. Mas poore TorickeJ knew him Horatio ,a fellow ofinfinite 
ieft , of moll excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his back a thou, 
fand times , and now how abhorred in my imagination it is : my 
gorge fifes at it. Here hung thofe lips that I haue kift I know not 
how oft : where be your gibes now ?your gamboles, your fongs, 
your flafties of merriment , that were wont to fet the table on a 
roare, not one now to mock your own grinning,quite chopfalne. 
Now get you to my Ladies table , and tell her , let her paint an 
inch thick,co this fauour fhc mull come, make her laught at thar. 
Prethee Horatio tell roe one thing. 

Hora. What’s that my Lord < 

Ha. Doft thou think Alexander fookt a this falhion i’th earth ? 
Hora Een fo. 

Ham, And fmslt fo : pah. 

Hora. Een fo my Lord. 

Him. To what bafe vfes we may returne Horatio ? Why may 
not imagination trace the noble duft of Alexander, till a find ic 
flopping a bunghole? 

Hora. ’Twere to confider too curioufly,to confider fo. 
f/<*.Nofai;h,nota iot,but to follow him thetherwith modefty 
enough . and likelihood to lead \t. Alexander died, Alexander was 
buried, ^/‘xWerretuinethtoduft.thedufl is earth, ofearth we 

naake lome,& why of that lomc whereto he was conuertcd, might 
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The 1' rage die of Hamlet 

They not flop a Becre-barrcll ? 

Imperious Cafar dead ,and turn'd to Clay, 

Might flop a hole to keep the wind away. 

0 that that earth which kopr the world in awe, 

Sould patch a .wall t’cxpell the waters flaw. 

But Toft, but fofc a while, here comes the King, Enter King 

The Qyeen, the Courtiers, who is this they follow? Quee.Laertei 
And with fuch maimed rires ? this doth betoken, andsbeeerfe » 

The cotfe they follow, did with delprate hand 
Forcdoo it owne life, ’c was of fomc eftate, 

Couch we a while and marke. 

Litr. What Ceremony clfe ? 

Hum. That is Laertes a very noble youth, make. 

Leer. What Ceccmony clfe ? 

Doff. Her obfequies haue been as far inlaeg'd 
As we haue warranty, her death was doubtful]. 

And but that great command orc-fwayes t he order-, 

She fhould in ground vnfan&ified bin lodg’d 
Till the lad trumpet tfor charitable prayers. 

Flints and peebles Should be throwneon her: 

Yet here Che is allow’d her virgin Crants, 

Her may den ftrewmerits, and the bringing home 
Of bell and buriall. 

Laer. Muft there no more be doone ?• 

*Doft. No more be doone. 

We Ihould prophane the fernice of the dead,. 

To fing a Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted foules. 

Leer. Lay her i’th earth, 

And from her faire and vnpolluted flefh 
May Violets fpring : I tell thee churliftv Pricft,, 

A miniftring Angell Stall my filler be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

Hunt. What, the faire Opbeli 
Quee. Sweets to the fwefet, farewell, 

1 hop e thou fhould’d haue bin my Hamlets wife, 

I thought thy bride-bed to haue decktfweet mayd, 

And not haue ftrew’d thy graue. 

Leer, Otrebblevvoe 

Fill 
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Prince o/Denmarfe 

Fall ten times double on that curfed head* 

Whofe wicked deed thy moftjingenious fence 
Depriued thee of, bold off the earth a while, 

Til I haue caught her once more in mine aimes* 

Now pile your duft vpon the quick and dead. 

Till of this fiat a mountaine you haue madf 
To retop old Pelion, or the skyclh head 
Of blew Olympus. 

Ham. What is he whofe gtiefe 
Beares fuch an Empba/is,vth6{c phrafe of forrow 
Coniures the wandringStar$,and makes them Hand 
Like wonder wounded hearers ? ti$ I 
Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer. The Diuell take thy foule, 

Ha, Thou pray’ft not well, I prethee take thy fingers 
For though I am not fplecnatiue ralb, (from my throaty 
Yet haue 1 in me fomething dangerous, 

Which let thy wifdome feare ; hold off thy hand ? 

King. Pluck them afunder, 

Quee. Hamlet, Hamlet. 

jill. Gentlemen. 

Bora, Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why I will fight with him vpon this thearoe 
Vntill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

Quee. O my fonne,what theame ? 

Ham. I lou’d Ophelia : forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of loue 
Make vp my fum. What wilt thou doo for her. 

King. O he is mad Laertes. 

Quee. For louc of God forbeare him ? 

Ham. S’wounds fhew me what th’out do* : 

Woo’tweep, woo’t fight, woo’t faft, woo’t teare thy 
Woo’t drinke vp Efill,eat a Crocadile ( felfc. 

Tie doo’t : doott come here to whine i 
To out-face me with leaping in her gratie, 

Be buried quick with her,andfo will I. 

And if thou prate of mountaines,let them throw 
Millions of Acres on vs, till our ground 
Sindging his pate againft the burning Zone 

M i Make 
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'TbeTtiigedfc of Hamlet ^ ~~r’ 

Make Offi like a wart, nay and thou’lc mouth, 

I’le rant as well astheu. 

Quee. This is meere madneffi*. 

And this a while the fit will worke on him, 

Anon as patient as a female Doe 
When that her golden cuplets are difdofed 
His filence will fit drooping. 

Ham. Heare you fir. 

What is the rcafon that you vfe me thus ? 

I lou’d you euer,but it is no matter, 

Let Hercules himfelfe do what he may 
The Cat will mew, a Dog will haue his day Exit Hamlet 
Ktng. I pray thee goo d Horatio wait vpon him. and Horatio, ■ 

Strengthen your patience in our laft nights fpeech, 

Weele put the matter to the prefent pufli : 

Good Gertrardkt fome watch oueryourfonne, 

This graue (hall haue a liuing monument, 

An houre of quiet thereby (hall we fee 

Tell then in patience our proceeding be. Exeunt, 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ha . So much for this fir,now fhal you fee the other. 

You dorememberallthe circumftance. 

Hor. Remember it my Lord. 

Ham, Sir inmy heart there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me fleep, me thought I lay 
Worfe then the mutines in the bilbo’s, ralhly. 

And praifd bcrafhnesfor it : let v> know, 

©ur indiferetion fometimes ferues vs well 
When our deep plots do fal.and that fhould learne V-s 
There’s a diuinity that fhapes our ends,. 

Rough hew them how we will., 

Hora. That is mol) certaine. 

Ham. Vp from my Cabin, 

My fea-gownefcarft about me in the dark® 

Grope I to find out them,had my defire, 

Fingard their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine owne loomc againc making, fo bold 
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"Prince of Denmarke, 

My feares forgetting manncis to vnfold 
Their grand commiflior $ w here 1 found Horatio 
A royall knauery, an cx d command 
Larded with many feuerall forts of reafons. 

Importing Denmark* health, and England* to. 

With hoe fuch Bugs and Goblins in my life,. 

That on the fuperuife no leifine bated, 

No not to flay the grinding of the Axe, 

My head fhould be ftrookeoflf. 

Hora. Dt poflible ? 

Ham.Httt’s the ccmmiflion,read it at more kifure, 

But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed, 

Hora. I befeech you. 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with villaines,, 

Or I could make a Prologue to my braines. 

They had begun the Play, I fat me downe, 

Dcuis’d anew commiflion, wrote itfaire, 

I once did hold it as onr Statifts doe 
A bafenefle to write faire, and labourd much 
How to forget that learning, but fir now * 

It did me yeomans feruice, wilt thou know 
Th’efFe&ofwhatl wrote? 

Hora. I good my Lord. 

Ham. An earncll coniurationfrom the King, 

As England was his faithful] Tributarie, 

As loue betw cen them like the Palme might florifla, 

As peace fhould ftill her wheaten Garland wcare 
And Rand a Comma tweene their amities. 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge. 

That on the view, ahd knowing of thefe coutens * 

Without debacement further more or leffc 
He fhould thofe bearers put cofudden death. 

Not (hriuing time allow’d. 

Hora. How was this feald ? 

Ham. Why euen in that was Heaucn ordinani, 

I had my fathers fignet in my purfe 

Which was the modell of that Dani/b feale* 

Folded the writ vp in the forme of th’otheiy 
Subfcrib;d it, gau;t th‘ imprefiion, plac'd itfafel# 
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I he i rageaie of Hatnief 

The cbangliog neuet knowne : now the next day 
Was ourSea-nght,and what to this was fcquent 
Thou knoweft already, 

Hora , So GujtldenFterne and Rofencraus go too't. 

Ham, They are not neer my confidence; their defeat 
Does by their owtie infinuation grow, 

Tis dangerous when the bafei; nature comes 
Betweene the paffe and fell incenfed>points 
Of mightie Oppofites. 

H«ra, Why what a King is this! 

Ham. Does it not think thee ftandme now vpon ? 

He thathathkild my King, and whor’d my mother, 

Pop’c in betweene the ele&ion and my hopes, 

Throwne out his Angle for my proper life, 

And with fuch cofnage/t’lbnpt perfeift confidence ? 

Enter a Courtier. 

Cour. Your Lordfhip is right wclcomc backc to Denmark*. 
Ham. I humbly thankeyou fir. 

Doo’ft know this Water-flie ? 

Hora. No my good Lord. 

Ham. Thyftate is the more .gracious, for tis a -vice to know 
him. He hath much land and fertilldet a be aft be Lord of beads, 
and his Crib fhall ftand at the Kingimeffe, tis a chough,, but asl 
lay, fpacious in the poffcflion of durt. 

Cour. Sweet Lord, if your Lordfhip were at leifure, Ilhould 
impart a thing toyou from his 'Maiefty. 

Ham. I will receiue it fir with all diligence of fpirit,y our bon- 
net to his right vfe, tis for the head. 

%Cour. I thanke your Lordfhip, it is very hoc. 

Ham. No beleeue me, tis very cold, the wind is Northerly. 
Cour. It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed. 

Ham . But yet me thinks it<is very foultry and hot, or mycom- 
plexion. 

Cour. Exceedingly my Lordjitisveryfoultty.ast’werelcan- , 
not tdl how imy'Lord his Maiefty bad me fignifie to you, that a 

has layed a great wager on your head, fir this is the matter. 

Ham. I befeech you remember. 

Cour. Nay good my Lord for my cafe in good faith, fir here is 
newly come toCow’ Laertes., beleeue mce an abfolute Gentle* 

mao, 
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(prince o/Denmarke. 

m-m full of moft excellent differences , of very foMocictie, 
Td oreat fhowing sindeed to fpeake feelingly of him, heds the 
Card or Kalender of Gentrie : for you fhall find in him the conti- 
nent of what part a Gentlem an would fee. 

Ham Sir hisdefinement fuffers no perdition in you,though I 
know todiuide him inuentorially , would dizzie tharithmetick 
of roeroorie,and yetbut raw neither,, in refpea of hit quick fail*, 
but in the verity of cxtolment,I take hmvtobe a fouleof great ar- 
ticle and his infufion of fuch dearth and rarcneffe.as to make true 
dixion of him, his femblable is hismirrour, and who els would 
trace him, his vmbrage, nothing more. 

Cour. Your- Lordfhip fpeakes moft infallibly of him. 

Ham. The concernancy fir, why do we wrapthe Gentleman in 

out mot rawer breath ? 

HoraMtiot poffible to vndcrftand itianother tongue, you will 

doo't fit really. , . . ' , 

Ham. What imports the nomination of this Gentleman ? 

Cour. Of Laertes. 

Hora. His purfe is empty already, all’s golden words are fpeirt. 

Ham . Of him fir. 

four. I know you are not ignorant. 

Ham, I would you did fir, yet infaith if you did, it would, not 
nmch appsoue me, well fir. 

Cour. You are ignorant of what excellence Laertes is. 

Ham. 1 dare not confeffc that.leaft 1 fhould compare with him 
in excellence, ;but to know a man well, were to know himfelfe. 

Cour . I meant fit for this weapon , but in the imputation laid 
on him by them in bis meed , he's vnfellowed. 

Ham. What's his weapon ? 

Cour. Rapiar and Dagger. 

Ham. That’stwo of his weapons, but well. 

Cour. The King fir hath wagerd with him fix 'Barkery horfes 
againft the which he has impound as I take it fix French Rapiers 
and Poinards, with theit aflignes, as girdle, hanger and fo.Three 
of the carriages in faith, are very deareto fan cic, very refponfiue 
to the hilts, moft delicate carriages, and of very hberall concert. 

Ham. What call you the carriages ? 

Hora. I knew you muft be edified by the margenc ere you had 
done. Com . 
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Quu The carriage fir are the hangers. 

® phrafe would be moreC/m#*# to tfie matter If 

. car / lea ^ anon ty our (ides , I would it m'XS 'l 
nU then, bur on, 6,S„(,, bwft. a inl} fi I& ,S s 

affignes, ““^threehberallconceitedcapTiXs thatVrh^r^'i 
°rf’ ■» y°» tfiii!? sthefTOc4 

your fejfe and'hte., , he 

Hum. How iflanfwere no * 

the S GenIl ^ ' a ' ,,I ” 8 n“ ° f d>y " ,ith *6 Ws be'brough 8 ’ 

the Gentleman wiJlmg.and the King hold his purpofe- 1 will win 

Coar. Shall I delitter you fo? 

Hm. To this effeft fir, after what florilh your nature will 
0*r. Icommendmy dnrie y„ U r LordiW 

tongues eii^for hiTcuttie.^ commcnd tt hitnfcKe , there are no 

v2' I f ! ) '- S j L r aP r Wing , rU , nS awa y with the ©" his head, 
r*** A did fo fir with his dugge before a fuckt it -hushashe 
and many more of the fame breed that I know th^drortie lge 
dotes on, onely got the tune of the time, and out of an habit If 
mcounter.a Icind ofmiftie colleen, which c rrie, them through 
f" r f I rOUg . h ^moftprofaneand tremiowned opiuons, and doc 
but bldw them to their trial!, the bubbles are our. 

Enter 4 Lord. 

s*J J0r ?’ ^? y f or< ^is Maiefiie commended him toyouby vong 
0/?r^,who brings back to him that you attend him in the hall! 
he fends to know if your pleafure hold to play withZWrr«,or that 
you will take longer time ? 

‘if i am r c ° n !j a " c ta , my P ur P ofcs » they follow the Kings 

arnufe 7 r P cakes > mine rcadytaow or whenfoeuer, 

prouidcd 1 be fo able as no\v* 
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Loid. The King and Qyeene and all are cottuhiDg downe. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The Queene defires you to v,fe foroe gentle entertain- 
ment to Laertes , before you go to play. 

Ham. Shec well inftrudis roe. 

Hora , You will loofe my Lord. 

Ham. I do not think fo, fince he went into France, I haue bin 
in cohtinuall pra&ife, I fha}l winne at the oddes; thou woulcf ft 
ootthinke how ill all’s heere about my heart, butitjts no matter. 

Hora . Nay good my Lord. 

Ham. It is butfoolerie, but it is fuch a kind of garoe-giuing, 
as would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hora. If your mind diflike any thing, obayit. Ifhallforeflall 
their repaire hither and fay you are not fit. 

Ham . Not a whit we defie Augurie, there is (pedal! prouidence 
in the fall of a Sparrow, if it bee, tisTiot to come, if it bee not to 
come, it will be now, if it be not now, yet it will eome,tbe icadi- 
nefie is all, fince no man of ought he Ieaues knowes what ift to* 
leaue betimes, let be. 

A table prepared, Trumpets, Drums and Officers with ffiuffiions, 
King, Queene, and all the ftate,Fotlfs, Daggers, and LaerXet. 

King. ComeJfuw7cr,:come and-take this hand from me. 

Ham. Giue me your pardon fir, I haue done you wrong, 

But pardon’t as you are a Gentleman, this prefence knowes. 

And you muft needs haue heard, how l am punifht 
With a fore diftra&ion : what I haue done 
That might your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake I heere proclaime was madnetfe, 

Walt Hamlet wronged Laertes? mutt Hamlet , 

If Hamlet from himfelfe be tane away, 

And when he's nothimfelfe, doeVwrong Laertes, 

Then Hamlet doe’s itndt, J%*w/rA,dcntes it. 

Who does it then?his madnefle. Ift be fo, 

Hamlet is of the faction thatis wronged, 

His madnefle is poor# Hamlets cnemic. 

Let my declaiming from a purpos’d euill, 

Free me fo farre inyour molt generous thoughts 

That Ihaue Ihot my Arrow ore the houfc Vi 
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i be i rAgeateof namiet 

And hurt my brother. 

Laer. I am fatisfied in nature, 

Whofe motiue in this cafe fljould flirrc me moft 
To my reuenge,but in my tearmes of honor 
I ftand aloofc, and will no reconcilement, 

Till by fome elder Matters of knowne honour 
I haue a voice and president of peace 
To my name vngor'd : but all that time 
I doe receine your offered loue, like loue. 

And will not wrong it. 

Ham. I imbrace it freely, and will this brothers wager 
frankly play. 

Giue vs the Feiles. 

Laer % Come, one for me. 

Bam. He be your foile Laertes, in mine ignorance 
Your skill (hall like a ftarre i’ch darkcft night 
Stick Hery of indeed. 

Laer. You mock me fir. 

Ham. No by this hand. 

Kmg.Gwc them the foiles yong OJbic^coGnHam. 

You know the wager. 

Ham. Very well my Lord. 

Your G race has laid the oddesa’th weaker fide. 

King. I doe not feare it, I haae feene you both, 

Butfmcehe is better, we haue therefore oddes. 

Laer. This is to heauy s let me fee another. 

Ham. This likes me well, thefe foiles haue alia length. 

Oflr, I my good Lord. 

King. Set me the ftoops of wine vpon the table. 

If Hamlet giue the firftorfecond hit. 

Or quit iii anfwer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their Ordnance fire. 

The King (hall drinke to Hamlets better breath, 

And in the cup an Onix lhall he throw. 

Richer then that which foure fucefliue Kings 
InDenmarkes Crowne haue wornc : giue me the cups, 

And let the Kettle to the Trumpet fpeake. 

The Trumpet to the Cannoneere without, 

The Canons to the Heaucns, the Heaucns to Earth, 

Now 
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Prince o/"Denmarke„ 

Now the King drinkes to Hamlet, come begin. Trumpets 

And you the Iudges beare a waric cjo. the while. 

Ham. Come on fir. 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

Bam. One. 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Judgement# , n 

Oifr A hir, a very palpable hit. Drum, Trumpets anajhet.. 
Laer Well, againe. FlouriJh,a Peecegots eff. 

King. Stay, giue me drink, Hamlet this Pearle is thine. 

Heere’s to thy health, giue him the cup. 

Ham He play this bout firft, fet it by a while 

Come, another hit. What fay you? 

Laer. Idoeconfeft. 

King. Our fonne (hall winne. 

Qute, He’s fat and fcant of breath. 

Heere Hamlet take my napkin rub thy browes. 

The Queene carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet. 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King. Gertrard, doe not drinke. 

Que. I will my Lord, I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfned cup, it is too late. 

Ham. 1 dare not drinke yet Madam, by and by, 

Quee. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer, My Lord, lie hit him now. 

J King. I doe not tbink’c. 

Laer. And yet it is almoft againft my conference,. 

Ham. Come for the third Laertes, you doc but dally* 

1 pray you paffe with your beft violence 

2 am fure you make a wanton of me 

Laer. Say you fo come en. 

Oflr. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Haue at you now. 

King. Part them, they are ineentt. 

Ham. Nay come againe. 

Oflr. Looke to the Queene there hoe. 

Hora . They bleed on both fides,how is it my Lord? 

Opr. Howi & Laertes? 

Laer. Why as a Woodcock to mine ownc fpringe. Ofirick^ 
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me iragBi&fiVf n amier 

I am iuftly kild with mine ©wile treachery. 

Ham.How docs the Quecne ? 

ITwg.Shcfounds to fee them bleed. .• 

.£W*.No,no,thc drink, the drink.O my deiitHam . 
Thcdrinkjthe drink, I am poyfned. J 

Ham.O villaine! hoc let the dorebelock’t, • 

Treachery, feek it out. • 

Eaer.lt is here Hamlet thou art flaibe, 

No medecine it) the world can do thee good. 

In thee there is nothalfe an homes life, 

The treacherous inftrumenc is in my hand 
• Vnbaced and enuenom’d.thcfoulepra&ife 

Hath turn’d it felfe on me,1oehere I lye 
Neucr to rife againe : thy mother’s poy fned, 

I am no more, the King,the Kings too blame. 

Af<*.Thepointenucnom’dto,then venom to thy work 
e^//.Treafon,trcafon. 

King.O yet defend me friends, I am but hurt. p 

Ham.Hexc thou jnceftious damned ‘Dane, 

Drink ofthis potion, is the Onixe here? 

Follow my mother. 

Laer , He is iuftly fcrucd,it is a poifon temperd by him- 
Exchange forgiuenefle with trie noble Hamlet, (felfe: 

Mine and my fathers death come not vpon thee, • 

Nor thine on me. o’ 

Ham. Heauen make thee free of it,I follow thee • 1 
Iamdead7/<)r4t/'i>,wretchedQueerieadiew. ■ ,v>v. 

You that looke 1 pale arid trerftble at this chance, 

That are but mutes, or audience to this a<ft. 

Had I but time as this fell Sergeant Death 
Is ftrid in his arreft. O I could tell you ! 

But let it be ; Horatio I am dead, 

Thou liueft, ‘report me and my caufe aright 
To the vnfatisfied. 

Hora. Neuer beleeue it ; 

I am more an antike Roman then a Dane, 

Heer’s yet fome liquoi left. 

Ham. As th’artaman 

Giue me the cup, let goc, by heauen I’le hate, v 
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(Prince o/Denmarke, 

O God Horatio ! what a wound -d name 
Things (landing thus vnknowne, (hall I lcaue behind me ? 

If thou didft euer hold me in thy heart, 

Abfent thee from felicity a while, 

And in this harfh world draw thy breath in paine tA march « 
To tell my dory : what warlike noife is this ? farre off. 

Enter Ofrici (. 

Ofr. Young Fortinbrafe with conqueft come from 'Poland, 
Th’Embaffadors of England giues this warlike roily. 

Ham. O I die Horatto, 

The potentpoyfon quite ore-growes my fpirir, 

I cannot liue to heare the newes from England, 

But I do prophefie the election lights 
On Forttnbraj[e,he has my dying vovee, 

So tell him with th'occurrants more and leffe 
Which hauc folicited,the reft is filence. 

Hora. Now cracks a noble heart, good night fweet 
And flight of Angels finge thee to thy reft. (Prince, 

Why doocs the drum come hether ? _ v ■ 



Enter FortinbraJfejvith the Embafftdors. 
Fortin. Where is this fight ? 

Hora. VVliat is it you would fee ? 

If ought of woe, or wonder, ceafe your fearcb. 

Fortin. This quarry cries on hauock,0 proud death 
What feaft is toward in thine eternall cell. 

That thou fo many Princes at a (hot 
So bloudily haft ftrookc ? 

Embaf. The fight is difmall 
And our affaires from England come coo late, 

The eares are fencekffc that fhould giue vs heating, 
To tell him his commandement is fulfill’d. 

That Rofencraus and Guj l den ft erne ate dead. 

Where fhould we hauc our thanks ? 

Hora. Not from hi* mouth 
Had it th’ability of life to thanke you ; 

He neuer gaue commandement for their death ; 

But fince fo iump vpon this bloody queftion 
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TfoTng«i«</'Hatnlet 

You from the < 2V/«r£ - warres,and you from England 
Are here arriued,giue order that thefe bodies 
High on a ftage be placed So the view, 

And let me fpeak,to th’yet vnknowing world 
How thefe things came about ; fofhall you heare- 
Of cruell, bloody and vnnaturall a&s. 

Of accidentall judgements, cafuall (laughters, 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and for no caufe,. 

And in this vpfliot,purpofes miflooke, 

Falne on the Inucnters heads : all this can I 
Truely dcliuer. 

Fort. Let vs haft to heare it, 

And call thenobleft to the audience. 

For me with forrow I embrace my fortune^ 

I haue fome rights of memory in this Kingdome,. 
Which now to cleime my vantage doth inuite me*. 

Hora. Of that I (hall haue alfo caufe to fpeake. 
And from his moutb,whoie voice wil draw no more,. 
But let this fame be prefently perform’d 
Euen while mens mindes are wilde , leaft more mif- 
On plots and errors happen. ~ chance 

Fort. Let foure Capcaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Souldier to the ftage. 

For he was likely,had he been put on,. 

To haue proued moft royall ; and for bis paffage. 

The Souldiers mufick and the right of warre 
Speake loudly for him : 

Take vp the bodies, fuch a fight as.this. 

Becomes the field, but here (howes much aroifle. 

Coe bid the Souldiers (boor. Extmt ; 



L 






{ffo/i rtz-iicm 

'i3'SE; 



finis. 



•a 



! :oH .-.. .aft 
,* * r , . ;j, . 



J 4 Cc*n*el, 

/ it C 




THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arcll.G d.4l[3]) OctaVO 






DON, 1598 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d. 4 l[ 4 ]) OctaVO 









Enter Ferdinand K.of Nauar, Berovvne, 



Longauill,andDumawe. 

Ferdinand-. 

L ET Fame,that all hunt after in their lyues, 

Liue regiftred vpon our brazen Tombes, 

And then grace vs,in thedifgrace ofdeatht 
Whcn'lpight of cormorant deuouriRg Time, 
Thendeuour of this prefent breath may buy: 

That honour which fhall bate his fythes keene edge. 
And make rs heires of all eternitie. 

Therefore brauc Conquerours,forfoyou are. 

That warre agaynftyour owne affections. 

And the hudge armie of the worldes defires. 

Gurlate cdiCT foall ftrongly ftand in force, 
fhall be the wonder of the workic, 

Gur Court fhaibe a lytlle Achademe, 

Still and contemplatyue in lyuing art. 

You three, Herowne , Fhimamc, and Longa«ili, 

Haue fworne for three yeeres teatm'e, to liue with me: 
My fellow Schollcrs,and to keepe thofe ftatutes 
That are recorded in this fedule here. 

Your othes are paft,and now fubfirribe your names: 
That his owne hand may ftrike his honour downe, 
Thatviolatesthe fmallelt branch herein, 

Ifyou are amid t o do, as fworne to do, 

Subfcribc to your deepeothes, and keepe it to, 
Longmill. I am refolued,ti's but, a thee yeeres faff: 

The roinde foallbauquet, though' thebody pjhe. 

Fat paunches haue lcancpates : and dayruyMs 
Make rich the ribbes,but bancrout quite the wits. 

‘Uumaine. My louing Lord, Bumaint is mortefied, 
The groffer manner ofthefe worldes dclyghfs: 
Hethrowesvppon the grofle worlds baferflaues 
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plcafcnt conceited Comtek : 

Tolouc, to wealch, to poniv.T pine and die, 

With all thefc lyuing in Philofophic, 

Berotyne. 1 can hut fay their protelbtion ouer. 

So much dearc Tjedge,! hauc already fworne. 

That is, to lyue&il ftudy h e e r e thr c c y a e're s , ; 

But there arc other Arie^ obfcruaoccs 5 • - . 

As not to fee a woman in thatterme. 

Which I hope well is not enrolled there* 

And one day in a vvetke to touch no foodc: 

And but onemeale on euety day befide: 

The winch I hope is not enrolled there, > 

And then to flccpe bin three houres in the nyght. 

And not be fecne to wincke ofall the day. 

When I was wont to thinke no harmc all nyght* 

And make a darke nyght too ofhalfe the day: 

Which 1 hope well is not enrolled there. 

0 theft are barraine taskes, too hard to keepe, 

Not to fceLadyes, ftudy, fart, not fleepe. 

Ferd. Your othc is pail, to pafle away from th'ele, 

Berov. Letmefaynomyliedge,andyfyouplcafe, 

1 onely fworc to Rudy with your grace. 

And flay hcerc in your Court for three, yceres fpace. 

Longa. Youfworeto that Berovme, and tothcrclt 
Bero. By y ea and nay fir, than X fwore in left 
What is the ende of ftudy, let me know* , 

Ferd. Why that to know which elfe we fhould not know, 
Ber. Things hid &bard(youmcane)ffom cammonfenic* 
Ferd. I, that is ftudies god-like rccompcnce, 

Bero. Cordon then, I will fweare to ftudy fo, 

To know the thing 1 am forbid to know: 

As thus, to ftudy where l well may dine. 

When I to faft cxprcflely am forbid. 

Or ftudte w^re to we« re fome Miftris fine. 

When Mi (defies from common fenfe are hid. , i( , v 

Or hauing fworne too hard a keeping oth, . 4 

Studie to breake it,and not breake my troth. 

If ftudies gaine be thus, and diisbe fo, 

Studie knowes that which yet it doth not know, 

, Swear® 
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called Loues Labors loft. 

Sweare me to this,and I will nere fay no. 

Ferd. Thefe be the ftoppsthat hinder ftudic quit. 

And trainc our intdects to vaine delight. 

Bero. WhyJall delightes are vainc,but that molt vaine 
Which with paynepurchaf ’d, doth inherite payne. 

As paynefillly to poare vpori a fiooke, 

Tofeeke the lyght of tructb, while trueth the whyle 
Doth falfely blinde the eye-fight ofhis looker 
Light feeking light, doth light oflight beguylet 
So ere you finde where light in darknes lyes. 

Your lightgrowes darke by looting ofyour eyes, 

Studie me how to pleafe the eyein deede. 

By fixing it vppon a fayrer eye. 

Who dazling fo,that eye fhalbe his heed. 

And giue him light that it was blinded by, 

Studie is lyke the heauens glorious Sunne, 

That will not be deepe fearcht with faweie lookesi 
Small hauecontinuall plodders euerwonne, 

Saue baft au&horitie from others Bookes, 

Thefc earthly Godfathers of heauens lights. 

That giuc a name to e ucry fixed Starre, 

Haue no more profite of their fhyning nights. 

Then thofe that walke and wot not what they are* 

Too much to know.is to know nought but fame: 

And cuery Godfather can giue a name* 

ferd. How well hees read to reafon againft reading. 
Dum. Proceeded well,to flop all good proceeding. 
lam. He weedes the corno,&ftillletsgrow the weeding. 
Ber. The Spring is neare when greene geefe are a bree- 
Duma. How followes that? (ding, 

Ber. Fitinhisplaceaodtyme, 

Duma. In reafon nothing. 

Bero. Something then in rime. 

Bcrowheis like an enuious fneaping Froft- 
7v at bites the firft borne infants of the Spring. 

Bero. Weli/ay I am, why fhould proude Sommer boa ft. 
Before the Birdcs haue any caufe to fing? 

Why fir ould J i‘oy in any abhortiue bytth? 
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<^4 pleafant conceited Comedie: 



At Chriflmas I nomoredefirc a Rdfe, 
i hen wiftr a Snow in Mayes newfangled fhowes; 

, llt J'ke of each thing that in feafongrowes* 

Soyou to ftudie nowit istoolate, 

Clynibe ore the houfe to vnlocke the little gate. 

Ferd. Well, fit you out: go home Berome.-adue. 

‘Zero. No my good Lord, I hauc fworne to flay with you. 
And though 1 haue for barbarifme fpokemorc 
Then for that Angcll kno wledge you can fay 

Yet confident lie keepe what I haue fworne. 

And bide the pennance of each threey ceres day, 

Giueme the paper, let me reade the fame, ' 

And to the ftrifteft decrees lie write my name 

Ftr. How well this yeclding refeewes thee from ftiame, 
Bey ' Iten ^ That no woman fhall come within a njylc of 
my Court. Hath this bin prociaymcd? J 
Long. Foure dayes ago* 

Long. Marrie that did I* 

Bero. Sweete Lord and why? 

Long. To fright them hence with that dread penaltie 
A dangerous law againft gendetie. 

Item, Yfany man be feene to talke with a woman within 
J e tearme of three ycere^hc fhall indure fhch publibue 
lhame as thereftof the Court can posfible deuife. 

® r * This Article my Hedge your felfe muftbreake. 

For well you kno w here comes in Embaflaie, 
v IIC ^ ^' n g es daughter with your felfe to fpeaket 

A Maide ofgrace and complet maieftic. 

A bout furrender vp of a yF<jnitaine, 

To her decrepit, ficke, and bedred Father. : , ' r >C 

Therefore this Article is made in vaihcj'r y.-n ;-Z .v&'i-l 

Or vainely comes th’admired Princeflehitheiv 

Fcrd.Whzt fay you L ordes?why,- this was quite forgot, 
ner. u o Scudic eucrmorc is ouerflior 3 
While it doth ftudie to haue wfiat it woulcfj 
It doth forget to do die thing it fhould; , 

And- 
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called Loues Labor’s lojl. 

And when it hath the thing it hunteth moft, 

Tis won as townes with fire, fo won fo loft. 

Fer. We muftofforce difpencewith this Decree, 
Shee muft lie heere on meere neceffide. 

Ber. Neceflfitic will make vs all forfworne 
Three thoufand times within this three yeeresfpacet 
For euery man with his aflfe&es is borne. 

Not by might maftred,but by fpeciall grace* 

If I breake fayth,this word fhall fpeake for me, 

I amforfworne on meere necefli tie. 

So to the Lawes atlarge I write my name, 

And he that breakes them in the lead degree, 

Standes in attainder of eternal! fhame. 

Suggeftions areto other as to me: 

But I belecue although I feeme fo loth, 

I am the laft that willlaft keepe his oth. 

But is there no quicke recreation graun ted? 

Ferd. 1 that there is,our Court you know is haunted 
With a refined trauailerofSpaine, 

A man in all the worldes new fafhion planted, 

That hath a mint ofphrales in his braine* 

On who die mufiqueofhis owne vain e tongue 
Dothrauifli like inchannting harmoniet 
A man ofcomplements whom right and wrong 

Haue chole as vmpier of their mutenie* 

This childeof Fancic that Armado bight. 

For interim to our ftudies fhall relate. 

In high borne wordes due worth of many, a Knight* 
From tawnic Spaine loft in the worldes debate. 

How you delight my Lords 4 know not I, 

ButI protcftl louc to hcare him lie. 

And I will vfe him for my Minftrelfie. 

Bero. tsfrmado is a moft illuftrious wight, 

Aman offiernew Wordes, Fafhionsowne knight. 

Lon. (oft ard ihe fwaine and he, flialbe our-fport. 
And to to ftudie three yeeres is but fhort. 

- * . A 4 



W pleafant conceited Ccmedte : . 

Enter a ConJjlaMe with Cojlardwith a letter, 

Confiab. Which is the Dukes ovvne pcrlbn? 

Ber. This fellow. What would’ft? 

Conft. I my fclfe reprehend his OvViie perfon.for Iain his 
graces Farborough ; But I would fee his ovyne perfon 
in flefh and blood, 

Ber. This is he. » 

Conft. Signcour yirms zArme commendes you i 
Ther’s villanie abrod, this letter will tell you more, 

Clowne. Sir the Contcmpls thereof are as touching me, 

Ber. A letter from the mzgmft(cr\t.eArmado. (words/ 

'Bern Howlowfoeucrthe matter,lhopeinGodforhio-h 
Eon. A high hope for a low hcauen.God grant vs patience 
‘Ber. To heare, or forbeare hearing. 

Eon. To heare meekely fir, and to laugh raodcrjtly, pr 
to forbeare both, 

Bero, W ell fir, be it as the (file Ihall giuc vs caufe to clime 
in the merrines. 

Clow . The matter is to me fir,as concerning laquenetta: 

The manner ofit is,l was taken with, die manner, 

Bero. In what manner? 

Clow. Inmannerandformefolowingfirallthofc three, 

Iwas fecne with her in the Manner houfe, fitting with her 
vppon the Forme, and taken following her into the Parke: 
which put togeather, is in manner and forme following. 

Now fir for the manner, It is die manner of amantofpeake 
Jo a woman, for the forme in fome forme, 

Ber. For the following fir, 

Qow. As it (hall follow in my corre&ion,and God defend 
the right. 

Ferd. Will you heare this Letter with attention? 

Bero. As we would heare an Oracle, 

C&ftvSuch is die finplicitic of man to harken after die flefh 
Ber ft £jReat Deputiethe welkfi Fizgercnt,andfile dominatur of 
Nauar,t^y joules earthes God,attd bodtes fifty mg patrooc: 

' Coft. Not a wordc of Coftart yet. 

Ferd , So it is 



called Lottes Labenrlojl. 

Coft. Ic may be lo: but ifhe fay it is fojie is in telling true} 
but lo. 

Ferd. Peace. 

Clow. Betome,and cueric man that dares notfighr. 

Ferd. No wordes. 

Clow. Of other mens feercts Ibcfeechyou. 

Ferd. So it is befedged with fable coloured melancholic, I did 
commende the blacks °Ppr effing humour to the moft holfeme phifickt 
cf thy health-geuing aye : Jnd as lam a gentleman, betooke my 
felfe to walks : the time When ?about the ftxt houre. When Bsaftes 
mojl graft, Btrdes beft peckrtnd Men ftt downe to that nourifhment 
which is called Supper : So much fir the time When. Now fir the 




Jeene & mofi propoflrous euent that draweth fro my (howhite pen the 
ebon coloured Incke&hich here thou vieweft,beholdeft, furuayefi,or 
feeft. But to the place Where? It fiandeth North Ncrth-eaft & by 
Eaft from the Wefi corner of thy curious knotted garden; There 
did 1 fee that low jjnrited Swame, that baft Minow of thy myrth 




( C / 0W ' ? mcc )fi md and confined contrary to 
thy ejtabltjhedproclaywcd Editt and continent Cannon : Which 
With, o without Vpith this I pajjionto (ay; therewith: 

Clo. WubaWench* 

Ferd. With a childe of our Grandmother Eue.a fimdle;or for thy 
more fweete vndcrftanding a Woman , himjfas my euer efteemld 
duettepnekesme on) haue fint to thee, to receme the mcede cf pu- 
mfhmcnt by thy fweete graces Officer Anthonie Dull, * man of 
good reput, carnage bearing, and eftimation. J 

^ eam & al1 pleafe you? I am Anthony Dull. 

* * j°j hquenetta (ft ts the Weaker veftetl called) which 1 

thi \&b&‘ th S ? vaihe > 1 ksq* b:r as a \eftlU of 

Don A.Jriano dc Amudo, 

» is * 



Ben 




Of pieajdl/Ti NKMi&^onkdm 

Ber. This is not fo well as Hooked for, but the beft that 
cucrl heard. 

Fer. I thebefr/or the wofi.Butfirra, What fay you to this? 

Clo. Sir] .vonfefTcihe Wench. 

Fer. Die! you hcarc the Proclamation? 

Clo . I do confefTe much of the hearing it, but little of the 
marking of it. 

Fer . Ic wasproclaymedayeeres imprifonment to beta- 
ken with a W ench. 

Clo . I w' 2 s taken with none fit, l was taken with aI3emfcl. 

Fer . Welhit was proclaimed Damfel. 

Clo . This was no Damfel neither fir, fhe was a Virgin. 

Ber. It; is fo yarned to, for it was proclaimed A^irgin. 

Qo. Ifit were, 1 denic her Virginitie: I was taken with a 
Maide. 

Fer . This Maide will not ferue your turne fir. 

(bl f This Maide will ferue my turne fir* 

Fer. Sir I will pronounce your fentencc^You fliall fafta 
weeke with Brannc and Water* 

l jo . I had ratliprpmy^a^on with Mutton &Porridge# 

Fer . An A Don Jrm^oChi^ 

My Lord Berov vneXez him deliucred ore. 

And goe we Lordes to put in pra&ifc that. 

Which each to other hath fo ftrongly fworne. 

Bero. He lay my Head to any good mans Hat, 

Thefe othes and ] awes will proue an idle fcorne. 
Surra,Come on. ' ' . ^ //»•,*•• 

Qo. Ifuffer for the tructh fir : for true it is, I was taken 
with Iacjuenctta, and Iaquenetta is a trew giile, and therefore 
welcome the fewer Cup ofprofpcrie, afflicciomay one day 
(mile agaioCj and till thenfivthec doyvne iorroyv. , Exeunt . 




* J 3 

Enter Armado and Moth hirfage. 

Armado. Boy,Whatfignc is it when aman of great fpi- 
rite growes melancholy? , 

Boy. A great figne fir that he will Iookefadd* y^r- 

Ar . WhyPfadnes is .one & thefclfe fame thing deare imp. 

Boy. No no,0 Lord fir no. 
y Jm. 



called Lottes Labor s loft. 

Jrm. Howcanft thou part fadnes and melancholy, my 
tender Iuuenall? 

Boy • By a familier demonftration of the working^y 
tough figneor . 

<LArma. Why tough figneor/ Why tough figneor/ 

Boy. Why tender iuuenallrWhy tender iuuenall/ 

Arm. Ifpoke it tender iuuenafas a congruent apethaton 
apperteining to thy young dayes* which we may nominate 
tender. 

Boy. And I tough figneor, as an appertinenc title to your 
olde time, which we may name tough. 

Armd* Prettie and apt. 

Boy. How mcane you fir,I prettie^and my faying apt/ 
or I apt, and my faying prettie/ 

Arma . Thou prettie becaufe little. 

Boy. Little prettie, becaufe little: wherefore apt. . 
sArma. Andtherfore apt,becaufe cjuickc. 

CBo\u. Speakeyou this in my praife Maifter/ 

Armct. In thy condigne praife. 

Boy. I will praife an hele with the fame praife. 

Arma. What/ that an Eele is ingenious. 

Boy. That an Eeieisquicke. 

Arma. Idofaythouarcquickein anfweres. Thouheatft 
my blood. 

Boy. I am anfwerd fir. 

Arma. Iloue not to be croft. 

'Boy. He fpeakes the meer contrari^crotfes loiie not him. 
J ~ r ’ I haue prcmjfcd to fludie three ycercs with the duke. 
£o }'- You may doit in an houre fir. 

-drmd. Impoffible. 

Boy. How many is one thrice tolde? 

I am ill atreckning } it fitteth thefpitit of a Tapfler 
Boy. You are a Gentleman and a Gamtier fir. 

Ama. I confeffc botfyhey are both the varnifh of a com- 
pleat man,. 

f Then l am fure you know how much the erode 

lummeordcuf-aceamountesto-if ' 
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\~A pieajam conceited c omccte : 

'Boy. Which the bafe vulgar do call three, 

Arma. True. 

Boy. Why fir is this fuch a peece of fludic? Now hecreis 
three (iudied ereyele thrice wincke : and how eafie it is to 
putyeeres to the worde threejand fludiethrecyecresin two 
vvordcs;the d auncing Hoi le w ill tell you* 

Arm. A moll fine Figure* 

Boy. Toproueyou a Cypher. 

Arm . I will hereupon conftfle I am in loue rand as it is 
bafe for aSoukhcr to loue;fo am 1 in loue with a bafe wench*. 
Ifdravving my Sword again!! the humor ofaffcftion,would 
tieliucr me from the reprobate thought of it, I would take 
Defire prifoner,andranfomehiin to anic French Courtier 
tor a new deuifdc curfie. I thinkc fcornc to figb,mec thinks 
IfiiouldoutfweareO/p/W. Comfort mec Boy,What great 
tnenhauebininloue? 

Boy. Hercules Maifter. 

Arm. M oft fwee te Hercules : more authorise deare Boy, 
name more; and fweetemy childeletthcm be men of good 
repute and.carriage. 

Boy. Sumpfin Maifter, he was aman of good carriage, 
great carriage: for he carried the T ownc-gates on his batke 
like a Poreer:and he was in loue. 

Jrm. O wcl knit Sampfonft rong ioynted Sampfirr^. do excel 
thee in my rapier,as much as thou didft me in carying gates. 
I am in loue too. Who w as Sampfim loue my deare Moth? 

Boy. A Woman, Maifter. 

Arm. Qfiwhat complexion? \ 

Boy . Ofall the foure, or the three, or the two, or one of 
the foure. 

Arm. Tellmeprecifely of w'hat complexion? 

Boy. Of the fea-water Greene fir, 

Arm. Is that one of the foure completions? 

Boy . As 1 haue read fir,and the beft of them too. 

Arm. Greene in deede is the colour otLoucrs : but to 
hauc a loue of that colour, mcc thinkes Sampfin had imall 
reafon for it. He fiirely affe&ed her for her wit. 

Boy • It was fo fir, for £he had a green c wit# 

Arm, 
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called Loues Labor’s Ipjl. 

a. Arm . My loue is mod immaculate white and red, 

Hy. Molt maculate thoughts Maifter, are maskt vnder 
fuch colours. 

L zAr. Define, define, well educated infant. 

Hoy. My fathers wit,and my mothers tongue asfift me. 
Ar. Sweet inuocation ofa child,moft pretty &pathctical, 
Boy. Yf the be made ofwhiteandrcd. 

Her faultes will nere be knownc: 

For blufii-in cheekes by faultes are bred. 

And fcaresby pale whitefhowne: 

Then iflhefcare,orbe to blame. 

By this youlhall not know, 

Eor ftill her checkes pofiefle the fame. 

Which natiue flic doth owe 

A dangerous rime maifter againft the reafon of white & red. 
Ar. Is there not a Ballet 13oy,of the King & theBegger? 
Hoy. The wotlde was very guiltie of fuch a Ballet lomc 
three ages fince, but I thinkc now tis not to be found : or if it 
were, it would neither feme for the writing,nor the tune. 

Ar. I will haue that iubieft newly writ ere, thatl may 
example my digresfion by fome mjghtic prefedent. Boy, 
1 do loue, that Countrey girle that 1 tooke in the Parke 
With the rational hindcCo/h»-d;lhcdeferues well. 

'Hoy. To be whipt : and yet a better loue then my maifter, 
tAr. Sing Boy,My fpirit growes heauie in loue. 

Hoy. And thats great maruaile,Iouing a light Wench, 
cAr. Ifayfing, 

Hoy. Forbcare till this companiebe paft, 

- : v . 

Enter Clowne,ConJlable, and Wench. 

Confiab. Sir,thcDukesplcalureisthat you keep cCefiard 
fafe, and you ltinft lr flfer him to take no delight, nor no pe- 
nance 5 but a’muft faft three dayes a weeke : for this Damlclf 
I muft keepe her at the Parke, flic is alow de for the Day 
womand. Fare you well. 
eAr. I do betray my felfe with blufhire:Maide, 

Maide. Man. 

e^r. I will vifit thee at the Lodge. : . 

B 3 M«ti. 



^fieajmrcwcm 

<tsliaid. TIiats hereby* 
cx/r. I know where it is fituaie* 
a. Lord how wife you are* 
tAr.. I will cell thee wonders* 

(tJWa. With that face. 

<Ar. I lone thee; 
sJMa* So I heard you lay. 

Ar. And fo farewell* 4 

Faire weather after you* 

Ch. Come Iaqnenetl ^ a w a y * Exeu t 

Ar ' Villain?, thou fhalc fart for thy offences ere thou be 
pardoned. 

Clo. Well fir 1 hope when I do it, I fliall do it on a full 
rtomacke, 

Ar. Thou fhalc be heauelypunifhed, 

c/ * I ai “ ‘sore bound to you then your fellowcs.for they 
are buc lightly rewarded. 

Ar. Takeaway this villaine,/huthim vp, 

‘Bay. Come you tranfgrcsfing flaue, away. 

Clo. Lee me not be pent-vp fir.I will fart being loofe. 

Boy. No fir,tfrac were faft and loofenhou /haft to pri/bn, 

Clo. Well, tfeuerldofee the; merry dayes of deflation 
that I haue feene,fome fhall fee. 

Boy. What fhall lbmefee. ? ’ 

t Ck ' nothing M.MothUt what they looke vppon, 
it is notfor prifoners to be too filent in their wordesfand 
t hen ore I will fay nothing : I thanke God I haue as litle pa- 
ticncc as an other man, & therforc I can be quiet. Exit. 

Arm. I do affea the verie ground(which is bafc)whcreher 
fhoo( which is bafer) guided by her foote (which isbafert) 
doth tread. I /nail be fori worne (whichisagrearargument 
of falfehood) if 1 loue. And how can tha tbc true louejwhicfe 
is failcly attempted? Lone is a familiar; Louc is a Diucll, 
a here is no euill angel but Louc, yet was Sampjonfo temp* 
ted, and he had an excellent flrength.: Yet was Salomon fa 
feduced, ->nd he had a very good wit. Qtipids Butfliaft is too 
nard lor Hinnies Clubb, and therefore too much oddes for a 
Spaniards Rapier : 1 he firR and fecond caufe will not leruc 
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4 WJl , 

my turn e : t h c PapJ-j he-refpeirts not, the D tie lh he reoards 
not; his difgraceds to Walled Boy, but his gloric is toTub- 
due men. Adue yalourc^ruft Rapier, be foil Drum/or your 
manager is 10 Jpuqy.ea hc lpueth. Asfiftmcfome extemno- 
iall God ofRjme, for I am fure I fliall turne Sonnet. Deuife 
Wtt, write Pen,for I am for whole volumes-in fojjo. Exit. 

Enter the Pnncejje of Fratwceyvitb three 
attending Ladies and three hordes. 

Boyet. Novv Maddamc fummon vp your deaxeft foirrits 
Co/ider who the King your father fondest P % 

i o whom he /endes, and whatshis Embasrte, 

1 our /e]fe,helde precious in the worMes efteeme, 
i o parlee with chefole inheritoure 
Of all perfections that a man may owe 
Matchlcs Ifauar, the plea ofuo lcfTe weight, 
i hen Aquitaine a Doyvrie for a Quecne. 

5 C "? w as Prodigal! of all Deare grace, 
vh S , o re was in ma king Graces deare, 

ssasaaacigfc' • 

to l>«r= jJ.,11 

Then you much willing to be counted wife 
p pending your Wit in the prat fe ofniine* 

But now to tafkethe tafkcr, 

You are not ignorant all telhng fame 

?m nS y f ha * Vow, 

No w “ Uuaie fta11 GUtwcare three yeeres 

No Woman may approch his filent Court- * 

The rc f 0rc t0 > s feeu^thicancedfu Icon J 
Before ween ter his forbidden gates * 

L°li n ? W bi£pJeart, ^ and in t^t b’eiia/Fc ‘ !i 

Bold of your worthincs, w-c fingleyou?' C ' ' 

b 4 , • 














pleafant conceited Come die. 

As ourbcft mouing faire folicitcr: 

Tell him, the Daughter of the King of France 
On ferious bufiues crauing quicke difpatch, 

Jmportuous perlonall conference wiih bis grace. 

Halle, fignj fie fo much while we attende, 

Likchurable vilage Suters his high, wi'h 
Toy. Proud ofimploymenc, willingly I go. Exit Hoy. 

\ Tnnce . All pride is willing pride, and yours is for 
Who are the Votariesmy foiling Lordes, that arc vowfel- 
lowes with this vertuousDuke? 

Lor. Longduill is one, 
r Princ. Know you the man? 

j. Lady. 1 know him Maddame at a marriage feaft, 
Bctweene L-Tengorr and the bewtiousheire 
Of: I agues Fauconbridge folemnized. 

In Lgormandie (aw 1 this Longautll, 

A man of loueraigne peerellle he is ePeemdt 
Well fitted in artes, glorious in armes: 

Nothing becoms him ill that he would welL 
The onely foyle ofdrisfayrenrertues glofe, 
lfvcrtucs glofe will Paine with any foyle, 

Isa (harpe Wit maccht with too blunt a W illt 
Whofe edge hathpowerto cut whofe will Pill wils. 

It fhould none fpare,that come within his power, 

‘Trim. Some meTrie mocking Lord belike, ill fo? 

Lad. They fay fomoPjthatmoP his humors know; 

Trim. Such fhorc liued wits do wither as they grow. 
Who arcthereP. ? , 

2 . Lad. The young Ihimainc,n well accomphlht youtp, 

Ofall that Vertueloue, for Vcrtueloued. 

jyjoP power to do moP harme,leaP kno wing 
For he hath wit to make ah ill fliape-gtfocf. 

And lhape to win grace though he had no wit, 

I law hini at the Duke zsilanfoes once. 

And much too little of that good I faw. 

Is my report to his great worrflines. - J ? f ' . V ' ' ,r 
2 . Ltd. An other bf Piefe Studentes at tfi'athme> 












Was there with huiij if I hauc heard-a truedu 



Htromt 
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called Loues Labor s lojl, 

Hcrovoneikty call him,but a merrier man. 

Within the limit ofbccomming mirth, 

1 neuerfpent an hourestalke wichalk 
IPs eye begets occafion for his wit. 

For euery obieft that the one doth catch, 

T he other turnes to a mirth-moouing ieP, 

Which his fayre tongue (conceites exporter) 

Deliuers in fuch apt and gracious wordes. 

That aged eares play treuant at his tales. 

And younger hearinges are quite rauiflied,. 

So fweete and voluble is his difeourfe, 

God blefle my Ladyes,are they all in loue? 

I hat euery oneherowne hath garniPied, 

With fuch bedecking ornaments ofpraife. 

Lord. Hecre comes^jrr. Enter Tom. 

Now, What admittance Lord? J 

Toyet. Name had notice ofyour faire approefr, 

Andhe and his compettitoursin oth, 

Were all addreP to meete you gentle Lady 
Before I came : Marrie thus much I haue learnt. 

He rather meanes to lodge you in the feelde * 

Like one that comes heere to befiedge his Court 
Then feckc a difpenfation for his oth; 

T o let you enter his vnpeeled houfe, . 

Enter Nauar^Longduitt^DumainefiC-Berowne, 

To. rieere comes Nauar. 

. Nauar . Faire Princeffe, Welcome to the court of Nauar. 
Trm Faire I gme you backe againe, and welcome 1 inner 

not yet- the roofe of this Court is too high to be yours and 

welcome to the wide fieldes too bafe to be mine 

You flialbe welcome Madame to my Court, 

. J J T tn ' ■^' Vllbe welcome then, Condu<P me thither, 

, Nau. Heare me deare Lady, J Katie fworne an oth, 
® ur ^ ad y hel P e «yXbrd,he’lc befoifwotne, 

2^ Notfor the worldefaire Madame, by my will, 

Trin. Why,will Ihall breake it will, and nothingcls, 

■**&* Your Ladlfhyp is ignoraunt what if is, .. ’ 

Q - Frw> 







Of^leaptm conceited Comedie: 

^ 5V<».> W ere my Lord fojiis igncr'aunce were wife, 
Where now hi b knowledge mu! ? prone ignorance. 

3jie«rc your grace hath fwomeouc Houf keepings 
i is cfeadlie hnneto kcepe that oath my Lord, 

And fin to breake it .♦ but pardon me, lam too fodainc bold, 
l o teach a teacher ill befeemech mec, 

Avouch "a fe to read the pnrpofe of my commino-. 

And foaainc-lie rcfolue mce in my fuite. 

B^ait. Madame I will,if iodainelie I may* 

Brin. 1. ou will the iooncr that I were a waie, 

For yotde prone periurde if you make me ftaie, 

Berowne. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 
Kather. Did not I dance with you inBrabant once. ? 

Ber. I know you did* 

Kath. How needies was it then to afke the queftion? 

Ber. You niufl not he fo quickc. 

Kath. T is long of you that fpur me with fuch queftions, 
Ber. Your wit's too hot,it Ipeedestoo fafi, twill tire, i 
Raw. Nottillitleaue the rider in the mire, 

Ber. What time a day/ 

Rath. The houre thatfooles lLouJd afke* 

Ber. Now faire befall your mafke* 

Kath. Faire fall the face it couers. 

Ber. And lend you manielouers* 

Kath. Amen,fo you he none. 

Ber. Nay then will I be gen. 

Ferd. Madame,your father heerc doth intimate. 

The payment of a hundred thoufand Crowncs, 

Being but die one halfe of, of an incire fumme, 

Disburfed by my father in his warres. 

But /ay that he, or we,as neither haue 3 

Recciud that fumme,yet there remaines vripaidc 
A hundred thoufand more, in furetie of the which. 

One part o£ slquitaine is bound to vs, ;b *„ . 

Although not valued to the monies worth. 

Ifcnen the King your father will .reftore, - 

But that one halfe which is.vnfatisficd, 

W c will giue vp our right in ^uttaine,".. 

. And 
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called Loues Labor's lojf . 

And holde faire faicnd'fhip with his Maicftic, 

But that it feemes he little purpofethr 
For here he doth pemaund to haue repaide, 

A hundred thoufand CrovvncSjandnot dematinds 
One paiment of a hundred thoufand Crowmes, 

To haue his title Hue in Aquitaine. 

Which we much rather had depart witbalJ, 

And haue die money by our father lent. 

Then Aquitaine So guelded as it is. 

Deare PrinccfTc were not his requeftes fo farr 
From reafons yeelding, your faire felfe fhould make 
A yeelding gainft fomc reafon in my breft. 

And go well fatisfied to France againe. 

Trin. Youdo the King my father too much wrong, 

And wrong the reputation of your name, 

In fovnfeeming to confeffe receir. 

Of that which hath fo faithfully been paide* 

Ferd. Idoproteftlncuerheardofit: 

And if you proue it, lie repay it backe, 

Oryeelde vp quit nine. 

Frinc. We arreft your worde, 
l&oyet you can produce acquittances, 

For fuch a fumme from fpciall officers. 

Of Charles his father* 

Ferd. Satisfie meefo. 

*Boyet. So pleafe \our Grace,the packet is not come. 
Where that and other fpecialties are bound: 

To morrow you fhall haue a fight of them* 

Ferd. It fhall fuffife me;.at whidi cnceruiew. 

All liberal! reafon 1 will ye elde vnto # 

Mcane time recciuefuch welcome at my hand. 

As honor(without breach of honor) may. 

Make tender of to thy true worihines, 

You may not come (faire Princefie)within mv gates* 

But here without you ihalbe fo receiude. 

As you fhall deeme your fclfc lcdgd in my. hart. 

Though fo denidc faireharboi^r in my houfe. 

Your oWncgood^choughtes ex'cufe me^arnl farewell. 

: Cz To 
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x f/ccajarn wncema commit? 

Tomorow fliall we vifite you againc. 
r\r' £^ eete he alcfi and faire dcfires confortyour orate 
,.y : ' j ny owne wifh wifii I thccin euery place. b Exit, 
„ cr ' “ at *ie J wiil commend youromy none hart. 

A?/- I ray you, do my commendations,. ! would be »Ud 
to fee it, ° 

Her. I would you heard it «ronc' 

Is the fools ficke, ° 

Ber. Sickeat thcharr* 

Rof- Alacke, let it blood, 

'Bar. Would that do it good? 

Rof. JVdy Phificke faies I, 

Bcr, VV ill you prickt with your eye*, 

Rof, Nopoynt, with my knife, 

Bcr, Now God faue thy life. 

Rof- And yours from long liuino-. 

Bet. I cannot flay chankes-giuing. Exit 

Enter Dtmaint, 

Bum, Sir I pray you a word. What Ladie is that fame-* 

rP' C * A ^ l< ’ ) * lcire Alan fin, Roptlin her name, 

um, A gallant Lady Motmfirfiut you w'el. Exit, 

EongautlL 1 befcech you a word, What is ibe in the white? 
■Boyet. A woman (ometime 5 ,andyou fawherin the light. 
Aw Perchance light in the light, I defire her name? 

j Sbebath bu ‘ onc r °r her fc lfe, to defirc that were a 
Lon. Pray you fir, W hofe daughter? (fhame, 

Bo, Her mothers, 1 haue heard, 

Lon . Gods i bleffmg on your beard* (bridge. 

bo. Good fir be ootoflFended, She is anheire of Falcon- 
on, Nay my roller is endcd*Sfae is a moft fvveec Ladie, 



Exit LongauiL, 



Bo Not vnlike fir, that may be # 

Enter Berowne, 

Eero, Whats her namein thecapp? 

Boy, ICat her in by good Iiapp. 

Ber, Is (lie wedded or no? 

Boy, To her will fir, or fio f . 

Bcr, Oyou ore welcome fir,adew» jBMH 
Boy* Fare well come fir,and wekomexbypu* Exitfierofl 
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called Loues Labors lojl. 

'Lady Maria, That lafi is B erowne, the merriemadcapL# 
Not a word with him but a ieft. 

Boy, Andeuery iell but a word* 

Brin . It was well done of you to take him at his word* 
Boy, I was as willing to grapple as he was toboord* 
Lady Ka , T wo hot Sheepes marie* 

Bo* And wherefore not Shipps? 

No Shcepe(fweetc Lambe)vnle{Te we feeds on your lippes# 
La, You Sheepe and I pallure : fhall that finifh the iell? 
Bo, Soyougrauntpaftureforme» 

Lad \ Notfo gentle Beafl* 

My hppes are no Common, though feuerall they be* 

Bo . Belonging to whom? 

La, To my fortunes andmee # 

Brin. Good witts will beiangling^but gentles agree. 
This ciuill warre of wittes were.much better vfed 
On TSfyuiar and his Bookmen, for heere tis abufed* 

Bo, if my obferuation(which very feldome lyes 
By the hartes ftill rethoricke,difclofed with eyes* 

Deceaue me not now, Nanar is infetted. 

Brin. With what? 

Bo. With that which vyc Louersincitle Affected, 

Brin. Yourrealon* 

Bo . ^ Why all his behauiours did make theirretire, 

I o the court of his eye, peeping thorough defier, 
ills hart like an Agot with your print imprefled, 
lroud with his forme, in his eye pride exprelled. 

His tongue all impacient to ipearke and not fee, 

Old /tumble with hafte in his cy- fight to bee. 

All fences to that fence did make their repaire, 

I o ‘Celeonlylookingonfaireftoffiiiirc: 

Mee thought all his ienfes'were lokt in his eye* 

As Ic web ,n Chriftall for fo^e Prince to buy, Mart 

Who tendring their owne worth fipru where they were 

Did poyntyoutobuy them alongas you pafi, * 

H.sfacca owne margehtd.d coate filch amazes, 

1 hat a.l eyes faw hkeyes inehaunted with gazes* 

ile gme you Acjuitaitte, and all that is his, ° " v ' _ 

C 3 And 



csi pieajant conceited ComedTc 

And you giuc him for my fake but one louing kifte* 

Brin. Come, to our Pauilion ,Boyet is difpolde. 

Bo. But to fpeak that in words, which Ins cic hath difclofd 
1 onelie haue made a mouth ofhis cie. 

By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 

Lad. Thou art ah old Loue-inongcr^ 

Lad- 2. He is Cupids Graundfatlfer/ 
ofhim. 

tad. 3. Then was F ms like her mother, for her father is 
but grim. 

Bey. Do you hearemymad Wenches? 

Lad. No. 

Boy. W hat then,do you fees’ 

Lad. I, our way to be gone. 

%. You are too hard for mee- Exeunt omnts. 

Enter Braggart and his Boy. 

Bra. Warble child, make pasfionate my ienie of hearing, 
Boy. Concolinel. 6 

Brag. Svveete Ayer,go tendernes of yeeres, take this Kcv, 
giue enlargement to the Swaine, bring him feftinatly hither, 
I mult imploy him in a letter to my loue. 

Boy. MaiAer,wflI you win your louc with a french braulcf 
Brag. How meaneft thou? brawling in French. 

Boy. No my complct Maifler, but to Iigge off a tune at 
the tongues endfjcanarie to ic with your feetc, humour it 
with turning vp your eylids/igh a note and frng a note fom- 
tinne through the throate, ifyou fwallowed loue with fing- 
inglouefomctime through: nofeas ifyou fnuflfc-vp loue by 
fmelling ioue with your hatpenthoufelike ore the (hop of 
ycur eyes, with your armes croft on your chinbe/Iies doblet 
like a Rabbet on afplf, or your handes in your pocket like a 
man.after the olcle painting, and keepe not too long in one 
tune, but a fnip and away : tHele are cqm'pleir.cntcs, thefe 
are humours; thefe betraie nice wenches' that would be bc- 
traied without thefe, and make them. men of hote l do ypu 
note men that moft are a Reeled to thefe. 

Brag. How haft thoupurchafed this experience/ 



k fpeakeft flcilfully, 
and learnes nevves 



called Loucs Labor's lojl. 

Boy. By my penneofobferuation. 

Brag. But o but o. 

Boy. T he Hobbie-horfe is forgot. 

Brag. Calft thou my loue Hobbi-horfo. 

Boy. No Maiftcr,the Hobbi-horfc is but a colt, and you r 
Joue perhaps, a hacknic iButhaueyouforgotyour Loue' 
Brag. Almoft I had. 

Boy. Nccligent ftudent, learneherby hart. 

Brag. By harr,andinhartboy. 

Boy. And out ;of hart Maiftcr j all thofe three I will 
prone. 

Brag. What wilt thou prouc? 

. A man,ifl liue(and this;by,in,and without, V pon the 

jtlftanc : by hartyou louc her, becaufe your hart cannot come 
by her: in hart you loue her, becaufe your hart is in lo ue 
withhert and out ofhart you loue her, being out of hart 
that you cannot enioy her. 0 IC 

Brag. I am all thefe three. 

Btf> afall d threC timCS 35 mUcH more ' and >' ct nothjn S 
Brag. Fetch hither th e Swaine, he muft earns me a letter 
B^jA ®#gc well fimpathifd, aHorfe to be embaffal 
1. doureforanAfie. 1 

Ha ha, What faieft thou.' 

^l miC fir ’ £° U mutt fe,lc! Affe vpon the Horfe. 

for he is verie flow gated : but-Igo. 

brag. The way is but ftiort, away. 

Boy. As fwiftasLead fih 

iDg '" ius - i! Lai •"«- 

Boy. You are too fwift fir to fay fo. 

B that Lead flow which is fierd from a Gunnc' 

Brag. Svveete fmoke of Rhetorike, 

He reputes me a Cannon, and the Bullet chats heel 

Iinoote thee at theSwaine, 

Boy. Thump theh, and J flee. 

^4 B rgg. 




C4 pieajant conceited Comedie * . 

A moft acute Iuuenall, volabfc and free of grace. 
By thy fauour fweete Wclkin,Imuft figh in thy face: 

Aiofl rude melancholie, Valour ^iifes thee place. 

My Herald is returnd. 

• 

Enter Page and Clonne. 

Tag, A wonder Maiftcr 5 Hecr$ a Cof&rdbt olccn in a ffiin. 

Some enigma, feme riddle, comj^thy Lw^beojn, 

C&.No egma,no riddle, no lenuoy, no faluc,in tlice malefir. 
O fir, Plantains plinePlantan ; nokn^uo lenttoy , no Salue 
fir, but aPlantan* 

Ar. By venue thouinforceft laughter* thy fitlic thought, 
my fplcencj the heauing of my lunges prouokes me to redi- 
culousfmylingtOpardoneme my Barres,doth theincon- 
fidcratetak efilue for lemoy, and the word lenuoy for afilue? 

Tag. Do the wife thinke them other, is not lemoy a filnet 

A. No Page,it is an epilogue or difcouife to make plaine, 
Someobfcureprefedence that hadi tofotebin faine. : ' 
I Will example it, 

T he Fox,the A pe,and the Humble-Bee, 

Were flail at oddes being but three. 

T h er’s th e m orr a 1 1 : No w t h e lemoy. 

Tag. I willadue the lemoy, fay the morrall againe,,^ 

&Ar o The Foxe, the Ape, and the Humble-Bee, 

Were Bill at oddes>being but three. 

Tag . Vntill the Goofe came out of doore. 

And flaied the oddes by adding fours* 

How will I begin your morrall, and dp you follow with 

my lermoy. 

The Foxc,the Ape,andfhe Humble-Bee, 

Were Bill at oddes, being butthree. 

Arm. Vntill the Gocfe came out of doore. 

Staying the oddes by adding foure. 

Tag. A good Lenuoy, ending in the Goofe : woulde you 
defiremoref 

G/^TbeBoy hath fold him a bargainee Goofe, Hiatus fiat* 
Shyyour penny-worth is good, and your Goofe be far. 
a hargaine well is as cunningas fafl and loofe: 

: J 
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called Lom Labors loft. 

LetmefeeafatZrw^TthatsafatGoofe* (begin? 

At. Come hithcr,come hither : How did this argument 
Boy. By faying that a- (Ifiard was broken in a fhin* 

Then cald you for the Lemoy . (in. 

True, and Ifor a Plantan,thu$ came your argument 
Then the boyes fat Lemoy , the Goofe that you bought, 
and he ended the market* 

Ar . But tel me, How was there a Cojkordbroken in a fhin? 
Tag. Iwilltellyou lendbly* 

Clow. Thou haft no feeling of it Moth, I will fpeake that 
I (ojiard running out,that was fafelv within, ( Lemoy . 

Fell oucr the threfhold, and brokemy fhin. v 
<Mrm f We will talke no more of this matter. 

Clow . Till there be more matter in the fhin* 

Arm. Sirra Coftard , I will infranchife thee. 

Clow. Omarriemeto one Francis, I fmell fome Lermoy, 
fome Goofe in this. 

'Arm * Bymylwectefoule,Imeane,fettingtheeatIibcrtie. 
Enfreedoming thy perfon : thou, were emured, reftrained, 
captiuatcd, bound* 

Clown. True, true, and now you wiibe my purgation, 
and let me loofe. 

Arm. I giue thee thy Iibertie,fet thee from durance,and in 
lewe thereof, impofe on thee nothing but this : Beare this 
fignificant to the countrey ]S\z\de Iaquenctta: there is remu- 
neration, for the be ft ward of mine honour, is rewarding 
my dependants. cJMoth, follow. 

Tag. Like the fequdl I. Signeur Coftardzdew* Exit,. 
Clow. My fweete ouce of mans flefh, my in-conic lew : 
Now will I looke to his remuneration . 

Remuneration, O that’s the latine word for three-farthings: 
rhree-farthings remuration. What’s the price ofthis-ynclef 
i.d. no, He giue you a remuneration : Why? it carries it re- 
munerationtWhyf it is a fayrer name then French-Crowne* 

I will ncucr buy and fell out of this word* 

Enter Berorvne. 

[ Ber. O my good knaije C ojiard, exceedingly well met. 

Clow. Pray you fir, Hoyv much Carnation Ribbon may 

U a man 







• i 



^ jneajant concmca Romaic. 

a man buy for a remuneration/* 
tier. O what is a remuneration? 

Cofl. * Marie fir, halfepennie farthing* 

O, why then threefarthing worth ofSilke. 

Cofl. Ithankeyourworfh'ip, God be wy you. 

Her* O (lay flaue, I mud employ thee. 

As thou wilt win my faucur, good my knaue* 

Do one thing for me that Iftiallintreate. 

' Cldty. When would you haue it done fir? 

Her. O thisafeer-noone* 

Clow. ;Well,l willdo it fir: Fare you well. . 

Her. O thou knoweft not what it is* 

Clow. I fhall know fir when I haue doneit* 

Her. Why villaine,thou mull know firif. 

Cloty. I will come to your worfihip tomorrow morning* 
Her. It mull be done thisafter noone, 

Harke flaneur is but this : 

T. he PrinceiTc comes to hunt here in the Parke, 

And in her trainc there is a gentle Ladiet 

When tongues fpeake fweetcly,tben they name her name^ 

And %ofltlwc they call her,afke for her: 

And to her white hand fee thou do commend 
} his lea!.d-vp counfailc. Ther’s thy guerdon : goe. 

Clow* Gardon, O fw'eete gardon^btrter thenremuneratio, 
a leuenpence-farthing better: molt fweete gardon . I will 
do it lir in prim: garden remuneration. 

Exit. 

Her. Oand I foiTothin Ioue,I thathaue been loues whip? 
A verie Bedell ro a humerousfigl^a Crktick,nay a night- 
watch Conllable, 

A domineering pedant ore the Boy, then whom no mor- 
taihfb magnificent. 

This wimpled .vvhyning purblind wayward Boy, 

This fignior lunios gyant dwatffe, dan (hpid 3 
Regent of Loue-rimes,Lord of folded armes, 

1 bdannoynted foucraignc of fighes and groones* 

Licdge of all loyterers and malecontents: 

Dicsd Prince ofI : laccats,King of Codpecces* 




called Loucs Labor s left, 

Sok.Emperaror.and great generall 
Of trotting Parrators(0 my title hart.) 

And I to be a Corporall of his fielde. 

And wearc his coloures like a T umblers hoope* 
What/Iloue, Ifue, I feeke a wi&, 

A woman thatis like a Iermane Cloake, 

Still a repairingteucr out offfame. 

And neuer going a right, being a Watch* 

But being watcht,that i t may itill go right. 

Nay to be periurde, which is worlt of all: 

And among three toloue the word of all, 

A whitly wanton, with a veluetbrow. 

With two pitch balles ftucke in her face for eyes* 

I and by hcauen.one that will do the deede. 

Though Argus, were her eunuch and her garde. 

And 1 to figh for her, to watch for her*. , 

To pray for her, go to X it is a plague 
That Cupid will impofe formy neglcci, . 

Of his almightie dreadfull little might* 

Well, I will loue,writc,fighjpf3y,fhue,gron'e. 

Some men mull Ioue my Ladie,and feme lone*' 

Enter the Prmcefie,a Fenejler y her Ladyes y 

and her Lerdes 

Was c ^ c king that fpurd his horfe fo hard, 
Againit the iteepe vp riling of the hill? 

Forr, I know not, but I thinkc it was not he* 

**/■ n “t*’ Wnoerca was, aftiowd a mounting minde, 
v^eli Lords, to day welhallhaueourdifpatch, 

Oce Saterday we will returne to Fraunce, 

Fhen Forreflermy friend. Where is the Buffi . 
i hat we mult Rand andplay the murthcrer in> 

Fw Heereby vpon the edge ofyonder Coppice, 

A Stand where you may make thefaireft ffioote* 

Mnee. ] thanke my Bcautie.l am fhire that ffioote. 
And tnereupon thou fpeakft the faireft ffioote* 

■ Forr ° Batdon me Madam, for I meant not fo* - 
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Wliat>vvhat. ? Firft praife mce,and againefay no« 
O fliort liu’d pride* Not faire? alackcfor woe 
For . Yes Madam faire. 

-Qw. Nay, ncuer paint me now. 

Where faire is nor, praife cannot mend the brow* 
Heerc(good my glafte)take this for telling tre wt 
Faire payment for foul c wordes, is more then dew. 

For. No thing but faire i$ that which you inherrit* 

Quee. See fee, my beautie wilbe fau’d by merriu 
O hcrefy in faire,fit for thefe dayes, 

A giuing hand,though fowle^fhall haue Faire praifeo 
But come, the Bo w ; Now Mercie goes to kill. 

And fhooting well, is then accounted ill: 

Thus will I faue my Credite in the ihoote. 

Not wounding, pittie would not let me doote. 

If wounding then it was to fhew my skill. 

That more for praife, then purpofe meant to kill* 

Andout ofqueflionfo itis lometinies.* 

Gloriegrowes guyltieof detefted crimes. 

When for Fames fake, for praife an outward part* 

We bend to that>the working of the hart. 

As I for praife alone now feeke to fpill 

The poore Deares b!ood,that my hart meanes no ill* 

"Boy. Do not curft w'iues hold that felfe-foueraigotie 
Onclyfor praife fake, when they ftriue to be 
Lords ore their Lorcles? 

Qnee. Onely for praife, and praife we may afford. 

To any Lady that fubdewes a Lord, 

Enter Clowne. ■ 

B.oyet , Here comes a member of the common weal th . 
C/o, God clig-you-den afpray you which is the head lady? 
jQue. Thou fhalt know her fellow by the reft that haue no 
CloW\ Which is the greateft Ladic,the higheft. ? (heads# 
Ouec. The thickcft 3 andthe tallefk 

The thickeft,and the tailed; ;it is io, trueth is trueth. 
And your wafte Miflrs were as flendcr as my wit. 

One a thefe Maides girdles for your wafte fbould be fit* 
Are nGtyouthechiefe woman?You arethe'thickeft hcere. 

. ';'' 7 v Ouv * 
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called Loucs Labor's loft. 

jQuee. Whats your will fir? Whats your will? 

Clo'Of. I haue a Letter from Monfier Berovene t 
to one Ladic RoJaiSte ; 

Que. O thy Ietter,thy letter : He’s a good friend of mine. 
Stand a fidegood bearer, Hoyetyou can carue, 

Breake vpthis Capon. 

Boyet I am bound to lerue. 

This letter is miftooke : it importeth none hcere* 

It is writ to laqutnctta. 

Quee. W e will reade it, I fweare. 

Breake the necke of the Waxe,and euery one glue earc. 

‘Boyet 7 gY hcauen, that thou art faire, is mod infallible: 

reedes.% true that thou att beautious, trueth it felfediar 
thou art louelie : more fairer then faire, beautifull then beau - 
tious, truer then trueth it felfc : haue comiferation on thy 
heroicall Vaffall, The magnanimous and molt illuftrate 
King (ophetua fee eie vpon the pernicious and indubitate 
Begger Zenelophon: and he it was that might rightly fay. 
Verity vidi,via : Which to annothanize in the vulgar, O bale 
and obfeure vulgar,- videlifit , He came, See, and oucrcame : 
He came, one; fee, two,- coucrcame, three. Who came/ the 
King. Why did he come? to fee. Whydidhq fee/ tooucr- 
comc. To whom came he/to the Begger. Whatfaw he/the 
Begger. Who ouercamc he/ the Begger. The conclufionis 

wfoT fSt u h R fc flde - fe K,n S { chc ca P«ue is inrichtjOn 
whnS t ?/ §§erS ‘ The cata ftrophc is a Nuptiall, on 
whole fide/ the Kmges .-no, on both in one, or one in both, 

I am the King(tor {o liandes the comparifon)thou the Be«- 
ge., 01 owitneffeththy lovvlincs. Shall I commando thy 
1 ue.Imay. Shall I enforce thy louc/ Icoulde. Shall I e n- 

roahes ^ ° U e , P * WI ! ! - Whajgfliah thou exchange for raggs 
roabes for tittles cycles, for thy felfe s mee. Thus expeftmg 
,Ayreplie,lprophanemy lippes on thyfootc, my eyes on 
diy pifturej and my hart ondfy eueriepart. 7 * 

Thine in the dearefi define tf induftri, 

Don Adriana dc Armathb. 



fleafmt conceited Comedk : : 

Thqs dbft thcu hcarc the nemean Lion roarc, 

Gainft thee thou Lambe, that ftancteft as his pray? . 
Submisfiue fall his princely feetel&fbre, 

And he fr&mforragc will incline to play. 

But if thou, ftri ue(poore foule) what art thou then? 
Fcocicfor his rage, repafiure for his den. 

Qme. What plume offethers is he that indited, this letter? 
What vainc?What Wethercock? Did you euer heare better? 
Boy< lam much deceiued, but I remember the fti!e* 
Quee* Els your memorie is bad, going orcitcrewhile* 
Boy. This Armada is ^Spaniard that keepes here in courts 
A Phantafime-a Monarcho,and one thatmakesfport 
To the Prince and hisBooke-mates* 

Ojiee f Thou fellow, a worde* 

Who gaue thee this letter? 

Ch iv. Itolde you. my Lord* 
jQttec- To whom ftiouldftthougiucu? 

Clow . From my Lordto my Ladie* 

Owe, From which Lord, to which Ladie? 

CIgw+ From my Lord Bero'Wne, a goodMaifter of mine. 
To a Ladie of France, that he calde Rcfilinet 
jQuee* Thou haft miftaken his letter. Come Lords away* 
Here fwcete 5 put vp this, twilbe thine annother day* 

Boy. Who is the (hooter ?Who is>the fhooterf 
Shall I teach you to know* 

Boy. I my continent of beautie* 

Rofi. Why flie that bearcs the Bow. Finely putoffi 
Boy* My Lady goes to kill homes, but if thou marrie* 
hang me by the necke, if horns that yeeremifcarric* 
Finely put on* 

Rofi. Well then I amthefhootet. 

Boy. And whoisyourDcaref 

Rofi. If wc choofc by the hornes 3 your felfe come not . 

neare. Finely put on in deedc* 

^Adayia. Youftill wrangle with her Boyet, and flic ftrikes 
ar the brow. 

Boyet . But fhe.herfelfe is hit 1<5 wer : Haue Thither now? 

. ^efii Shall I come vpon thee with an olde faying, that 
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was a man when King Tippet: of Franncc was a JitJe boy, as 
touchiug the hit it. ; 

'Soy. Sol may anfwere,thee with one as olde that was a 
woman when quecne <jKmcuer o(Bxhizmc was aiitle wench 
as coching the hi tit, 

Rofi. Thou canft not hitit, hit it, hit it. 

Thou canft not hit it my good man. Exit' 

Bov. And I cannot, cannot, cannot : and I cannot.an other 

By my troth moftplefant, how both did fit m (can. 
Mar A ma^emarueilouswelihot/or they both did hit, 

So. A mark O ufifrk but that marlcja mark faies my Lady. 
Let the mark haue a prick in’t, to meate at.if it may be. 

Wide a’the bow hand, yfaich your hand is our, 

. /«. Indeed a muft /hoot nearer, or hcle neare hit the clout. 
Spi. Andxfmy hand be our,then beiikeyour hand is' in. 

Clo, Then will /he gettbc vpfhoot by cleauing the is in. 

Come com^you taike grcafely,your h P s grow fowlc, 
C4 Shes to hard for you at pricks/ir challchg her to bowlc 
ci R 6316 t< r° ™ ucbrilbbin g>'good night my good o\ylc, 

T Sd r By Tu f ° U u a , SM ( aine > a mo[l fi nrple Ciowne. 

Lord Lord, ho w the Ladies and I haue put him dovvne, 

my troth moftfweeteieftes,moftinconj c vulgar wit 
When it comes fo fmoothly 0 fF,fo obfccnly as it were fo fir 
C0 , 0thcn fide * a daintie man, ’ * 

1 ofeehim wal^e before a Lacfy,andto bcare herFann 

An/hkP® k ‘ fle H u ha r how mofi Meetly a vvU fwearc* 
And his Pageatother fide, that handfull of wit. 

Ah heauens, it is mod patheticall nit, 

oowla, fowla. r c , * 
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pleafanf conceited Comedie : 

Holo. SirT^athanA. baud credo. 

Du!. T was not a baud credo, twas a Pricket* 

Holo . Moil: barbarous intimation J yet a kind of infinua- 
tion 3 as it were in via An way of explication/^^ : as it were 
replication^ rather^f^r^ to (how as it were his inclina- 
tion after his vndreffed,vnpolifhed,vneducated,vnpruneci, 
vntrained,or rather vnlettcred,or rathereft vneonfirmed fa- 
£hion 5 to infert again my baud credo for a Deare. 

Dul. I faid the Deare was not a baud credo, twas a Pricket, 
Holo . T wice fodd fimplicitie,bis co&us, O thou monfter 
ignorance^How deformed doott thou looke* 

Ndtb. Sir he hath neuer fed of the dainties that are bred 
m abooke. 

He hath not cate paper as it were t he hath not drunkeinck* 
His intelleft is not replenished, he is only an annimaU, only 
fenfible in the duller partes! and fuch barren plantes are 
fet before vs,that we thankful fhould be! which we tafle, 
and feeling, are for thofe partes that doe fructifie in vs 
more then he. (foole, 

For as it would ill become me to be va’rne, indiftrcell, ora 
So were there a patch fet on Learning,to fee him in a fchole. 
But otnne bene fay I, being of an olde Fathers mindc. 

Many can brooke the v\ eather,that loue not the winde. 

Dal. You two are book-men, Can you tel me by your wit, 
What was a month old at Cains birth, that’s not fiue weeks 
old as yet? 

Holo. Ditttfima goodman Dull, diclifima goodman Dull. 
Dul. What is dittima? 

Natb . A title to Thebe, to Luna, to the aLldoonc. (more. 
Holo . The Moone was a month old when Adam wasno 
And ro tight not to fiue- weeks when he came to fiuefcore. 
Tlfallufion holdes in the Exchange. # (champ 

Dul. Tis true in deede, the Collufion holdes in the tx- 
Boh. God comfort thy capacitie, I.fay th’allufion holdes 
in the Exchange. 

Did. A nd l fay the polufion holdes in the Exchange tw 
the Moone is neuer but a month oldc : andl lay bencie 
that,twa$ a Pricket that the Pxincefle kild. 
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called Lottes. Labor . . 

Hob . Sir Nathaniel, \\\\\ youheare an externporallFpy- 
taphonthedeath of the Deare^and to humour the igno- 
rault cald the Deare! the Princefle kild aPricket- 
'Nath. Tcrge, good-M. Hobf ernes perge, foitfhall pi cafe 
you to abrogate iquinlitie. 

Hole. I wil fbmthing afFed the letter/or it argues facilities 

The pray full PrinccfTe pearft andprickt 
a prettic p'eafing Pricket, 

Some fay a Sore, but not a fore, 
till now made fore with fhooting* 

T he Dogges did y efl,put ell to Sore, 
then Sorell iumpsfrom thicket! 

Gr Pricker-fore, cr els Sorell, 
the people fall a hooting. 

If Sore be fore, then el to Sore, 
makes fiftie fores o lorelJ; f\ 

Ofoneioie Ian hundred make 
by adding but one more L 
Zfyth. A rare talent. 

Dull' It a talent be a claw, looke how he clawes him 
with a talent, 

N[atb. This is a gyfc that I haue fimple : /frnple, a foolifh 
extraua.gantlpirit, full ot formes, figures, fhapes, obic£tes ? 
Ideas, apreheiniods,umtions,teuolutions.Theie are begot in 
the ventricle of Memorie,nounfht in the wombe of prima- 
ter, and deliuered vpon the mellowing of occafion : But the 
gyfc is good m thofe whom ins acu^andlamthankfull 
for it* . 

Holo. Sir,Tprayfe the L, for you, and fo may my parifhi-' 
oners, for their Sonnes are well tuterd by you, 'and their 
Daughters piofite very greatly vnder you ; you arc a rood 
member or. the common wealth. 

T^ath. jvle hercle,; yf their Sonnes be ingenou?,chey dial 
want no iuflrufhon : if then Daughters be capable, ! will 
put V them. ButVk fait qid.fauca loquitur, a &u!e Ferns* 

wncfalutcth vs. • 

Lnto- 
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pleafant conceited Contedie: 



• T 



■E # laquenetta and the Clome. 

Jaquenetta. God giue you good morrow M.Pcrfon. 
l^ath. Mai Her Perfon, ejuafi Perfon? And it one fhoulde 
be perft,Which is the one. ? 

Cla. MarrieM.Scholemafter,he that is likleft to a ho°-gs. 
Nath. Of perfing a Hogshead, a good lutter of conceit 
in a tur pli of Earth, Ficr enough for a Flint, Pearle enough 
for a Swine: tis prettiest is well, 

Iaque. Good M. Parfon be fo good as read me this letter 
it was geuen me by Coftard, and fent me from Don dir mat ho: 
I befeech you read it# 

N 4th. Facile precor gellida, quandopecds omnia fab vmbra nu 

min at, and fo fborth. Ah good olde Mantuan ,1 may fpcake 
of thee as the traueiler doth of Venice,vemchie,\encha 3 que non 
te vndc, cjue non te perrcche. Olde Mantuan, olde Mantuan, 
Who vnderttandeth thee not, loues thee not y vtre follamijk: 
Vnder pardon fir, What are the contentcsfor rather as Hit* 
race layes in his 3 What my foule verfes, 

Hole. I fir, and very learned. 

Nath. Let me hcarea ftaffe,a(fauze,a veiCe y Lege domint, 
If Loue make me forfworne,how fhall I fweare to loue? 

Ah neuerfaych could hold, yfnot to beautie vowed# 
Though to my felfe forfwdrne, to thee Ile faythfull proue, 
Thofc thoughts to me were Okes,to theelike Ofiers bowed 
Studie his byas leaues 4 and makes his bookc thine eyes. 
Where all thofe pleafures liue^that Art would comprehend. 
If knowledge be themarke 3 to know thee (hall fuffife. 
Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee commend, 
AH ignorant that fou!e,that fees thee without wonder. 
Which is tomee Tome pray fe, that I thy partes admire. 

Thy t\t loues lightning beares,thy voyce his dreadful thuder 
Which not to anger bent,ismufique, and iweetefier. 
Celeftiall as thou ait, Oh pardon loue this wrong, 

That fingesheauensprayfe,with fuch an earthly tong. 

Tedan. You finde not the apoftraphas 3 and fo miffe the 
accent* Lctmefuperuife the cangenefv 

Nath. Here are onely numbers rarefied, but for theele- 

gancicj 
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called Loues Labors lojl . 

gancieTacilitiejand golden cadence ofpoefie caret : Ouiddm 
I Nafi was the man# And why in deed N$f°* but for fmel- 
* ling out the odoriferous flowers of fancied the ierkes of in- 
uencion imitarie is nothing : So doth the Hound his maifter, 
the Ape his kceper,thc tyred Horfe his rider : But Damofclla 
virgin 3 Was this direfted to you? 

laq. I fir from one mounfier ‘Berome* one of the ftrange 
Queenes Lordes. 

Nath. I will ouerglaunce the fuperfeript. 

V To the Jhow-white hand of the mofl betytious Lady Rofaline# 

I will looke againe on the intellect of the letter, for the no- 
mination of the partie written to the perfon written vnto. 

Tour Ladtjhips in alldefared imployment > Berownc. 

Ted. Sir Holofernes y this Berowne is one of the Votaries 
with the King, and here he hath framed a letter to a fequenc 
of the ftranger Queenes: which accidentally, or by the way 
ofpr 0 gresfion,hathmifcarried. Trip and goe my fweetc, 
deliuer this Paper into the roy all hand of the King, it may 
concerne much: flay not thy complement, I forgine thy 
dewtie,adue# 

Mayd , Good Coflardzp with me : fir God faue your life. 
Coft . Haue with thee my girle. Exit* . 

Holo. Sir you haue done this in the feare of God verie reli- 
gioufly : and as a certaine Father faith 
Ted. Sir tell not mee ofthe Father, I do feare colourable 
coloures. But to returne to the Verfes 3 Did they pleafe you 
fir Nathaniel? ' 

Nath. Marueilous well for the pen-# 

Peda. I do dine to day at the fathers of a certaine pupil] of 
mine, where if (before repaft) it foal] pleafe you togratifie 
the table with a Grace, I will on my priuHedge I haue with 
theparentes ofthe foreJaid childe or pupill, vndenake your 
bien venuto, where I will prone thofc Verfes to be very vn- 
learned, neither (auouring of Poetrie, wit* nor inueraion. 

1 befeech your focietie. 

Nath. And thanke you to jfor focietie (faith the text) 
is the happines ofrlife. 

T.ch, And certes the text moft infallibly concludes ir# 

£ 2 - ' Sir 




pkajant conceited Cmi3xe, ^ 

Sir I do inuite you toojfm (hall not fay me nay t pwxavnk 
Away, the gentles are at their game, and we will to our 
creation. Exam 

Enter Txrowne with a paper in his hand, alone. 

Berm. The King he is hunting the Deare 
I am coutfingmy fclfe, 

, ThcyhauepirchcaToyle/Iam toylingin apytch, pytA 
that defiles; defile, a foule worde : Well,. fee thee downs 
lorrovv; for fo they fay the foole %d, and fo fay I, and I the 
foo.c: Wei! proued wit. By the Lord this Loue is as madd 
as Aiax^it kills Shcep^itkiilsnicc, IaSheepe well procured 
agajRc a my fide, I will not loue^ ifldo hang mee: Pfayrh 
I will not* O but her eye : by this light, butVcr her eye, I 
would nor loue her; yesfor her twoeyes* Weiljdonmhinc- 
in the world but lie, and lie in my thro ate* By heauen I doc 
ioucj andithath taught me to rime/ and to be niallicholie.* 
and heere is part.of my Rime, and; heard my malj.icholie* 
dlj fiae hath one «&riy Sonnets already, the Clowneborc , 
it, the foole fent it, and theLady hath it : fweete Clovyne, 
Tweeter Foole, iweetefi Lady. By the worlde, I woujdc not 
care a pin,if the other three were in. Heere comes one with 
apaper,God giue him grace to grone. 

He ftandcs a fidc e T he King entretht 

King* Ay nice! 

Be. Shot by hcauen^proceed fiveet C^'^thou haft dhumpt 
hini with thy Birdbolt vnder the left papp : in fay th fecrcts* 
King, So fweete a kiffe the golden Sunne giues nor, 

T o thofefrefii morning dropps vpon the Rofe, 

Asthy eye beanies, when their frcfli rayfehaue fmot. 

The night of dew that on my cheekes downe flo wes* 

Nor (Lines thefiluer Moone one halfe fo bright. 

Through dhe tranfparent bofomeofthedeepe, 

A? doth thy face through teares of mine giue light* 

Thou fiiinlt in euerie tearethatl do weepe, 

No drop bar as a Coach doth carri e thee; 

So ridel 1 thou triumphing in my wo 9 
Dobutbeholde the teares thatfwcll in me, 

And they thy g!orie through my griefe ffioyw 

Uni* 



called Lories Labor s lojl . 

But do not loue thy (elfe,then thou vvi/I keeps 
My teares tor, glaflLts, and ftilfmdke me weepe. 

O Qiccnc ofquecncs/how farre doold thou excell, 

No thought can thinke,Hbr tongue of mortall tdl. 

How fnail (he know my griefesr lie drop the paper. 
Sweeteleaues (hade tollie* Who is he comes heere? 

Enter Longmill. T he Kingfiefs a fide . 
What Longamll y md reading : lillen eare* 

*3 crow. Now tii thy hkenefife, one more foole appears 
Long- Ay mce! I amforfwor.ne* 

Berov. Why he comes in like a periure, wearing papers* 
-Long, In loue I hope, fweete fellow fhip in (Lame, 

Srr* One drunkard louesan other of the name*. 

Long. Ami the firft that haue been periurd fo? 

Ber. I could put thee in comfort, not by two that I know, 
T hou makeft che;triumpherie,thc corner cap of focietic. 
The fliape ofLoues Tibijrne,that hanges vp Siinplic-itie. 

Long, I feare tliefe fiubborne lines lacke power to mouc. 
O fweete idddarU, EmprejflTe of my Loue, 

Thefe numbers will I teare, and write in profc* 

Ter. O Rimes are gardes on wanton Cupids hofe. 
Disfigure not his Shop. 

L ^’ . This JaraeftaU go. ' Hc-rcades-thc Sinner. 

. a °y 1C heanenl y Rethorique of thine eve, 

Gamii whom the wotldcannot holde argument, 
Perfwade my hart to this fal f e pcriuric? 

V owes lor thee broke deferue not punifhment. 

A Woman I fortwore, but I will proue. 

Thou being a GoddefTe.I forfworc not thee,. 

' ow ^’ as earthly, thou a heauenly Loue* 

1 hy grace being gainde, cures all difgrace in mee. 
Vovvesare but breath,and breath a vapottre is. 

a ' re Sunne> which on m 'y earth d °od fhine, 
..xhaltt tins vapour-vow in thee it is: 

if broken then.it is no fault ofmine* 
it by mee broke, What foole is not fo wife, 

« o loo fe an odi, to winn a Parradife? 

>er °' 1 h,s 1S the b’ u « vcine, which make s fie (la a deitie. 

^5 A greenc 









^/fpleafard conceited Comedte: 

A greene Goofe, aGoddefle.pure pureydotarie. 

God amende vs,God amende, we are much out a th’vvay. 

Enter Dumaine 

Long. By whom fh all I fend this(companie. ? ) Stay. 
Tcrow. All hid,all hid, an olde infant play, 

Like a demie God, here fit I in the fkie. 

And wretched fooles fecrets heedfully ore ey. 

More Sac ks to the myll . O heauens I haue my wylh, 
Dumaine transformed, foure Woodcocks in a dyfh* 

Duma. O mofl deuine Kate. 

Ternv * O mo(i prophane coxcombe. 

. Duma. Byheauenthe woonderinamortalleye, 

! Ter . By earth (he is not, corporall, there you ly. 

Duma. Her Amber heires for foule hath amber cotcd* 
Ter, An amber colourdRauen was well noted* 

D uma, As vpright as the Ceder, 

Her. Stoope I lay, her fhouldcr is with child*' 

Duma. Asfaircasday. 

Ber. I as fome daycs,but then no Sunne nmft Urine* 
Duma *, O that I had my wilh? 

Long, And I had mine* 

Kingi And mine too good Lord* 

Ter. Vtmen ,fo I had mine : Is not that a good word? 
Duma . I would forget her, but a Fcuer Ihee 
Raignes in my blood, and will remembred be. 

Ter. A Feuer in your blood, why then incifion 
Would let her out in Sawcers/wcete mifprifon, 

Dum. Once more lie reade the Odo that 1 haue writ. 
Ter, Once moredlemarkc how Loue can varrie Wif« 
Dumaine read.es his Sonnet. 

On a day, alacke the day : 

Lone, whole Month is euer May: 

Spied a blofibmc pasting fairc. 

Playing in the wanton aire: 

Through the Veluetjleaucs the wind, 

AH vnfeenc,can paflagefinde : 

That the Louer iicke to death, 

Wifo 



I 
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called Loues Labor s loft. 

Wiih himfelfe the henuens breath* 

Avre (quoth he) thy cheekes may blow* 

Avre would I might triumph fo* 

But alacke my hand is fworne, 

Nere to plucke thee from thy throne : 

Vow alacke for youth vnmeete. 

Youth fo apt to pluck a fwcete. 

Do not call it finneinme, 

That I am forlworniefor thee: 

Thou for whom lone would fweiare, 
lnno but an <*s£thiop were. 

And denie himfelfe for loue, 

T urning morcall for thy loue. 

This will Ifcnd,aiid fomething els more plaine* 
That (hall exprefTe my trucloues faffing painc. 

0 would the King, Herome, and Longauil\ 

Were Loucrs too, ill to example ill, 

Would from my forehead wipe a periurde note: j 
For none offende,where all alike do dote* 

Long. Dumaine thy Loue is farre from charitie 5 
That in loues griefe defirft focictie: 

You may looke pale, but 1 fhould blufh I know. 

To be ore-hard and taken napping fo* 

King. Come fir, you blufh : as his, your cafe is filch* 
You chide at hiin,offending tw r ice as much. 

You do not loue iJMaria} Longauile , 

Did neuer Sonnet for her fake compile. 

Nor neuer lay his wreathed armes athwart 
Hislouingbofome, to keepe downehis hart* 

1 haue been clofely fhrowded in this buffi. 

And markt you both, and for you both did blufh. 

I heard your guyltie Rimes, obferude your fafihiont 
Saw fighes reeke from you,noted well your pafhion. 
Ay mee fayes one/ O hue the other cry es/ 

One her haires.wcre Golde,Chriftal the others eyes. 
You would for Parradife breake Fayth and troth^ 
And Iouei oryour Loue would infringe an oth* 

What will Jerome fay when that he fhall heare 

E4 




~ f'wvjvt.rrv 'X/xrrty^^y^iA, yjvr/yvvi-n,. 

Fayth ip Ringed, which fuch zeah did fvveare- . 
gow will hefcorne,how will hefpende his wit?' 

How will he triumph^cape^nd laugh .at it? 

For all the wealth that ener 1 did fee, 

I would not hauc him know fo much by mee* 

Bero. Now' ftep Ifoorth to whip hipocrific. 

An good my.Leidgc,! prayihee pardon niec. 

Good hart. What grace hail thou thustoreproue 
Thefe Wormesfor louing, that arc moftin leue? 
i our eyes domake.no couches in yourteares. 

There is no certainePrinceffe that appeares* 

Youle not be pcriurde,tis a hateful] thing* : . 

Tufli,»one butMinflreU likyof Son-nettings 
Lut are you, nct^a. flamed/ n^y. arc you not , ^ 

Ail three of you, to be thus much orc'lhot? 

You found his Moth,the ICmg yoiir Moth did fee* 

Lut 1 aBcame do findeip each ofthre'e. 

O what a Serene of fpolrie haue Ifeenc, 
Offighcs 3 ofgroncs,of forrow^and of teenet 

0 mee,with vvhat{irickt.paticnce.haue I fat^ 

To fee a King transformed, to a Gnat- 

1 o fee great Hercules whipping a Gigge,' ' 

And profound Sallothon to tune a Iigge. 

And Nejlor play at pufh-pirt w'it.h the boyes, 

And CrittickXyMon laugh at idle toy es. 

Where lies thy gfiefe/o tell me good C D urn aim? 

And gentle Longautll^ Where lies thy painc? 

And where my Liedieesf ailabout thebreft*. 

A Caudle houi 

Kmg. Too bitter is thy left. 

Are \v e betrayed thus t o thy ouer- view? 

Bcr. Not you by rhee^but I betrayed to you, 

I that am honeft, 1 that ho]de it fnrie 
To breake tire-vow I am ingnged in- 
I am betrayed by keeping companie . J 

With ifceii hke mo'n qf^nconflancie, k 

When ill all you fee mfde w ri te a thing in rime? 

Qr grone for lone? o: fpeude a minuies time. 



called Loucs Labor sloji. 

In pruning mee when fhall you heare that I will prayfe * 
hand,a foote, a face, an eye : a gatc,a ftate,a brow>a breft$ 
a waft, a legge,alimmc, ^ 

King. Soft, Whither away fofaft? 

A true man, or a theefe, thargallops fo* 

, *Ber> I port from Lcue, good Louer let me go, 
laqu* God blefte the King* Enter laquenetta wdCtitynti 
King. W hat prefent haft thou there? 

Clow. Some cert aine treafon* 

King* What makes treafon heeref 
Clow ♦ Nay it makes nothing fir* 

King* Yf it marr nothing neither. 

The treafon and you goe in peace away togeathetv 
Iaqtte. I befeech your Grace let this Letter be read. 

Our perfon mifdoubts it : twas treafon he faid . 

King* Berowne reade it ouer* He reades the letter. 

King. Where hadftjihouK? 

laqu. Of fijlrard. - * 

King . Where hadft rhou it? 

Cojt, Of fDun dramadio, Dun dramadio. 

Km. How now,What is in you? Why doft thou teare it? 

‘Ber. A toy my Lccdgc,afcoytyourgrace needs not feare it. 

Bong, It did mouc him to palsion,& cherfore lets heare it* 

Dum. It is Berownes writing, and hecre is his name, 

*Berow 4 Ah you whorefon loggerhead, you were borne to 
do me fhame, 

Guiltre my Lord guiltie : I confeffe,IconfejDTe* 

King. What? fmeftfe # 

Ber. That you three fooles,!ackt‘me foole,to make vp the. 
Hec,hee,andyou * and you my Leege,and I, 

Are pick-pur fes in Loue, and we deter ue to die* 

O dumifle this audience, and I fhall cell you more*. 

Duma. Nowthenumberiscuen. 

Eero. True true. we are fovycr twill thefe turtles be getvf 
King Hence firs, away- 

^Walke afide the true folkc, and Ictthe traytors ftav* 

Ber Sweete Lord s> fwccte Loucrs, O let vsimbracc, ' 

As true wc arc as flefbaud blood can be, 

? 'xff t . 
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Tire Sea will ebb and flow, heauen flic w his faces 
Y oung blood doth not obay an olde decree, 

W c can not crofle the caufe why we were borne: 
Therefore of all handcs mud we be forfworne. 

King, What, did theferent lines (hew (onpeloue of thine? 
Tier. Did they quoth you? Who fees the heaucnly Rofilmt, 
That(like a rude and fauadge man oflnde.) 

At the firft opning of the gorgious Eaft, 

Bowes not his vailall head, and ftrooken blind, 

Kifles the bafe ground with obedient bread. 
Whatperomptoric Eagle-lighted eye 
Dares looke vpon the heauen of her brow. 

That is not blinded by her maieftie? 

King. Whatzeale,whatfurie,hath infpirde thee now? 
My Loue(her Miflres) is a gracious Moone, 

Shee (an attending Starre) fcarce feene a light, 

'Bar. My eyes are then no eyes, nor 1 Bercwnh 
0,but for my Louc,day would turne to nighty 
Of all complexions the culd foueraigntie. 

Do meete as at a faire in her fairecheeke. 

Where fcuerall worthies make one dignicic. 

Where nothing wantcs,that want itfelfedoth feeke^ 

Lend me theflorifh of all gentle tongues, 

Fiepayntcd Rethoricke,0 Ihce needesitnot, 

T o thinges of fale, a fellers prayfe belonged 
She pafles prayfe, then prayfe too fhort doth blot, 

A witherdHermightfiuefcore winters worne. 

Might lb alee off fiftic, looking in her eye: v 
Bcautic doth varnilh Age, as if new borne. 

And giues the Crutch the Cradles infancie. 

Otisthe Snnne thatmaketh all thinges fhine. 

King. By heauen, thy Loueis blackeas Ebonie. 

Be row. Is Ebonie like her. f O word deuinc / 

A wife offuch wood were fcJicitie, 

O who can giue an oth? Where is a booke? 

That I may lWeare Bcatitie doth beautie lack*. 

Jfthat flic learne not of her eye to looke: 

No face is fayrc that is not full fo blacke. 



called Loues Labor slojl. 

King. O paradox.BIacke is the badge of Hell, 

The hue of dungions,and the Schoole of night t 
Arid beauties creft becomes the heauens well, . 

Ber. Diuels fooneft tempt refembling fpirites oflight? 

O if in blacke my Lady es browes be deckt. 

It mournes,that painting vlurping haire 
Should rauifli dooters with a falfe afpedj 
And therefore is flie borne tomakcblacke fayre# 

Her fauour turnes the falhion ofthe dayes. 

For natiue blood is countedpaynting now: 

And therefore redd that would auoyde difprayfe, 

Paintes iti'elfebUcke,to imitate her bro w. 

Duma, To looke like her are Chimnie-fweepers blake. 
Long. And fince her time are Colliers counted bright. 
King. And ts£thiopoo( their fweete complexion crake, 
Duma. Darke ncedes no Candles now,for darke is light, 
Ber, Your Mifireffes dareneucrcomc in raine, ^ 

For fcare their colours lhould be wafht away. - 

King. T were good yours didtfor fir to tell you plainc, 
Uefindeafayrer face notwalht today. \ 

Ber. lie proue her faire,or talke till doomfe-day heere. 
King, No Diuel will fright thee then fo much as fhee. 
Duma. I ncuerknewman holde vile fluffe fo dearc. 

Long, Lookejheer’s thy loue,my foote and her face fee. 
Ber O if the ffreetes were paued with thine eyes. 

Her feete were much too daintie for fuch tread. 

Duma. Ovile.then as Ihe goes what vpward lyes? 

The ftreete lhould fee as Ihe walkt ouer head. 

King. But what of this, are we not all in loue? 

Ber. O nothing fo lure, and thereby all forfworne. 

King. Then Icaue this chat.atid good BeroWue now proue 
Out louing lawful], and our fayth not tome, 

Duma. I marie there, fome flattcrie for this euyll. 

Long. O fomc authoritie how to proceede. 

Some tricks, fome quillets, how to chcate the diueiL 
Duma, Some falue for pcnuric, 

Ber. O tis more then ncede, 

Haue at you then affeftjons men at armes, 

E 2 Confix 











Consider what you firft did fwcare vtitoj 
I o faft, to ftudy, and to icc no woman $ 
flat treaion gai nit the kingly (lace of youth*! 

Say, Can youfaft/your ftomacks are too young ; 
And abftmence ingenders maladies. 

And where that you haue vowd to ftudie (Lordcs) 
tn that each of you haue forfworne his Booke. 
Can you ftill dreame and poare and thereon looke. 
*|or when would you my Lord^or you, or you, 
Haue found the ground of Studies, excellence. 
Without the beautic of a womans face? 

From womens eyes this doftrine l deriue. 

They are the Groundjthe BookeSjthe Achadcms, 
From whence doth spring the true Promethean fire 
Why vni’iierlall plodding poyfons vp 
7 he nimble fpirites in the arteries^ 

As motion and long during action tyres 
The finnowy vigour of the trauayler. 
l\ow for not looking on a womans face. 

You haue in that fori wprne the vfe of eyes? 

And ftudictoo,thc caufer ot your vow. 

For where is any Authour in the worlde,- 
Teaches fuch beautie as a womas eye: 

Learning is but an adiunft to our felfe* 

And where.we are, our Learning likewife is* * 

Then when our felues we fee in Ladies eyes. 

With our fclues* 

Do we not like wife fee our learning there? 

O we haue made a Vow to ftudie, Lordes, 

And in that Vow we haue forfworne our Bookest 
For when would you(my Leedge)oryoUj or yo u. ? 

3 n leaden cpntemplation haue found out 
Such ficrie Numbers as the prompting eyes, 
Ofbeautis tutors haue inritcht you with: 

Other flow Artes intircly kcepe the braine: 

And therefore finding barraine praiftizers. 

Scarce fliew a harueft of their heauie toyle. 

■j ■ ~ 
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r tailed Lottes habers kjl. 

But Lone firft learned in a Ladies eyes, 

Liues not alone cmared in ihe braifiet 
But with the motion of all elamcntcs, , ^ \ 

Courfcs as fwifr as thought m euery power. 

And giues to eucry power a doub e power* 

A boue their turidions and their offices. 

It addes a precious feeing to die eye: 

A Loucrs eyes w>ll gaze an Eagle bhnde. 

A Loucrs care will hearc the loweft found/ 

When the fufpitious head of theft ;s ftopt* ■ ; 

Lours feeling is more fofe^nd (eniible. 

Then arethe tender homes of Cockled Snayfcs* • - 

Loucfs tongue proues c aintie, VSachtis groilein 

For Valoure* is nos Lou c a 

Still clyming trees in x^tlcffcridcs* . . .1 - 

Subtit as Sphfpx,z$ fweete andmuficall, ^ . 

As bright u4f polos Lute, ftrpng with liishaire* 

And when Loue ipcakcs,the voycc of all the GoddeSj 
Make heauen dfowlic w ith the harmonic 
Neuer durft Poet touch a pen to write, 

V ntiil his Incke were ternpred with Loucs fighes ; 

O then his lines would rauiflh fauageeares, 

And plant m Tyrants milde humilitie* 

From womens eyes this doflrine Ideriue* 

They (parcle ftill the right promethean fier. 

They are the Bookes,the Artes,the Achademes, 

That fhew,containe, and nourifh all the worlde. 

Els none at all in ought proues excellent. 

Then fbolesyou were,thefe women toforfweare: 

Or keeping what is fworne, you will proue fooles, 

For Wiledomes lake, a worde that all men loue; 

Or for Loues fake,a worde that loucs all men* 

Or for Mens fakejthe authour ofthefe Women; 

Or Womens fakc 5 by whom we Men arc Men, c 
Lets vs once loofe our othes to finde our felues, 

Or els we loofe our felues, tokeepe our othes: 

It is Religion to be thus forfworne* 

F 3 For 







pieajant concetrearcdmediL 

For Cliaritie it felfc fulfilles the Law: 

And who can feuer Loue from Charitie, 

King* Saint Cupid then and Souldiers to the fielde* 

„ fr 0W M Aduaunceyourftandars^nd vpon thcm-Lord*, 
Fell.meihdownc with them : but befirft aduifd 
In conflict thatyou get the Sunne ofthem. 

Long. Now to plain e dealing, Lay thefe glozes by, 

Shall W e refolue to woethefe gyricsof Fraunce> 

King. And winn them too.therefore let vs deuife. 

Some enterteinment for them in their Tentes. 

Fir ft from the Parke let vs conduathem thither*. 
Then home ward euery man attach the hand 
Of his faire Miftresj-tn the afternoone 
We will with feme ftrange paftime folace them; 
oucoas thc (hortnefleofehe time can flhape. 

For Reuc^Daunces.Mafkes, and merrie houres,’ 
Forerunne faiie Loue, ftrewing her way with flowers* 
King, Away,away, no time ihalbe omitted, 

1 hat will be tim^and may by vs befitted. 

a /£ Ion f aI ° ne fowcd Cockell.reapc no Corne, 

And iultice alwayes whirles in equal! meafuref 

Light Wenches may proue plagues to men fbrforne, 

I* io our Copper byes no better creafure* 



Enter the Pedant jhe Curat ^andbuB. 

'Pedant* Satis quid fufficit. 

Carat . I pray I e God for you fir, your rcafons at Dinner 
haue been fharpe & fententiousjpleafant without fcurillitie, 
wittie without affe&ion, audatious without impudencie, 
Jearned without opinion, and ftrange without berefieJ I did 
conuerfe this quondam day with a companion the kings, 
\ who is intituled,nominated, or called, Don <tAdriam de Ar* 
math Q. 

r Ped % T^cai homintm tanquam te, His humour is loftie, his 
difeourfe perempeorie t his tongue fyled, his eye ambitious, 
his gate maiefticalJ, and his general] behauiour vaine^redicu- 
lous,&thrafonica!L He is too picked,tofpruce,cooaffe<ftecf, 
to od as it were, too peregrinatasl may call it* 

Qm* 
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called Loues Labor’s tojt. 

Curat. A moftfingulcr and choyce Epithat, ' • 

Draw-out his T able-booke. 
‘Peda. He draweth out the thred of his verbofitie, finer 
then the ftaple ofhis argument. I abhorre iuch phanatticall 
phantafims, fuch infociable and poynt deuife companions, 
lhch rackersof ortagriphie, astofpeakedoutfine,when hc 
fhould fay doubtjdet,when he fhold pronounce dcbt;d c b t, 
not dec : he depeth a Calfe,Caufe t halfc, haufe : neighbour 
vocatur oebour; neigh abreuiated ne • this is abhominable, 
which he would call abhominable, it infinuateth me of in- 
femie : ne inieligis dormne, to make frantique lunatique? 

Curat. Laus deo,bene intdltgo. 

‘Peda. Home boon for boon prefeum, a title fcratch Wvil ferue, 
Enter "Bragart, Bey. 

Curat . Vides ne quis vend? 

Peda. Video, etgaudio. 

Brag. China. 

Peda. Quart China, not Sirraf 
rag. Men ofpcace weft incontred^ 

Bed. Moftmillitarie fir falutation, 

’Boy. They haue been at a great feaft of Languages, and 
ftolne the feraps. 

Clow. O they haue Iyud long on the almfbafket of wordes, 
1 maruaile thy M.hath not eaten thee for a worde, for thou 
arc not folongby the head as honorificabilicudinitatibus : 
Thou art eafier fwallowcd then a flapdragon. 

Page. Peace, the peal e begins. 

Brag. Moun(ier,are you not lettred? 

Page . Yes yes, he teaches boyes the Horne-booke: What 
is AbYpeld backward with the home on his head? 

Peda, Ba, puericia with a home added, (learning. 

‘Pag. Ba moll fccly Sheepe, with a borne Jyou hearc his 
Peda. Quis quis thou Conlonant? 

‘Pag. Thelaftofthe fiue Vowels if You repeate them, 
or the lift if J, - 

‘Peda. I will repeate them tael. 

Tag. Tlie Sheepe, the other two concludes it ou, 

"Brag. Now by the fault wane of the meditaranium , a 

fweete 



v> * ^Ufft’CUlZ , 

fweete tutch,a qiacke vene weofwit.fnip fnap,quic!ce and 

holne, it r.< lov ceth myltatellea, nue wit. 

Cffcrd V a chiidc tb an’old man j which is wit-old, 
\Fxida. W hat is the figure? .What is the figure? 

, Homes, 

. S«4*. Thou diTputes like an Infant: goe whip thy Giegl 
'■ ^^- Lenue oic your Horne to make one,and 1 will whfp 

*bou.tyour hifamie vw ctta a gigge of a Cuckolds home, 
Lm. And 1 had butoncpeny in the world thou (houldft 

haue it to buy Ginger bread jHblde, there . s the verie 
Remuneration l had ot thy Maifter, thou halfepenn.e 
purlc of wit, thou Pidgmncgge ofdifcretion. O and the 
luaucns were 10 pleated, that thou wart but my Ba- 
ifiard; What a loyfull lather wouldeft thou make me? 

Jftf t0 A l L ^r ha S Y^ d ? ngil * 1 fhe fin S ers ends,asthey fav. 
le^a % Oh I fmcll falfe Lacinc, dnu^hcl 'for vngmm* 

Brag. Artf-man pream bulat, wcwill be finguledfrom the 
bai barous. Do you noc educate youth at the Charg-houfe 
on the top of theMomuaine?. 

S*eda. Or (tsWons the bill*": 

Brag. At your fweete pleafure,for thcMountaine. . 

re da. Ido fans cjucjlicn* 

. 'Bra, S r, it is the Kings mod fweete pleafur & affe&ioir 
to congratulate the Prince (Tc at her Pauilion,in the poflenm 
Qf this day, .which the rude multitude call ,he aftcr-noone. 

1 eda. L hc paftener of the da.eymoft generous fir,is Inble, 
congruent, and me , furable fpr the after noone 5 the worde is 
wcllculd.chcfe, (weete,& apt Ido allure you fir, l do allure, 
'big- Sir, the King is a noble Gentleman, and my (ami- 
lier, Ido allure ye very good friende : for -what is lnwarde; 
bctvv.ecne vs^ let it paflt ♦ I do befeech thee remember thy 
curtefuol befcech thee appirrell chy head ♦ and among other 
importunt and moit leiious defignes, and ofgreat import in 
ciccde roo ; but Jet that p 2 i]e. for 1 mufi tell thee it v\>ll 
p!e3fc his Grace (bjrthe worlde) fometinse to leane vpon 
my poore fhoindcr, ard* with his royail finger thus dalnc 
^vitb my excremem, with my muftachie J but fw'ecte hart 
1st that pa fife. By the \\orId I recount nofahJe/ome ccrtainc 

fecial 
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called tones Labor’s loft . 

fpecial honours kpleafith his greatnesto impart to Armada 
a Souldier,a man of trauayle, that hath feene the worlde : but 
let that paflc;the very all of all is: but fweec hart, I do implore 
fecretic, that the King wouldhaue meprefentthc Princefle 
(fweete chuck) with fome delightfull oftentation, or fhow, 
or pageant, or antique, or fierworke : Now vnderftanding 
that the Curate and your fweete felfe,are good at fuch erup- 
tions, and fodaine breaking out of myjrth (as it wcre)I haue 
acquainted you withall,to the ende to crauc your asfiftance. 

Bcda. Sir,you fhall prefent before her the Nine Worthies, 

Sir Holofernes, as concerning fome encertainemcnt of time, 
fome lhow in the pofterior of this day, to be rended by our 
asfiftantsthcKingescommaund, and this mod gallant il- 
luftrate and learned Gentleman, before the Princefle :I fay 
none fo fit as to prefent the nine Worthies, 

Curat. Where will you finde men worthie enough to p re- 
lent them? 

Teda. Iojka, your felfe,my felfe, and this gallant Gentle- 
man Judas A4achabeus‘, this Svvaine (bccaufe of his great lira 
or ioynt) {hall pafTe B ompey the great, the P age Hercules. 

Brag. Pardon fir, error x He is not quantitie enough for 
that worthies thumbe, he is not fo big as the end of his Club. 

. Shall I haue audience? He {hall prefent Hercules 

in minoritie : his enter and exit fhalbe ftrangling a Snake; 
and I will haucan Apologiefor thatpurpofe, 

Bage. An excellent deuiee : fo ifany of the audience hifle, 
you may cry. Well done Hercules, now thou crusfhtft the 
Snake; that is the vvay to make an offence gracious, though 
few haue the grace to do it. a 

"Brag. Fort he reft of the Worthies? 

T eda. J will play three my felfe. 

Bage. Tin ice worthie Gentleman. 

Brag, Shall I tell you a thing? 

Bcda. Weattendc. 

Brag. We will haue,if this fadge not, an Antique , I be- 
leech you folio w* ^ 

good-man Bull, thou haft fpoken no worde all 

. 9 . &W 



TDulL Ncrr vndcrftoode none neither fir. 

‘Fed. Alone, we will employ thee. 

Dull. lie make one in adaunce 5 or fox or I will play or* 
the Taber to the worthies, and let them dance the hey. 
TeJa. Moft J&^honeft Dull, to our (port: away.] Exeunt* 

% Enlcr the EdtlycL 



Quye. Sweete hartes wc flialbe rich ere we depart, 

Yf Fayrings come thus plentifully in* 

A Ladiewaldeabout with Diamondest Lookc you^vyhat 1 



haue from the louing King. 



RoJ 2* Madame,came nothing els along with that? 

Nothing but this : yes as much loue in jRime> 

As would be crambd yp in afheete of paper 
Writ aboth fides the leafe,margentand all. 

That he was faine to feale on Cupids name. 

2^/2* That was die way to make his god-head Wax* * 
For he hath been fine thoufand yeeiea Boy. 

Kath . I andafiirowde vnhappie gallowcstoo. 

Kps. Youle nearc be friendes with him, a kild your filter* 
Kath. He made her mdanchohcftad, and heauie, 
AndfoChe died : had flie bin Light likeyou,offuch amcry 
nimble Hiring fpirit, (he might abinGrandamerefliedied*, 
And fo may you ; For a light hart liues long. 

Rpr. Whats your darkc meaning mouce, of this light word? 
Kath* A light condition in a beautic darke* 

Ros. We neede more light to findeyourmeaning out* 
Kath. Yole marre the light by taking icin Inuffe; 
Therefore He darkly ende thc argument* 

Ros. Looke what you do,you do it dill i’ch d arke* 

Kath. So do not you/qr you are alight Wench* 

Ros. In deedc-I waigh not you, and therefore light* 

Kath , You waigh me not, Othats you care not forme; 
Ros . Great rcaion : for pad care, is ft ill pad cure/. 

Quee. Well bandied both, a fet ofWit well played. 

But Rajaltne, you haue a Fauour too? * • 

Who lent it? and wliat is it? 
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Ros t I would yon knew* 

And if my face were but as faire as yours. 

My Fauour were as great, be witnefle this* 

Nay I haue V earfes too, I thanke ‘JBerame, ± • \ 

The numbers true, and w'ere-thenumbringtoo, 

1 were the fayred Goddefle on the ground* 

Jam comparde to twentie thoufand fairs. 

O he hath drawen my picture in bis letter; 

S^uee* Any thing like? 

Tips. Much in the letters, nothing in the praifei 
jQuee* Beautious as Inckeja good conclufion. 

Kath . FaircasatextBinaCoppicbooke* 

Ros. Ware pcnfaUs, Ho w? Let me not die your debtor P 
My red Dominicall, my golden letter, 

O that your face were not fo full of Oes. 

Quee. A Poxc of that ied, and I befhrow all Shrovycs* 
But Katherine what wasfent to you 
From faire D nmaine? 

Kath . Madame, this Gloue» 
jQuee. Did he not fend you twaine? 

Kath . Yes Madame: and moreouer. 

Some thoufand Vcrfcs ofa faithfull Louer* 

A hudge tranflation of hipocrifie, 

Vddly compyled, profound fimplicitie. 

<JMarg> Thi$,and chcfe Pearle,to mefent Longauile « 

The Letter is too long by halfe a mile. 

Quee. I thinkenolede: Doll thou not wifh in hart 
The Chaine were longer, and the Letter fhort* 
tJWarg* I,or I would thefehandes might neuer part* 
Qwc* We are wifegirlestomockc onrLouersfo. 

Rpu They are worfcfooks to purchafe mocking (bd 
That fame r Bero\vnc ilc torture ere I go* 

O that I knew he were but in by clfvveeke. 

How I would make him fawnc,and begge,and feeke<> 

And wayte the fealbn, and oblerue the times, 

And ipend his prodigall wittes in booteles rimes* - 
And fhape his feruice wholly to my dcuice, 

And make him proude to make me proude that iefi^s* 

G 2 So- 








S'? perttaunt like would Iore’fway his fate, 
l hathefhould be my foolc, and I his fete. 

guee. None are fo furcly ca light, when they are catcht. 
As VVit turnde Foole/oliie in Wifedome ha tcht • 
a j ,^ lied ° niCS warrant >and the helpe of Schoole, 

An ~ TV* 0 * « race to E race a learned Foole. 

Aofa. The blood of youth burnes not with fuch excefTc, 
As grauities rettolt to wantons be. 

Mar Follie in Foolcs bcares not fo flrong a note. 

As foolriein the Wife.when Wit doth dote; * 

Since all the power thercofit doth apply,. 

Toproueby Wit, worth in fimplicitie. 

Enter Toyet. 

{,. S^uee. H cere comes Toyct, and myrrh is in his face. 
Jioyet, O l am liable with laughter, Wher’s her Grace? 
S(uee, L hy aewcs'Bcyet? 

'Boy. Prepare Maddame,prepare. 

Arme Wenches armc, incounters mounted are 

Agamft your Peace Loue doth approch, difguyfd s 
Armed in argumcntes,you’ll be furprifd. 

Muller your Wits, ftande in your owne defence,. 

Or hide your hcadcs like Cowardes,ancfHie hence, 

Saint Dennis to S. Cupid : What arethey 
That charge their breath againft vs? Say fcout fay. 

Boy. Vnder the coolc lhade of a Siccamone, 

I thought to dofe mine eyes fome halfe an hourc; 

When Jo to interrupt my purpofed reft, 

T oward that fhade I might beholde addreft. 

The King and his companions warely, 

I.ftolc into a neighbour thicket by. 

And oucr hard, what you lhall ouer hearc; 

Thatbyand by difguyfd thy will beheere. 

Their Heralde is a prettie knauilh Page; 

That well by hart hath corid hisembaftage 
A ft ion and accent did they teach him there.. 

Thus mud thou lpeake,and thus thy body beare. 

And eucr and anon they madea doubt, 

Prefencemaiefticall would put him out; 

For 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Love’s Labour’s Lost ( STC 22294 ) LONDO 



called Louts Labels left. 

For quoth the King, an Angell fhalt thou’ fee; 

Yet teare not thou but fpeake audacioufly. 

The Boy replyde. An Angell is not euilk ' 
Ifhouldhaucfeard her had dice been a deuill. 

With that all Iaught,and clapt him on the fhoulder* 
Making the bolde wagg by their prayfes bolder. 

One rubbdhis elbow thus,and fleerd,and fwore, 

A better fpeach was neuer fpoke before. 

Another with his fynger and his churne. 

Cried via we will doo’t come what wil come,' 

Thethirde he caperd and cryed, AH goes well. 

The fourth turnd on the*tooe,and downehe fell: 

With that they all did tumble on the ground, 

With fuch azclous laughter lb profund, , 

That in this fpleene rcdiculous appeares. 

To checke theirfollie palhions iolembe teares. 

Quee, But what,but what,come they to vifitqvs? 

! Boy. They do, they do; and are appariled thus; 

Like Mnjcouites , or Riisjians,^ I gefle. 

Their purpofe is to parlee,to court,and daunce. 

And cuery one his Loue-feat will aduancc, 

Vuto his feacrall Miftres ; wh ich they 5 le know 
By Fauours feuerall, which they did beftovv. 

Quee t And will they fo? the Gallants fhalbe taftet 
For Ladies; w6 will cuery one be mafkt. 

And not a man ofthem mall haue the grace 
Defpight offute, to fee a Ladies face. 

Holde Epfaline, thisFauour thou fhalt weare. 

And then the King will court thee for his Dearc; 

Holde takethou thismyfweete,and giue mee thine. 

So fhall Ter owne take me for Rofiime. 

And change you Fauours two,fo fhall your Loues 
Woo contrarie,deccyued by thefc remoues. 

JRoJa. Come on then, weare the Fauours mod in fight. 
Kath. But in this changing.What is your intent? 

Quee. The effeft of my intent is to erode theirs: 

They do it but in mockerie meremcnr. 

And mocke formocke is onely my intent, 
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Their feneraii qouniailes they vnboofomc fiiali* 

T o Loucs miftoake,and fo be mockc withall* 

Vpon the next occafion that we meete, 

With Vifngesdifplayde totaJke andgreete* 

E&* But (hall we dance, if they defire vs toot? 

Quee. No, to. the death we will not mcue a foot^ 

Nor to their peud (peach render we no grace: 

But while tis fpoke each turne away his face* 

Boy. Why that contempt will kill the fpeakershart.' 

And quite diuorce hismemorie from his part. 

Qges. Therefore I do ic 3 and I make no-doubt 
Therefiwill ere come in* ifhe be out* 

Theres no fuch fport, asiport by fport orethrovvnes 
T o make theirs ours,and ours none but our owne. 

So fhall we (lay mocking entended game, 

And they wcl mockt depart away wnhfhame* SomdTroml 
jBo)\ TheTrompetfoundes,bcniafkf a themafkers come, 

Enter Blacl^moores with muficke , the Boy with a 
Jpeach^and the reft of the hordes dijguyficL 
Tage. o^TUhatlefthe ncheft, Bcaitii£S^onjhejarth-~ 

Berov?* Beauties no richer then rich TafTata* 

Tage. A holy par cell of the fayreft dames that ever tarnd ■ thei? 
backcs to mortaliViewes. 

The Ladyes turne their backcs to him* 

BeroVp, Their eyes villaine, their eyes. 
r That eacn turnde their eyes to mortall 'Vtewes*., 

Oat 

Boy. True, out in deede* 

Tag. Oiit ofyourfmoHYS heauenly fpirites vonchftife 
5tfgt to beholde. ...... . . . . ; 

Berow. Once to bcholde, rogue* 

Page. Once io.beholdemthyoar Sunnebeamcdeyes^ 

Withy bar Sir/me beamed eyes. 

Boyct . They will not anfwerc to that Epythat* 

You were befi: call it Daughter beamed eyes. 

Tag. T hey do not marke inland that bringes me out* 
Ber. Is this your perfeftnes/ begon you rogue* 

: "■ Reft* 










catted LoUCs Labor's loft, 

•R^ sal t What would diefe Granges ? 

Know their niindes Boyct. 

Jfdicy do fpeakeonr language, tis our will 
Thatfome plaine man recount their purpofesi 
Know what they would; 

Hoyet. What would you with the Princes? 

Berm, Nothing but peace,and gentle vifitation, 

Rofi. Whatwould they, (ay they? 

Boy. Nothing but peace, and gentle vifitation. 

Rcfi. Why that they haue,and bid them To be gon. 

Boy. she faies you haue it,and you may be gon. 

King. Say to her we haue mealurd many miles. 

To treade a Meafure with her on this grade. 

Boy. -They fay that they haue meafurd many a mile, 

T o tread a Meafure with you on this graffc. 

Roftc. It is not (b , Afke them how manie inches 

Is in one mile? It ttiey ham. miaoued rnanic, 

The meafure then otone is eafiie tolde. 

Boy. If to come hither, you haue meafurdc miles, 

And manic miles.thc Princcfle bids you tell. 

How manie inches doth fill vp one mile? 

Bero'it. Tell her we meafure them by weerie ftcpj.;. 

Boy. She heares her felfe, 

Roj a. How manie weeriefteps. 

Of manie weerie miles you haue ore gone. 

Are numbred in the trauaile ofone Mile? 

Bero. We number nothing that we fpend for ydu. 

Our ductie is fo rich,fo infinite, 

T hat we m ay do it dill without accompt . 

Vouchfafe to fiiew the funfhineofyourfaqej 
That we(hkc fauages) may worfhip it, 

\ Ro[a. My face is but a Moone,and clouded too. 

King. Biefied are cloudes,to do as fuch cloud.es cloj 
Vouchfafe bright Moone, and thefethy Stans to fhine, 
(Thofe cloudesremooucd)vpon our waterieeyne, 

Rofi. Ovainepeticioner,begg a greater matter. 

Thou now requefts but Moonelhine in the water. 

/Cwg. Then in our meafure, do but vouchfafe one change, 
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kM Jleafant conceited Come die. ’ 

Thoubidft me bcgge, this begging is nocdrange. 

Kofi. Play Mu/iquetheni nayyoumuflrclo icfoone. 
Not yet no daunce; thus change I like the Moone. 

Kin- Wil you not daunce. ? How come you tbus eftranged? 
Ro. You tooke the moone atfufbut nowfhee’s changed? 
King. Yet ftill (be is the Moone,and I the Man. 

Kfifi. The mufique p!ayes,vouchfafe fomemotion to it. 
Our eares vouchfafe it. 

King. But your legges fhould do it. 

Rofiu Since you are ftrangers, and come here by change, . 
Weele not be nice,take handes s we will not daunqe. 

King. Why take we handes then? 

Kgfi, Onelyto partfriendes. 

Curtfie fweete hartes,and fo the Meafure endes , 

King. More meafure of this meafue be not nice. 

Kofi.- We can aflfoordno more atfuch a price. 

■ King. 1’rifc you your lelues; What buyes your company? 
Rofi. Your ab fence onely. 

King. Thatcanneuerbe. 

Kofi. Then cennot we be bought: and lo adue, 

T wice to your Vifore,and halfe onCe to you. 

King.' If you denie to daunce,Iets holde more chafi 
Rofi. Inpriuatthcn, 

King.. I am bell: pleafH with that. 

Herow. White handed Miftres,onefweet word with died 
Quee. JHonie,and Milke 3 and Sugcr j there is three. 

Her. Nay then two treyes 3 an if you grow fo nice, 
MechcgIine,Wort,and Malmfey; well runne dice? 

T heads haifea dofen fweetes, 

Qucc. Seucnth fweete adue,fince you can cogg, 
lie play nomcre withyou. 

Her. O ne word in lecret. 

Quee. Let it not be fweete, 

, Hero. Thou greeueft my gal!» 
jQuee. Gail, bitter. 

Here. Therefore meete. 

Dunum. Will you vouchfafe with me to jhange a word? 

Mxfia. Namely. - 

, CDuma* 



called Lcues Labors lojl. 

' Duma. Faire Ladie. ( 

' Mar. Say you fo.?Faire Lord,take that for your faire Lady 
Duma. Pleafe it you, as much in priuat, & ile bid adieu, 
Maria. What, was your vizard made without a tongue? 
Long. I know the reafon(Lady)why you afke, 

Mari. O for your reafon, quickly fir, I long? 

Long. You haue a double tongue within your Mailce, 
And would afforde my fpcachlcs vizard halfe. 

Mar. Vcalc quoth theDutch-mantis not veale a Calfe 
V Long. A Calfe faire Ladie. 
eJHar. No, a faire Lorde Calfe. 

Long. Let’s part the word.? 
iDi ar. No, Ile not be your halfet • 

Take all and weane it, it may proue an Oxe, 

Lon , Loke how you butt your felfe in thefe fharpe mocks. 
Will yo u giue homes chaft Lad v?do not f o. 

I eMar. Then die a Calte, befor^ourhorfres do grow. 
Long. Onewordinpriuate withyou ereldie. 
nJWar. Bleat foftly then,the Butcher heares you crie, 
Hoyet. The tongues of mocking Wenches areas kecne 
As is the Rafors edge inuifible : 

Cutting a finaller haire then may be feene, 

Aboue the fence of fence fo fenfible, 

Seemcth their conference, their conceites haue winges. 
Fleeter then Arrowes, bullets wind thought fwifeer thinges, 
Rofi. Not one word moremy Maides,break off break off. 
Bero. By heauen,all drie beaten with pure fcoffe, 

Kmg. Farewel mad Wenches, you haue fimple wits. Exe* 
■Quee. Twentic adieus my frozen Muskouits, 

Are thefe the breede of Wits fo wondered at.? 

Hoye. T apers they are with your fweete breaths puft our, . 
Rofi. Wel-liking Wits they haue groflegrofTc, fat fat» 
Quee. O pouertie in wit,Kingly poore flout. 

Will they.not(thinkcyou) hange them feJues to nyght? 

Or euer but in vizards fnew their faces. 

This pert Heroine was out of countnance quite, 

Rofi. They were all in lamentable cafes, 

The King was weeping ripe for a good word. 

K .Queens 
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QiteCi BcroW'/is did Iwearehim fclfcout oT all fuke, 

■ _eMm Surname was army feruice, aodhis fworch 
Wo j)oynt(quoth I)my fcruant, llraighc was mute* 

Rath, l^or&Longduill laid I came ore his harcj 

And trow you what he caldexne? 

Quce. Qualme perhapc, ^ , 

_ *f h * : Y es in-good faith* 
feu -Oftee. Gocfiekkes as thou art, 

J ^ WelJ, better wits haue worne plaine fiatutc Capsu 
Cut will you heare; the King is my Loue fworne. 

quicke 'Bercxvne hath plighted Fay th to me* 
Rath. And Longmill was for my ieruice born e . 

^ ar < P^mme is mine assure as barke on tree. 

Loyet. Madame^ndpretticmiftreflesaiueeare. 

Imme- tly they vvillagaine beheere, . P 

^ theirowne fliapes ; fork can neuer be, 

1 hey will d.geft this harih indignitie. 

Ojtee. Will they returned 

Boy. They will they will, God knowes,’ • . 

And leape for ioy, though they are lame with bIo W *sS 
i ncrcroic change Fauours,aud when they repaire 
Blow like fwecteKofeSjjri this fommera-ire. 

Qnee. How blow’how blow? Speake to be vnderflood* 

. Faire Ladies maskt, are Rofes in their bud: 

X)j fni as kt, their dammaskefweete commixture ihowne. 

Are Angels varling cloudesjor Rofes bio wne, 

Qncc, Auaunt perplexitie,What /hall we do, 

Jf they returne in their ovvne Hiapes to woe? 

“R&fi* Good Madame, ifby me yottle be aduifHe, 

Bets mocKe them i till as well knowne as difguylclej ■ 
Let vs complaine to them what fooles wereheare, 
Di/guyfd like eJWitfiouites in fbapeles gearer 
And wonder y.hat they were, and to whatende 
Their fhallow ihowcs,and Prologue vildly pende* 

And their rough carriage fo rediculous. 

Should be preferred at cur Tent to vs* 

Beyct* Ladies, withdraw ♦ the gallants are at hand, 

Owe. Whip to our T ents as Roes runs ore land* Exeunt. 
Enter 
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called Lcues Labor s lojt , 




- Enter the King and the reft. 

King. Faire fir, God faue you t Wher’s the Prlnceffe? 
%ojet. Gone to her Tent. Pleafeit your Maieflie com- 
maunde me anyXeruice to her thither, 

Jj King* That fihe vouchfpfeme audience for one word* 
*Boy. I will 5 and fo will flic, I know my Lord. ExiU 

Bemv. This fellow peckes vp Wit as Pidgions Peafe, 
And ytters it againe when God dooth pleafe. 

He is Witts Pedler,and retales his wares : 

At Wakes and Wafsels,mcetings, markets, Faircs* . 

And w.e that fell by grofle, the Lord doth know, 

Hauc not the grace to grace it with fuch fhow# 

This Gallant pins the Wenches on his fleeue, 

Had he bin Adam he had tempted Hue* 

A can carue to,and lifpe X Why this is hee 
That kill his hand, a way in courtifie. 

This is the Ape of Forme, Mounfier the nice, 

That when he playes at T ables chides the Dice 
In honorable tearmes ; nay he can fing 
Ameane moftmeanely, and in hufhering* 

Mendchim who can, the Ladies call him fweetc* 

The ftaires as he treades on them kilTe liis feeteX 
Thisistheflourethatfmylcs on euery one* 

To lliew his teeth as white as Whales bone. 

And confidences that will not die in debt. 

Pay him the dueof honie-tonged Boyei. ~ 

King. A blifter onJais fwcete tongue with my hart. 

That put Atmatlws Bageouiofhis part* 

' vfiX. 

Enter the Ladies. 

Berot, See where it comes. Behauiour what wert thou?- 
Till this mad man flic wed thee, and what art ttiou noyy? 
King. All haile fwccte Madame, and faire. time ofday* 
Qucc, Faire mall Hade isfoule ? ss Icohceaue* 

King. Gcnfhiremy fpaches betterdfyoumay. 

Quee* Then wifh me better, I will giue yon Icaue. 

, We came to vifiteyou, and purpole pow* 

i? . H %■ To 
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To Ieade youto our Court, vouchfafe it then* 

Quee, T his Feclde ftiall holde me, and fo hold your vow* 
Nor God nor I delights in periurd men. ' 

King* Rebuke me not for that which you prouoket 
The vertue ofyour eiemuft breake my oth. 

Que. Younickname vertue, vice you Ihouldhaue fpoke} 
ror vertues office ncucr breakes mens troth. 

Now by my maiden honouryet as pure 
As the vnlailied Lilly I proteft, 

A worlde of tormentes though I Ihould endure 
I would not yeelde to be your houfes gueft; * 

So much I hate a breaking caufe to be 
Ofhcauenly Othcs vowed with integritie. 

King, O you haue lin’d in defolation lie ere, 

V nfeciie,vnuifited,much to our lhame. 

Qitce. Not lo my Lord, it is not fo I fweare. 

We haue had paftimes here and plcafant ° , atne, 

A mcffeoC RujStans\cCt\$ but oflate. > •£. ..... j^s; 

Kmg. How Madame? Rufiansl- •. 

Quee* I in tructh My Lord. 

Trim gallants,full ofGourtfhipand of-ftate* 

Rofi t Madame fpeake true: It is not fo my Lord: 

My Ladie(to themanerofthedayes) 

In curtefie giues vndeferuing praife* 

Wcfoure in decdeconfrontcd were with foure. 

In Rufum habite : heere they Rayed an houre. 

And talkt apace : and in that houre (my Lord) 

They did not bleife vs with one happie word. 

I dare not call them fooles; butthislchinke. 

When they are thirftie,fooles would faine haue drlnke. 

'Bero. This ieft is drie to me, gentle fweete. 

Your wits makes wi le thinges foolilh when wc greetc 
W tih eies beft feeing, heauens fierie cie: 

By light wc loofe light, your capacitie 
Is ofthat nature, thatroyourhudgeftoore. 

Wile thinges feemc foolilh, and rich thinges but poore# 

Rofi. This proues you wife and rich : for in my cie. 

1 am a fo ole, and full of pouertic. 



m 



'‘ called Zones Labor’s hjl. 

Rosa. But that you take what doth to you belong^ 

It were a fault to inatch wordes from my tongue. 

2 O, I am yours and all that I poiTeflc, 

Roj a. All the foole mine* 

Ber. I cannot giuc you lefle* 

Ros, Which of the Vizards was it that you wore? 

Ber, Where,when,what Vizard?why demaund you this? 
R ofi. There, then, that Vizard,that fuperfluous cafe. 
That hid the worfe, and Ihewed the better face. 

King. We were defcried,theyle mock vs now dounright* 
Human. Let vs confefle and turne it to a ieft. 
jQuee. Amazde my Lord? Why lookes your highnes lad? 
Kofi. Helpe holde his browes, heele found ; why looks 
you pale? 

Sea lickcl thinkecomming from eJMufcouk. 

"Bero. Thus poourc the Starres downe plagues for periurie# 
Can anie face of brafle hold longer out? 

Heere ftand I,Ladie dart thy skill at me, 

Brufeme with fcorne,confound me with a flout. 

Thru thy fharpe wit quite through my ignorance* 

Cut me to peeces with thy keenc conceit. 

And I will wilh thee neuer more to daunce. 

Nor neuer more in Rulsian habite waite. 

0 neuer will I truft to Ipcaches pend. 

Nor to the motion of a Schoole-boyes tongue: 

Nor neuer come in vizard to my friend. 

Nor woo in rime like a blind harpers longue# 

T affata phrafes,filken tearmes precife. 

Three pilde Hiberboles,fpruce affe&ion: 

Fi gures pedan ticall, thefe fommer flies, 

Haueblowne me full of maggot oftentation. 

1 do forfwearethem,and I hereproteft. 

By this white Gloue(how whitethe hand God knowes) 
Hencefoorth my wooing minde lhalbe expreft 
Inrufletyeas.andhoneftkerfie noes* 

And to begin Wench,fo God helpe me law. 

My loue to thee is found, fince cracke or flaw# 

R °fii Sans, fins > I pray you. 

Hj Ben 
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Yet I haue atricke. 

Of the olde rage : beare with me, I am ficke^ 

He leaue it by degrees; fofc 3 Iet vs fee. 

Write Lord lunemercie on vs y on thofe three. 

They areinfe&ed, in their hartes itlyeS: 

They haue the Plague^and caught it of your eyes* 
TheleLordes are vificecfyouarenotfree^ 

For the Lords tokens on you do I fee* 

£htee> No,tbeyare free that gaucthefe tokens to YS* 

Our ttates are forfait, feeke not to vndoo 
'Kofi. It is not fo, for how can this be true* 

Thatyou ftand forfair 5 beingjthofe that fue* 

Bero. Peace, for I will not bane to doe wkfa you? 

Rofa. Norfriali not, if I do asl intende. 

Kero. Spcakc for your fclues,niy witis atanende# 

'King? Teach vs fwcet Madame, for out rude tranfgjreflioii 
Some faireexc.ufe* 

Quec. The fairefl: is confeflfion* x : - 1 

Were not you here but. eucn no vv^ifguyfde/ 

King* Madanie, I was* • 

J Owe. Andivmymr __ 

King. I wasfaireMadame* 

Quee. When you then were heere*. 

What did you whifper in your Ladies eare/f. ] ..Qfj 

King. That more then all the world, I did refpe&hen 
jQ^iee. W hen flic fhall challenge this, you wil reieft her# 
King . Vpon mine honour no. 

Quee* Peace peace, forbeare ; your Oth once broke, you 
force not to forfweare». 

King. Defpifeme.vvhen I Breake.this oth of mine. 

Quce^ 1 wi! 1, and t herefor e k ee pe; it. * Rcfiline> 

What did the Knsftan whifper in your care/ 

Rcfi. Madamc,heTworethat he did hold me deare, 

As precious ey-fight, and did value me 
Aboue this VVorldc : adding thereto more auer,. 

That he would wed me,or ds diemy Louer* 
jQnce. God giue thee ioy of him ; die Noble Lord 
Moftiionourabhe doth vphold his word*, 

' •" “ King 






called Leaes Labor s left. 

f: King. What mcane you Madame: by my life my troth, 
I newer (wore this Lady inch an oth f 
Y Kosal, By Heauen you did; and to confirme it plainc, 

You gaue me this : but take it fir againc. 

King. My faith and this, the Frtnctfie I did giue, 

I knew her by this leweH on her fleeue. 

Quec, Pardon mefir,thisle\yell did fhcwcarc. 

Arid Lord KeroWwe (1 thankc him) is mydeare, 

^Whatr* will you hauc me, or your PearJe againef* 

’Berm. Neither of either : I remit both twaine. 

1 fee the tticke ant : here was a confent. 

Knowing afbrehand ofour msriment,’ 

To dafh it lik a Chriftmas Com.cdie: 

Some carry tale,fbmepleafe»man,fomeflcigIitfainet 

Some mumble newes, lome trencher Knight, fome Dick 
Tii at ifnylesjhischeeke in yceres, and knowes the ttick 
To make my Lady laugh, whenfhees difpofd ; 

Tolde our intentesbefore : which once dilcloid* 

The Ladies did change Fauours; andthen wee 
Folo wing die fignes,wood butthe figne offhee, 

Now ro our periurie,to add more terror. 

We are againe forfworne in will and error- 
Much vpon this tis t and might not you 
Foreftall ourfport, to make vs thus vntrue. ? 

Do notyouknpw my Ladies foote by’th fquier? 

And laugh vponthe apple ofher eie. ? 

And Hand betweene her bapke fir and the fier, 

Holding a trencher, iefling merrilie. ? 

You put our Page out : goe,you are alcude. -e- 

Die w hen you will,a Smocke fhal be your fliroude. 

You leere vpon me, do you : ther’s an cie 
Woundcs like a leaden iword f 
Bcyet. Full merely hath this braue nuage, this carreere 
bin run. 

Kero. Loe,he is tilting flraight. Peace, I haue doe. 

Enter Qownc. 

Ker, Welcome pure wit, thou partfl a faire fray.’ 

Clm. O Lord fir, they would know? 

H-f Whether 
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j't’wjt+r*'* uuwta^t, 

Whether the three Worthis ftiall come in or no? 

< Ber. What.aredierebutdiree? 

Clow. No fir, but it is vara fine. 

For euerie onepurfents three, 

^tro. And three timesthrice is nine. 

CloW, Not fo fir, vnder corretfion fir,Ihope It is notfo.' 

I ou cannot beg vs fir, lean a (lure you fir, we know what 
\ve know : I hope fir three times thrice fir. 

2?m>. Is not nine, 

Ckw. Vnder corre&ion fir we know where-vntillitdoth 
amount. 

riZ n y r IOU Ir alI waycs tooke thrce *«*s for nine," 

by redcningfirf^ r,lt wete P' tne y ou you, Suing 

Bero. How much is it? 

Clow. OLord fir the parties thcmfelues, the aftors fir 
will /hew vvhcr-vntill it doth amount .-for mine owne partJ 

parfeft onc man in one poorc 

Bero.. Art thou one of the Worthies? 

Clow. It pteafctMTcmtorrfrrnk^ 
she great: for mine owne part 1 know not the degree of the 
Worthy,but I am to ftand for him* 

Bcro. Goe bid them prepare. (ExiC 

Clow. We Wit turne it finely off fir,we wil take feme care* 
King. they willfhame vs:Ict them not approcb* 

e>o. Wc arc lhamc proofc my Lord : & tis fome policie 
• ° auc °n e mow worle then the Kings and his company, 
King*. I fay they (hall not come. 

Nay my good Lord let me ore’rule you now* 

That iport beft pleafes, that dodvbeft know hows 
Where zealc flriucs to content,and theconcentcs 
Dies in the zeale of that which it prefentes : 

Their forme confounded, makes moft forme in myrth;, 
When great thinges labouring periflv in their byrth. 

Bero.. Aright defeription of ourfportmy Lord. 

Enter Bragart. 

^^AnnoyntedjI implore fomuch cxpence ofthy royal 

~ l'weecs 



called Lctics Labor's loft. 

fweete breath, as will vtter a brace ofwordes. 

• J^uee. Doth this man ferue God? 

Bero. Whyafkeyou? 

£}jtee. A fpeakes not like a man ofGod his making. 

Brag . That is al one my faire fweete henie monarch, 

For 1 proteft, the Schoolemaifter is exceeding fantafticall. 
Too too vaine,too too vaine; but wc will put it(as they fay) 
to Fortuna delaguar,\ wifli you the peace of mind moft royall 
cupplement. Exit. 

King. Heere is like to be a good prefence of Worthiest 
He prefents Hector o£Troy } t\\e S waine Eompey the great,the 
parifh Curate Alexander, Armadoes P age Hercules, the Pe- 
dant Judas Machabeus : Arid if thefe fourc Worthies in their 
firft Iftew thriue, thefe fourc will change habites.and prefent 
®he other fiue. r 

Bero , There is fiue in the firft fhew. 

King. You arc deceiucd, tis not to. 

Bero, The Pedant, the Bragart, the Hedge-Prieft, the 
Foolcjand the Boy, 

Abate throw at Nouum, and the whole world againe, 
Cannotpicke outfiuc fucb, take each one in his vainc. 

Kin. The Ship is vnder fayie,and heere fhc corns amainc. 

Enter Fompcy 0 
Clotyne. 1 Pompey^;#. 

You lie 3 you are not he* 

Clow, /pompey am, 

*Boyet. With Libbards head pn knee* ('thee> 

Ber. Well faid old mocker,! mull needes befriendes with 
UoW. 1 Pompey Pompey furnamdethe biooe. 

Duma. The great. 

C Lw : Bisgreatfir, Pompeyfurnamd the ordat, 

*n fielde with Targand Shield didmake my foe tofwcat y 
Andtrarailmgalongthis coafi I heere am com- by dm, 

Andlay my Armcsoftrelhe Leggs of i this fweete Lafie of Fran?, 
bf yottrga^ftyp Would Jay tfinnkes Pompey,/ had done. * ■ 

■Bad}’. Great thankes great Bowpey, 
cio. Tis not fo much worth • but I hopcl was per ft -ft I 
made a litle fault in ercat, 1 p Ut ’ 1 

I i B sre^ 
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pleafent Lonc&tea come ate.* 

Bero. My hatcoahalfe-pennie^T^p^prooucs the bed 
Worthie. 

Enter Curate for ^ytlexandcr. 

Curat. When m the World I liudj was the Wcrldes commander: 

- $y EafijVcft, Northland South 3 I fired my conquering might: 
$JWy Scutchion pkinededares that lam dsflifender, (right* 
Boyet. Your Nofe faies no, you arc roc : tor it (lands too 
Be. Your nofe fmcls no in his moil tender fmelling knight. 
f^u, The conqueror is difmaidjproceed good Alexander . 
Cura . When in the worlde limed, I was the worlds commander. 
'Boy. Mod true,tis right : you were fo zAlfinder. v 
Hero. Pompey the great* 

Clew . Your feruant and Coflard. 

» Bero. T ake away the Conqueronr,take away Alijanderl 
Clow . O fir, you haueoucrthrovt r ne/^2??^ the Conqiic- 
rour;you will be feraptout of the painted cloth for this/ 
Your Lion that holdes his Polax fitting on a clofe floole, 
will be geuen to Aiax . He wilbe the ninth Worthier Con- 
querour,and a fcard to fpeakc? Run away for frame All - 

honeft man;lookeyou,andfoone dafht* He is a marueylous 
good neighbour fayth, and a very good Bowler : but for 
aAiifandcr, 'alas you fee how tis a little oreparted, but there 
arc Worthies a comming will fpeake their minde in fome 
other forr. Exit Curat, 

Quec. Stand afidegood Pompey, 

Enter Pedant for Iudas^and the Boy for Hercules * 

Peda. Great Hercules is prefented by this Impe, 

Whoje Clnhb kilde Cerberus that three headed Canus a 
And when he was a babe^a child? >a firimpe, 

T has did he fir angle Serpents in his Manus* 

Qupnizmfhe feemeth in minorities 
Er^o, I come with this Appo logic. 

Keepefome fate in thy exit ? and vanifi. E xit Boy. 

Peda. Iudas I am. 

Pm, 



tailed ernes LMonwju ~ > 

bmf A Iudas* 

Pedan. P(et Ifcarict fir . 

Judas I am,ecliped Machabeus* 

Pum. Iudas Machabeus cUpt, is plaine Iudas* 

Bero. A kisfing tray tour* How art thou proud Iudas? 
Peda . Iudas I am. 

Puma. The more frame for you Iudas . 

Peda . What meane you fir/ 

Boyet. T o make Iudas hang him felfe* 

Pedan- Begin fir, you are my elder* 

Bero. Well folowed,W^ was hanged on an Flder* ] } 
Pedan, I will not be put out of countenance. 
r Bero * Becaufe thou had no face* 

Pedan, What is this/ 

Boyet. A Cytternehcad* 

Puma. The head of a Bodkin. 

Bero . A deaths face in a Ring* 

Long* The face of anolde Roman coyne* fearcefeene* 
Boyet. The pummel of (kfars Fauchion. 

Puma. The carud-bone face on a Flafke# 
r Bero , Saint halfe cheek e in a Brooch. 

Puma. 1 and in a Brooch of Lead. 

Bero. I and worne in the cappe of a Tooth-drawers 
And now forward,for we haue put thee in countenance* 
Peda. You haue put me out of countenance* 

Bero. Fallc, we haue giuen thee faces. 

Peda. But you haue outfade them all* 

Bero. And thou weart a Lyon, we would do fo. 

Boyet . Therefore as he is, an AfTeJet him go: 

And fo adue fweete Iude. Nay, Why dod thowday/ 

Puma, For the latter ende of his name. 

Bero, For the Affeio the hide : giue it him* Judas awayt 
Pedan, Thisisnotgencrous,not gentle 3 not humble. 
Boyet, A light for Mounfier Judas, it growes darke,.hc 
may Humble. 

£uee. Alas poore ^PHachabew^ovo hath he bin bayted* 

l % 
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'Enter 






Eeter'JBraggart. 

Hide thy head Achilles, \\zxe comes HeBorm Armek 
JJuma. Though my mockes come home by me, I will 
nowbemerrie* 

BBcBor Was but a T royan in rcipc£i of this. 

Eoyet. But is this Hector! 

King. I thinkc Heitor was not fo clean e timberd. 

His Leggc is too biggcfor Hcttors. v 

Human. More Calfe certaine* 

*3cye+ No,he is heft indued in the fmall* 

*Bcro. This cannot be Heftor. ‘ 

Hama. Hce’s a God or a Painter : for he makes faces* " 
Braggart. T he Armipotent Mars, ofLaunces the almifhtie* 
^Hcftor Agift. ' 

Hama. A gift Nutmegg. 

Hero. A Lemmon. ' 

Long. Stucke with CIoucs* 

Ham. Noclouen* 

*Brag. Heave. T he Armipotent Mars, of Latmces the almighty* 

Gaue He&or agift^Ja£. Jaatr ff ^ 

A man Jo breathed , that cert aine he would fight', yea, 

From morne till night out of his Pduitmi • 

Iam that Flower* 

Hum. That Mint. 

Long. That Cullambine* 

Brag. Sweete Lord Longmill raine thy tongue* 

Long, I muft rather giue it the raine : tor it runnes againfi: 
He tier. 

Hum ♦ I andHetto’Ss a Greyhound. \ 

Brag. The fweete War-man is dead and rotten, 

Sweete chucks beat not the bones of the buried; 

When he breathed he was a man: 

But I will forward with my deuice; fweete royaltic befcow 
on me the fence of hearing. 

i, j 

B erowne Jleps forth. 

jQjice, Speake brauc Better, we are much deh’ghtccf. 

"Brag, I do adore thy {mete Graces Slipper. 

Jtyet 



"" called Lottes Labor sl&Jt. r y 
B oyet Loues her by- the foote. 

SDum. He may not by they arde.' 

Brag-dT his He£tor {hr [urmounted Hannibal!* 
Thepartieisgcue * 

Ckw, Fellow Hcftor, flic is gone; lheistwo months on 
iierway* 

Brag. What meaneft thou? 

Clo\\>, Faith vnlcfTe you play the honed T royan M poore 
wench is caftaway Ghee’s quicke, the childebraggesuthet 

bellie already Jtis yours. 

Brag. Doft thouinfamonize me among potentates? 

Thou fhalt die. ,.rr , * 

C/ e \v. Thenfhall Heller be whipt for lacjuenetta that is 

•quickc by him 5 and hangd for SP ompey that is dead by him* 
Duma. MolharcBompey, 

Boyet. Renowned Pompey. 

Bero. Greater then great, great, great, gxtttBompcyfPom* 
pey the hudge. 

SDum. Hcdlor trembles. 

Ttero. Tompey is mooued more Atcs more Atees flir them 
or ftir them on* 

Duma. Hector will challenge him* 

’Bero. I, if a 3 haue no mor'e mans blood in his belly then w 
fuppcaFlea* 

Brag. By the North Pole I do challenge thee* 

Clow. I will not fight with aPole like a Northren mans 
He flafh,Ue do it by the Sword 1 bepray you let me bor- 
row my Arm es againe* 

Duma. Roomefor the incenfed Worthies. 

({low. He do it in my fhyrr, 

Duma. Mod refolute Pompey. 

Page. Maifler, let me take you a button hole lower. Do 
you not fee, Bompey is vneafing for the Combat * What 
meane you?you will ioofe your reputation* 

Brag. Gentlemen and Souldiers, pardon me* I will not 
combat in my fhyre* (lenge. 

Duma. You may not deny ir, V cmpcy hath made the chal- 
Brdg t Swcetc bloodcs,! both may and will* 

1 3 B ero^ 




*Bcro. What reafon hauc you fort* 

B rag. T he naked trueth of it is, I hane no Shirt* 

I goe Woolvvard for pcnnance. 

Boy. t rue, and it was inioyned him in Ttyme for want of 
Ijinnen : fince whenjlc be iwornc he wore nonc,buc a difo- 
cloutc of faquentttaes, and that a weares next his hartfora . 
tauour, ■■ 

Enter A Mefonger Mounfier ^arcade. , 

jtdkrcad. God faue yon Madame. 

£aee. Wclc cme Mar cade hut that thou intermpnteft out 
merriment. rv 

. Marcad. I am forrie Madame for the newes I bring 
jsheauie in my tongue, TheKing your father 
Qaee k Dead for my life, 

Marcad. Euen fo : my tale is tolde. 

Ber. Worthies away, the Scame begins to cloude, 

B rag. For mine owne part I breath free breath : Ihaue 
feene the day of wrong through thelitle hole of diferetion, 

guee, ‘Boyet prepare,! will away to nyght. 

King. MadameNot fo,I do befeech you fray, 
guee. Prepare I fay ; I thanke you gracious Lords 
for ail your faire endeuours and intreat j 
Out ofanew fad-fonie, that you vouchfafe. 

In yourrich wifedome to excufe, or hide. 

The liberall opposition of our fpirites, 

Jfouerboldly we haue borne out felues. 

In the conuerfe of breath(vour gentlencs 
Was guyltie of it.) Farewell worthy Lord: 

A heauie hart beares not a humble tongue, 

Lxcule me fo comtning too /hort of thankes. 

For my great fute. fo eafely obtainde, 

En.g t The extreame partes of time extreamly former, 

AH ca u'es to the purpofe of his fpeede: 

And often at his very ioofe decides 



railed Loues Labor's Ujl. 

That>which longproceftecou’d not arbitrate. 

And though the mourning brow of pregenie 
Forbid the 1 [hiyling eourtecie of Lone, 

The holy fuite which fame it would conuince. 

Yet fmce Loues aigmnent was full on foote, 
let not the cloude of Sorrow iufHe it - 

From what it purpold, fince to wayle friendes loft. 

Is not by much foholdlome profitable. 

As toreioyce at iriendesbut newly found- t 

Oate. I vnderftaod you not, my griefes are double. _ ^ 

B^-e. Honeft plainc words,beft pearce the eare of gricfg* 
And by thefr badgcs vnderftand the King, 

For your faire fakes, haue wc neglected time. 
Plaidefouleplay with our othesryour beauue Ladies 
Hath much deformed vs,fafhioning our humours 
Euen to the oppofed ende of our ententes. 

And what in vs hath fecmedrcdiculoust 
As Loue is full of vnbefitting flraines. 

All wanton as a childe,fkipping and vaine, 

Formd by the eye,and therefore like die eye. 

Full of ftraying fhapes,of habites and of forme*’ 

Varying in fubie&es as the eye doth roulc, jj 

To cuery varied obieft in his glauncc: 

Which partie coted prefence ofloofe louc 

Put on by vs,ifin your heauenly eyes, 

Hauemifbecombd our othes and grauities. 

Thofe heauenly eyes that lookeinto thefc faultes, 
Suggefted vsto make, therefore Ladies 
Our loue being yours, the errourthat Loue makes 
Is likewife yours : we to our felues proue falfe. 

By being once falce, for «uer to be true 
To thofe that make vs both faire Ladies you. 

And euen that falfhood in it fclfc a finne. 

Thus purifies it fclfe and turns to grace. 

Onee. We haue receiud your Letters, full of LoueS 

Your Fauours,emba{Tadours of Loue. 

And in our mayden counfaile rated them. 

At courtfhyp pleafantieft and eourtecie, 
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imvuiCz. 

As bombaft and as lyning to the timet 
But more deiiont then this ourrefpe&e?, 

Haue we notbeen, and therefore met yourLoueS 
In their owne faftiyon like a merriment. 

Dum. Our letters ma dame, fhe wed much more then left, 
i- mg. So did our lookes. 

Rofa> We did not cote them lb. 

King. Now at the lateft minute ofthe hourc, 

Graunt vsyourloucs. 

__ jQiee, A time me thinkes too ihort. 

To make a world-withoiu-end bargaine in : 

No no my Lord, your Grace is periurde much " 

l ull ofdeare guikines, and therefore this, 

|f for my Loue (as there is no fuch caufe) 

Xou will do ought, this fhall you do for met 
1 out oth I will not truftjbut goe with fpecde 
1 o fome forlorne and naked Hermy ta^e 
Remote from all the pleafursofthe world? 

There ft ay vn till the twelue Ccleftiall Signet 
Haue brought about the annuall reckoning* 

J‘ this AuftereinWi 3 kL.I;£. 

Change not your offer m ade in heareofblooX’^ 

3f frohes andfaftes,hard lodging,ancl thin weedes*, 

Nip not the gaudie bloftbmes of your Louc ? 

But that it beare this tryall,andlaft Lone, 

Then at the expiration of theyeere. 

Corn; chadcuge me,cha!lenge me by thefedefertes? 

And by this Virgin palme nowkisfing thine, 

J wilbe thine j and till that inftancefiiutt 
Mv wofull feJfe vp in a'mourning houfc, 

Rayning the teares of lamentation, 
for the rtm embraunce of my Esthers death., 

Ii this thou do deny, let our handespnrt, 

Neither intiled in the others hart. 

'Kmg. It this,cr more then this, I would denie. 

To flatter vp thefe powers of mine with reft, 

.8 lie fodaine hand ot death clofe vp mine eye* 

Hencchcrritc then my hart, is in thy breft* ' 
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called Lottes Labors loft. 

jBeroxv , And what to me my Louc? and what tomcf 
RofiU You muft be purged to, your fumes arc rack:. 
You are attaint with faultcs and periurie; 

Therefore if you my fauour meane to get, 

A tweluemonth fhall you fpendc and neuer refti 
But feeke the weery beddes of people ficke. 

Duma. But what to me my Loue/but* what tome. ? 
Kath. A wife? a beard, faire heakh,andhoncftie. 
With three folde lone I wiflh you all thefe three* 

‘Duma. O fhall I fay, I thank* you gentle Wife? 
Kath, Not fo my Lord, a tweluemonth and a day,, 
Uemarke no wordcs that fmothfaft wooers fay. 

Come when the King doth to my Lady come; 

Then if I haue much loue, lie giueyou fome* 

‘Duma. Ilefcrue thee true andfhythfully till then. 
Kath. Yet fweare not, lead yc be forfwornc agem. 
Longamll. What faies aria ? 

MarK At the tweluemonths cndc 3 
He change my blacke Gowne for a faithful! frend. 

Long. He flay with patience, butthe time is long* 
Mari. T he liker you, few taller are fo young* 

'Berow. Stiiddies my Ladief MiRres looke on me, 
Beholde the window of my hart, mine eye: 

What humble fuitaattendes thy anfwere there, 

Impofc Lome fcruiceon me for thy Lour. 

Rofte Oft haue I heard of you my Lord Bcrowne, 
Before I favy you : and the worldes large tongue 
Proclaymes you for a man repleat with niockcs* 
FuJlofcoinparifons and wounding floutes: 

Which you on all eftetes will execute. 

That lie within the mercie of your wi; 

To wcede this worm e wood from your fru&fiillbrainej. 
And there withall to winne me^yfyou pleafe. 

Without the W'hich I am not to be won; 

You fhall this tweluemonth terme from day to day* 
Wite the fpcachlcffe ficke,and ftill conucrie. 

With groning wretches : and your tailce fhall be 
[Withall the fierce endeuour of your wit 

ir ~ k • ■ 





^yipleafent conceited Conte dice 

To enforce the pained impotent to fmile, 

'BeroW\ T o moue wilde laughter in the throate of death? 

It cannot be, it is impofflble. 

Mirth cannot rnoue a foule in agonie. 

sRofil. Why thats the way to choakc a gibing fpirrit. 

Whole influence is begot of that loole grace, - 

Which {hallow laughing hearers giue to fooles* 

A idles profperitie lies intbc eare, 

Of him thatheares it,neuerin the tongue 
‘ Of him that makes it : then if fickly eares 
Dealt vvith the clamours of their owne deare groncs 3 
Will hcarc your idle fcorncs; continue then, 

And I will haucyou,and that fault yvithalU 
But if they will not, throw away that fpirrit. 

And I lhall finde you emptic ofthat faulr. 

Right ioyfullofyour reformation, 

BeroX Atwelucmonthfwell; befall what will befall, 

11c iefla twelucmonthinan Hofpitall. 

Queen. I fwccte my Lord, and fo I take my leaue. 

Kmg. No Madame, we will bring you on your way. 

Bcroxv. Our wooing doth notende.like.anoldc Play* 

Iackehadi notGill rthefe Ladies courtefie 
Might well haue made our fport a Comedie. 

Kmg. Ccme fir,it wants a tweluemonth an’aday, 

And then twill ende, 

Bcrow. That’s too long for a Play, 

Jinter Braggart. 

Brag. SwefttMaieflie vouchfafc me, 

Qgicen. W as not that Hettor? 

Duma. The worthic Knight of Trey. 

Brag. I will kifle thy royall finger, and take leaue; 

3 am a ■ Votarie; I haue vowdc to Jaeptenetta 
To holde the Plough for her fwccte louc three yeere, 

But mofl ell eemed greatnes, will you heare the Dialogue 

that the two Learned men hauc compiled, in pray fe of the 

Owlcandche Cuckow? it fliould hauc followed in the 

ende 
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OdHcd Loues Labors left. 
fendcofourfhew. 

King. Call them foordi quickly, we will do fo, 
j Brag. Holla , Approch, 

Enter all. 

Brag. This fide is Hicms, Winter. 

This Ver , the Spring : The one maynteined by the Owle* 
dr ’other by the Cuckow* 

£■ Zlcr begin. 

The Song. 

When Dafies pied, and Violets btew^ 

And Cuckow-budds of yellow hew: 
AndLadi-fmockesall liluer W'hite, 

Do paint the Meadowes with delights 

The <in *>iif>rii. frpe. 
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Mocks married men; for thus finges hce* 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow,Cuckow J O word offearc, 
Vnplcafing to a married care. 

When Shepheards pipe on Oten Strawes^ 
And merricLatkes are Ploughmens Clocks: 
When T urtles tread and Rookes and Dawes, ' 
And Maidens bleach their fummer fmockcs S 
The Cuckow then on cueric tree, 

Mockes married men, for thus forges he, ’ 
Cuckow, 

Cuckow,cuckow : O word of feare, 
Vnpleafing to a married eare. 

Winter. 

When Ifacles hang by the wall, 

And Dickethe Shecpheard bloweshis nailes 
And Thom beares Loggesinto the hall," 1 
And Milke corns frozen home in paile: 

■When Blood is nipt, and wayes be full, 

Kt. 
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THE LATE, 

And much admired Play, 

Called 

Pericles, Prince 

of Tyre.. 

With the true Relation of the whole Hifloric,- 
aduentures,and fortune* of the laid Prince : 

As aifo. 

The no lefie Grange, and worthy accident?, 
in theBirth and Lifc,of his Daughter 

CMAR.1ANA. 

As it hath been diuers and fundry times atted by 
his Maieftics Seruants,at the Globe on 
the Banck- fide. 

By William Shakefp eare. 
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LONDON, l6i 




The Play of Pericles 

Prince of Fyre.&c. 



£ filer Gower*. . 

O fing a Song that old was lung, 

From arhcs,auntient Cstm- is come 
Affiiming mans infirmities. 

To glad your earc,and pleafe your eyes ;. 
It hath been fung at Feaftiuals, 

On Ember eues,and Holydayes : 

And Lords and Lady es in their hues, 

Haueredit forreftoratiues : 

The purchafeis to makemen glorious, 

Et bonum quo Antiquitu co mtlms : 

If you, borne in thofe latter times, 

When Witts moreripe, accept my rimes; 

And that to heare an old man fing, 

May to your Wilhespleafure bring : 

I hfe would wilh,and that I might 
W afteit for you, like Taper light. 

This Antioch , then Antioch us the °rcat 
Buyltvp this Citie,for his chi efeft Seat; 

The fayreft in all Syria. 

I tell you whatmine Authors layer 
This King vnto him tooke a Peere 

Whodyed,andleftafcmaleheyre ’ 

So buckfome,blith,and full offace’ 

As heauen hadlent her all his grace r 
With whom the Father liking tooke. 

And her to Inceftdidprouoke : 

Bad child, worfe father, to intice his owne 






A 





The Play of 

T o cuill,fhoulci be done by none $ 

But cuftome what they did begin, 

Was with long vfc,accountM no finne 5 - \ 

The beautie of this finfull Dame, 

Made many Princes thither frame,, 

T o jfeeke her as a bedfellow, 

Inmaryagcpkafures, playfellow ? 

Which to preuen t,he made a Law, 

To keepeher ftill,and men in awe : 

That wno fo aslct her for his wife, 

His Riddle touldjnotjloll his life : 

So for her many of wigh t did die, 

As y oagrimme lookes do teftifie. 

What now enfucs,to the iudgement of your eye, 
Igiuemy caufc,vvhobeftcaniuftifie. 8xk, 

Enter ssftitiochns>pYinct derides ,and ft Bowers. 

Anti. Young Prince of Tyre ; you haue at large receiucd 
The danger of the taske you vndertakc. 

Pert. I haue (^^ntiachm) and with a foulc emboldncd 
With the glory oflier prayfejthinke death no hazard, 

In this cnterprife.l 

s4nt. Mu heke bring in our daughter, clothed like a bride, 
For cmbracements eucn of lone himfelfe $ 

At whofe conception, till Lttcina rained, 

Nature this dowry gaue $ to glad her prefence. 

The Seanate houfe of Planets all did fit. 

To knit in her, their beft perfections. 

Enter ntiochus daughter. 

Per . See where fhe comes, appareled like the Spring, 
Graces her fubieCts,and her thoughts theKing, 

Ofeucry Vertue giues renowne to men : 

H er face the booke of pray fes, where is read, 

Nothing but curious pleasures, as from thence, 

'Sorrow were euer raCte,and teafiie wrath 
Could neuer be her tmlde companion. 
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V tricks Trince of Tyre. 

You Gods that made me man, and fway in loue; 
Thathaue enflamde defire in my breaft. 

To tafte thefruite of yon celeftiall tree, 

(Or die in th’aduenture) be my hclpes. 

As I am fonne and feruan t to your will, 

To compaflcfuch a bondlefte happineffe. 

Anti. Prince Perse let. 

'Peri. That would be fonne to great Antitchus . 

Ant. Before thee ft ancles this ft ire Hejper'tdes t 
With golden fruite,but dangerous to be toucht : 

For Death like Dragon shecre affright thee hard; 
Her ft cclikeHcauen, inticeth thee to view 
Her countlefle glory $ which defert muft gainc ; 

And which without defert, becaufe thine eye 
Prefumes to reach, all the whole hcape muft die : 
Yonfometiroes famous Princes, like thy felfc, 

Drawne by report,aduentrous by defire, 

T ell thee with fpeachlefle tongues, and femblance pale. 
That withouttouering, faue yon field ofStarres, 
Heere they ftand Martyrs flainein Cupids Warres: 

And with dead cheekes,aduifc thee to defift. 

For going on deaths net, whom nonerefift. 

Per. Antiochue ,1 thanke tliee,who hath taught. 

My fraylemortalitietoknow it felfc; 

And by thofefcarefull obie£tes,to prepare 
This body,like to them, to what I muft : 

For Death remembered fhould be like a myrrour, 

Who tels vs, life’s but breath, to truft it errour ; 
lie make my Will then, and as fickemen doe. 

Who know the World,feeHeauen,but feelingwoc, 
Gripe not at earthly ioyes as earft they did; 

So I bequeath a happy peace to you. 

And all good men, as euery Prince fhoulddoe; 

My ritchcs to the earth, from whence they came; 

But my vnfpotted fire of Loue,to you : 

Thus ready for the way of life or death, 

1 way te the fharpeft bio w ( Antiockut) 

A 3 . 



Scornin 



The Play of 

Scorning aduice 5 read the conclufion then: 

Which read and not expounded,tis decreed. 

As thefe before thee, thou thy felfe (halt bleed. 

T>moh, Of all fayd yet,mayft thou prooue profperouj, 
Ofall fayd yet,I wilh thee happinelTe. 

Peri. Like a bold Champion I affume the Liftes, 

Nor aske aduife of any other thought, 

But fay thfulnefle and courage. 

The Riddle. 

/ am no Viper, yet l feed 

On mot here flelh which did me breed : 

/ fought a Hnfband,in'tohicb labour , 

1 found that ktndnefs in a Father *, 
idee s Fatfoer, Sonne , and Hufband mildt 5 
/, Mother, Wife 5 and yet his child : 

How they may be, andyetin two. 

As you will liue refolue it you. 

Sharpe Phificke is the laft : But 6 you powers / 
Thatgiues heauen countlelle eyes to view mensaftcs. 
Why cloude they not their fights perpetually, 

If this be true, which makes me pale to read it? 
FaireGlafte of light, Ilou’d you, and could ftill, 

Were not this glorious Casket ftor’d with ill : 

But I muft tell you, now my thoughts reuolt, 

For hee’s no man on whom perfections waite, 
Thatknowing finne within, will touch the gate. 

You area faire Violl, and your fenfe, the {fringes', 

Who finger’d to make man his lawfullmuficke. 

Would draw Heauen downe,and all the Gods to harken: 
But being playd vpon before your time. 

Hell onely daunceth at fo harfh a chime : 

Good footh,I care not for you. 

Ant. Prince Pericles, touch not,vpon thy lifej 
For that’s an Article within our Law, 

As dangerous as the reft : your time’s expir’d. 

Either expound now, or receiue your fentence. 



Pericles Prince ef Tyre. 

Ten. Great King, 

Few loue to heare the finnes they loue to aft, 

T’would brayde your felfe too neare for me to tell it : 

Who has a booke ofall that Monarches doe, 

Hee’s more fecure to keepe it {hut, then fhowne. 

For Vice repeated, is like the wandring Wind, 

Blowes duft in others eyes to fpread it felfe 5 
And yet the end of all is bought thus deare. 

The breath is gone,and the fore eyes fee cleare : 

T o flop the Ayre would hurt them, the blind Mole caftes 
Copt hilles towards heauen, to tell the earth is throng’d 
By mans opprefsion,and the poore Worme doth die fort: 
Kinges are earths Gods ; in vice, their law’s their will : 

And if hue ftray,who dares fay, hue doth ill : 

It is enough you kaow,anditisfit5 

What being more kno wne,growes worfe, to finother it. 

All loue the Wombe that their firft becing bred. 

Then ghie my tongue likeleaue, to loue my head, filing; 

A^. Heauen, that I had thy head* he ha’s found the mca- 
But I will gloze with him. Young Prince of T yre, 

Though by the tenour of your ftriftedift. 

Your expofition mifinterpreting, 

We might proceed to counfell of your day esj 
Yet hope, fucceedingfrom fo faire a tree 
As your faire fclfe,doth tune vs otherwife ; 

Fourtie dayes longer we doe refpite you. 

If by which time, our fecret be vndone, 

T his mercy {hewes,wee'le ioy in fuch a Sonne: 
nd vntill then,y our entertaine {hall bee 
As doth befit our honour and your worth. 

Manet Tencles folus. 

„ Fm - How courtefie w-ould feeme to couer finne 
When what is done,is like an hipocrite, 

1 he which is goodin nothing but in fight. 

Ifit be true that I interpret falfe, 

T hen wereit certaine you were not fo bad. 

As with foule Inceft to abufe your foule : * 







The Play of 

Where now you both a Father and a Sonne, 

Bv your vntimely clafpings with your Child, 

(Which plcafures fittes a husband, not afathcr) 

And Ihee an eater of her Mothers flefh, 

Bv the defiling of her Parents bed. 

And both like Serpents arc •, who thoueh they feed 
On fweeteft Flowers, yet they Poyfon breed. 
ttsinttoch farewell, for Wifedomc fees thofe metf? 
Blufh not in aftions blacker then the night. 

Will fhew no courfe to keepe them from the light : 
One finne(lknow)anothcr doth prouokc •, • 
Murther’s as neere to Lull:, as Flame to Smoakc : 
Poyfon and T reafon are the hands ofSinne, 

I, and the targets to put off the jfhame, 

Then leaft ray life be cropt.to keepe you cleare, 

By flight, lie lhun the danger which I fearc. 

inter yfnticehus. 

Anti. He hath found the meaning, 

For which wemeane tohauehishead : 

He mud not liue to trumpet foorth my infamie, 

Nor tell the world zAnttockw doth finne 
In fuch a loathed manner : 

And therefore inftantly this Prince mud die, 

For by his fall,my honour muft keepe hie. 

Who attends vs there? 

Enter Thaliard. 

T bali. Doth your highnes call ? 

Antib. T ha hard } you are of our Chamber } Thaliard, 
And our minde pertakes her priuat a&ions. 

To yourfecrecie 5 and for your fay thfulnes, 

We will aduaunce you, T ioaltard : 

Behold, heere’s Poy fon,and heere's Gold : 

Wee hate the Prince of Tyre, and thou muft kill himj 
It fittes thee not to aske the reafon why ? 

Becaufe we bid it : fay, is it done ? 

T kilt. My Lord, tis done. 



verifies Prince of Tyre-. 

Enter a Meffenger* 

Anti* Enough. Letyour breath cooie your fclfe,telling 
yourhafte. 

Meft My Lord, Prince Pericles is fled. 

Ant in. As thou wilt liuS^fie after , and like an arrow fhot 
from a well experienft Archer hits the marke his eye doth 
leuell at :fo thou ueucrreturnevnleilc thou lay Prince Pr- 
ricles is deaS- 

Thai. My Lord, if I can get him wiohin my Piftol# 
length. He make him furc enough , fo farewell to your 
hignneife. 

LjtW Tb*tt*rd*A\ax£\\PmcUi be dead, 

My heart can lend no fuccour to my head* 

Enter Pericles veith his Lords. 

Pe.Letnoncdifturb vs, why Ihold this chage of thought* 
. The lad companion dull eyde melancholic, 

By me lo vfdea gueft. as notan houre 

In the dayes glorious walke or peacefull night, 

(The rombe where griefe ftouldflcepe can breed me quiet, 
Here pieafurcs court mine eies, and minccics /hun them, 
And daungcr which I feardc is at Antioch, 

Whofe arrne feemet fatte too Ihort to hit me here, 

Y et neither pleafurcs Art can ioy my fpints, 

Noryetthe others di fiance comfort me. 

Then it is thus, the paffions of the mind, 

That hauc their firft conception by mifdread, 

Katie after nqurilhmentand life,by care 
And what was firft but feare, what might be done, 

Growcs elder now, and cares it be not done. 

Audio with me the great Antiochvs, 

Gaioft whom I am too little to contend. 

Since hee’sfo great.can make his will hisaeft, 

Will thinkc me Ipcaking, though I fwearc to filence, 

Nor bootes itine to fa y, 1 honour, 

If hefufpcdf I maydilhonour him. 

B And 




f melts Prince tfTjrt. 

And what may make him blufh in being knownc, 

Heclc flop the coifrfe by which it might be knowne. 

With hoihle forces heeleore-fpread the land. 

And with the (lint ofwarre will looke fohuge. 
Amazement (hall driue courage from the (late. 

Our men be vanquilht ere they doe redd. 

And fubieds punilht that nere thought offence, 

Which care of them, not pittie of my felfc. 

Who once no more but as the tops of trees, 

Which fence the rootes they grow by and defend them. 
Makes both my bodie pine, and foule to languilh. 

And punifli that before that he would punilh. 

Enter all the LorAs to Pericles . 

1 . Lord. Ioy and all comfort in your facrcd bred. 

2* Lord. And keepc your mind till you returns tors 
peaceful! and comfortable. 

Hel. Peace, peace,and giuc expedience tongue, 

They doe abufe the King that flatter him. 

For flattcrie is the bellowes blowes vp finne, 

The thing the which is flattered , but a fparke. 

To which that fparke giueshcate, and ffronger 
Glowing, whereas reproofe obedient and in order, 

Fits kings as they are rnen,for they may erre, 
Wheny/gwr footh here does proclaime peace. 

He flatters you, makes warre vponyour life. 

Prince paadon me, or Arike me if you plcafe, 

I cannot be much lower then my knees. 

Per. All leaue vs el(e:but let your cares ore-looke, 
What (hipping, and what ladings in ourhauen. 

And then rcturne to vs^Hellicans thou had, 

Mooudc vs, what feed thou in our lookes ? 

Hel. An angrie brow, dread Lord. 

Per. If there be fuch a dart in Princes frownes. 

How durd thy tongue moue anger to our face? 

Hel. How dares the plants looke vp to hcauaj, 

From 



Pericles Prince tfT fre. 

From whence they haue their nourilhment? 

Per. Thouknowed I haue power to take thy life from 
Hel. I haue ground the Axe my felfc, (thcc. 

Doc but you Arike the blowe. 

Per. Ri(e,prethec rife, fit downe,thou art n® flatterer, 

I thankc thee fort,and lieaue forbid 

Thatkings fhould let their eareshcare their faults hid. 

Fft Coun(elIor,and (eruailt f®r a Prince, 

Who by thy wifdome makes a Prince thy leruant. 

What would d thou haue me doe? 

Hel. Tobearc with patience fuch griefesas you yout 
fclfedoc lay vpon your (el fe. 

Per. Thou fpcakftlike a Phylition Hellicanus, 

That miniders a potion vnto me: 

Thatthou wouldft tremble to rccefuc thy felfc. 

Attend me then, I wen t to Jntioch , 
Whcreasthouknowdagaindthcfaceof death, . 

I (ought the purchafe ofa glorious bcautic. 

From whence an itfuel might propogate, 

Arcarmcs to Princes, and bring ioics to fubic&s, 

Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder, 

The reft harkc in thine care, as biackc as inced. 

Which by my knowledge found , the dnful father 
Sccmdc not to drikc,butfi»ooth,but thou knowd this, 
Tistimeto fearc when tyrants feemes to kiffc. 

Which fearc fo grew in me I hither fled , 

Vnder the coucring ofa carefull night. 

Who (eemd my good proted:or,and being here. 
Bethought what was pad, what might fuccccd, 

I knew him tyrannous, and tyrants feare 
Decrcalc not, but grow fader then theycarcs, 

. And fhould he doo't,as no doubt he doth, 

Thatllhould opcntothclidning ayre , 

How nwny worthic Princes blouds were (lied. 

To keepe his bed of blacknellc vnlayde ope, 

B * To 





FerfcUs t rinse efTyrt. 

To lop that doubt, hee'lc fill this land with armes^ 

And make pretence ol wrong that I liaue done him. 
When aii for mine, if I may call offence. 

Muff feci wars blow, who (pares not innocence, 

Which iouc to all of which thy feifeart one, 

Who now rcprou'dft me fort; 

Hdl* Alas fir, 

Veu Drew deep out of mine cics, blood fro my chcckes, 
Millings into my mind, with thoufand doubts 
How I might (fop this temped ere itcame, 

And finding little comfort to relicuethem, 

I thought it princely charity to grille for them. 

- He f* V S‘ my , Lord ’ fincc youhauegiuen mee leauc to 

freely will I fpeake,^r«J^youfeare, ffpeake 

And iu(f jy too, I thinkeyou feare the tyrant, 

Who either by publike warre,or priuat treafon. 

Will take away your life : therfore my Lord, go trauell for 
aw hue, till that his rage and anger be forgot, or till theDe- 
ftmie-sqoe cut his threedofdife .-your rule dired to anie, 
irto me, day ferues not light more faith full then lie be. 

Per. I doe not doubt thy faith. 

But fhould he wrong my liberties in my abfencc ? 

He /. VVeele mingle our bloods togither in the earth, 
From whence we had our being, and our birth. 

Per. Tyre I n ow Jooke from thee then^and t oTharfus 
Intend my trauaile, where He heare from thcc. 

And by whole Letters He difpofc my felfe 
The care I had and haue offubiedsgood,’ 

On thee I Iay,whofe wifdomes ftrength can beare it, 

| w °rd , for faith.notaske thine oath, 

\V ho (buns not to breake one, will cracke both. 

But in our orbs will liuefo round, and fafe. 

That tune ofboththis truth.fiiall nere conuince, 

Thou fhcwdftafubied:s/hine,I a true Prince. Exit . 

Enter 



//, 



I 



f (risks Prince sfTyrs^j. 

Er.tcr Thill irdfolus. 

So this is Tyre, and this the Court, foccrc muft I kill 
King Pericles , and if I doc it not I am furc to be bang'd at 
home : t 9 is daungerous. 

Well, I pcrceiuc he was a wife fclio\ve,and had good 
difcrction ? that beeing bid to askc what hee would of the 
i King s c!efircd he might knowe none of hisfccrets. 

Now doe I fee heehadfome rcafbn for't : for if a 
king biddea man beea villaine ; hee J s bound bv the inden- 
ture of his oath to bee one. 

Hufht,heerc comes the Lords of Tyre . 

Enter H cldc amis , Ef canes , with 
ether Lords* 

Held. You dial! not neede my fellow-Peers of Tyre* 
further to queftion mee of your kings departure : hisibr 
led Com nil men left in truft with mcc, does fpcake fuflief 
endy hecs gone to trauaiJe. 

Th altar d, How? the King gone? 

He/l If further yet you will be fatisfied , (why as it 
we.* vnbeenfed ofyour lou K ) he would Ml 

Ionic light vnro you, bcciog at Antioch. * 

Thai. What from Antioch } 

Hell. RoyaJI Antiodnu on what caufe I knowe not 

teokcfomcdrpjcafur. it him , at Ml hcc :*d 

® l Lord 
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P tricks P rhtctofTytj* 

Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is welcome# 

Thai. From him I come with mefiage vnto princely 
Pericles but fincc my landing, I hauc vnderftood your Lord 
has betake himfclfcto vnknownc trauailcs , now mclfige 
muftreturnefrom whence it came. 

Hell, Wee haueno reafon to defire it, commended 
to our maifter not to vs, yet ere you (hall depart, this wee 
defire^as friends to Antioch wee may feaft in Tyre, Exit. 

Enter Cleon the Gouemour of Tharfus,with 
his wife and others. 

Cleon. My Dyoniza (hall wee reft vs heere. 

And by relating talcs ofothers griefes, 

See if t will teach vs to forget our owne ? 

Dion. That were to blow at fire in hope to quench it, 
For who digs hills becaufc they doc afoirc l 
Throwcs downc onemsuntaine to caftvp a higher: 

O my diftrclTed Lord,cncn filch our griefes are, 

Hecre they arc but felt, and feene with mifehiefs eyes, 

But like to Groues, being topt,thcy higher rife. 

Cleon. O Dioniza ♦ 

Who wanteth food, and will not fay hec wants it. 

Or can conccale his hunger till hee famtlh ? 

Our toungs and forrowes tofounddeepe: 

Our woes into the aire, our eyes to wcepe. i 

Till toungs fetch breath that may proclaimc 
Them louder, that if heauen Dumber, while 
Their creatures want, they may awake 
Their helpers, to comfort them. 

Ue then difeourfe our woes feltfcucrall ycares, 

And wanting breath to fpeake, hclpe mcc with teares. 
Dyoniza. lie doc my beft Syr. (ment, 

Cleon. This Tharfus ore which I hauc the gouerne* 
A Cittic on whom plentie held full hand : 

For riches ftrew’dc her felfc eucn in her ftrcctcs, 
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P tricks Prince ef 7 jvc. 

Whole towers bore heads fo high they kift the clowds, 
And rtrangcrsnerc beheld, but wondred at, 

Wl'iofe men and dames fo jetted and adorn'de. 

Like one anothers glatfc to trim them by. 

Their tables were ftor de full to glad the fight, 

And not fo much to feedeon as delight. 

All pouertie wasfcor'ndc,and pridefogreat. 

The name of hclpe grewe odious to repeat. 

Dion. Ot’is too true. + 

Cle. But fee what hearten can doc'by this our change, 
Thefe mouthes who but of late, earth, fea^nd ayre, 

Were al 1 too little to content and pleafe. 

Although thy gaue their creatures in abundance, 

As houles arcdefil'dc for want of vfe. 

They are now ftaru’dc for want of cxercife, 

Thofe pallats who not yet too fauers younger, 

Muft hauc inuentions to delight the taft, 

Would now be glad of bread and beg for it, 

Thofe mothers who to nouzcll vp their babe*. 

Thought nought too curious,arcreadic now 
To eat thofelittlc darlings whom they lou’dc, 

So fiurpe are hungers teeth, that man and wife, 

Drawe lots who firft (hall die, to lengthen life. 

Heere ftandsa Lord, and therea Ladic weeping •• 

Hecre manie fincke, yet thofe which fee them fall, 

Haue fcarce flrength left to giue them buryall. 

Is not this true? 

Dion. Our checkcsand hollow eyes doe witnclle it. 

Cle. O let thofe Cities that of plenties cup. 

And her profpcritics fo largely tafte. 

With their fuperfluous riots hearc thefe teares. 

The miferieof Tharftu maybe theirs. 

Enter a Lord* 

Lord. Whcres the Lord Goucrnour ? 

Cle , Here, fpeake out thy forrowcs,whichthce bringft 

in 





THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d.4^5]) OctaVO 





rericks Prince if Tyrcji 

in ka-ft, for comfort is too farrc for vs to expcdl. 

Lard. Wee haue deferyed vpon our neighboring 
Aorc, a portliefaileof (hips make hitherward. 

Clean. I thought as much. 

One forrowc ncuer comes but brings an heire, 

That may liicccede as his inheritor : 

And fo in ours, fome neighbouring nation* 

Taking aduantage of our mifcrie. 

That ftutf'c the hollow vetfcls with their power, 

To beat vs downe, the which are downc aireadtc, 

And makcaconqueflof vnhappiemee, 

Whereas no glories got toouercomc. 

Lord. That’s the lcaft feare. 

For by the femblance ofthcir white flaggcs difpfayde.thcy 
bring vs peace, and come to vs as fauourefs , not as foes. 

* Cleon. Thou fpeak’lllikc himnes vntuterd to repeat, 
Who makes the faireft fhowe, mcanes mod deceipt. 

But bring they what they will, and what they can, 

What need wee leaue our grounds the lowed. 3 
And wee are hsHe way there j G nc tell their GeneralTwce 
attend hi m he ere, to know for w hat he comes, and whence 
he comes , and what be crauss i 
Lord. I goc my Lord. 

Cleon. Welcome is peace, if he on peace confitt, 

If warres , wee are vnable to refill. 

Enter Periclesr»ith attendants. 

Per. Lord GoUern our, for (o weehearcyouarc, 
Let not our Ships and number of our men, 

Be like a beacon fkr'de , t'amaze your eyes, 

Wee haue heard your miferies as farre as Tyre, 

And feenethe denotation of your ftreets. 

Nor come wc toad de borrow to your teares, 

But torelicue them of their heauy loade, 

And thefe our Shipsyou happily may thinkc, 



Pericles Prince of Tyre, 

Are like theTroian Horfe, was ftuft within 
With bloody veines exporting ouerthrow. 

Are ftor’d with Corne,to makeyour needie bread. 

And giue them life,whom hunger-ftaru 3 d halfe dead. 

Ornnes, The Gods of(/reeceprote£ivou t 
And wee'le pray for you. 

Ter. Arifel pray you, rife; we do notlooke for reuerence 
But for loue,and harborage for our felfe, our fhips,& men. * 
Cleon. The which when any fhall not o-ratifie. 

Or pay you with vnthankfulnefle in thought, 

Beitour Wiucs,our Children, or our felues^ 

The Curie of heauen and men fucceed their euils: 

Till when the which (I hope) Ihall neare be feene : 

Your Grace is welcome to our Towne and vs. 

Peri Which welcome wee'le accept, feaft here awhile. 
Vntill our Starres that fro wne, lend vs a fmile. Exeunt* 



Enter Gotyer. 

Heere haue you feene a mightie Kin 0, 

His child Pwis to incefi: brino* : 

A better Prince, and benigne Lord, 

That Will proucawfull both in deed and word : 
Be quiet then, as men fhould bee, 

Till he hath paftnecefsitie: 

Tie /hew you thofe in troubles raigne$ 

Loofing aMite,aMountainegaiiae : ? 

The good in conuerfation, 

To whom I giue my benizon: 

Is ftill at T Wy?///, where each man, 

Thinkes all is writhe fpoken can*: 

And to remember what he does, 

Build his Statue to make him glorious : 

But tidinges to the contrarie, 

Are brought y our eyes, what need fpeake L 



Dombc 



TkePUytf 

Dowbe (hew, 

Enter at mt den Pericles .talking »'‘ h Cleon , all the tram 
wth them : Entr at an oth.r dove, a gentleman with a 
Letter to Pericles, Pericle s (he*u the Letter to Cleon; 
Pericles 9*aes the Meffcngtr a reward, and Knightt hum 
txn Pericles at one ciore,and Cleon at another . 

Good Helicon that ftayde at home, 

Nottoeate Hony like a Drone, 

From others labours ; for though he ftrme. 

To killen had, lccepe good aliue.: 

And to fulfill his prince defire,. 

Sau d oneof all.thathaps in 7 ><* t 
How Thaltart came full bent with finne> 

And hid in Tent to murdred him ; 

And that in T barf w as not be ft, 

Longer lot him to make his reft : 

He doing fo, put foot th to Seas; 

Where when men been.there’s feldonac cate. 

For now the Wind begins to blow, 

T hunder aboue,and deepes below. 

Makes fuchvnqiuet, that the Shipps, 

Should houfe him fafe ; is wrackt and lput* 

And he (goodPrince) hauing all loft. 

By Waues,from coaftto coaft is toft t 
AH perillienof man ofpelfe, 

Ne ought efcapend buthimfelfe 
Till Fortune tir’d with doing bad. 

Threw him a (hore,to giue him glad? 

And heere he comes : what fiiall be next, 

Par don old CjoWtr, this long’s the text. 

Enter c Ptric!& wette^, 

Veri. Yet ceafe your ire you angry Starrcs *f heautn, 

Wind,Raine, and Thunder, remember earthly man 
Is but a fubftaunce thatmuft yeeld to you : 

And I (as fits my nature) do obey you. £ la fe } 










Pericles Prince of Tyre, , 

Alafle, the Seas hath call me on the Rocks, 

Walht me from Ihorc to llrore, and left my breath 
Nothing to thinke on, but enfuing death : 

Let it fuffizethe greatnefleofyour powers, 

To haue bereft a Prince of all his fortunes; 

And hauingthrowne him from your watry graUe, 

Heere to liaue death in peace, is all hee’le craue. 

Enter three tfer-men. 

1. What, topelchi 

2. Ha, come and bring away theNets. 
i. What Patch-breech, I fay. 

3. What fay you Maifter? 

1. Looke how thou ftirr’ft now : 

Come away , or Tie fetch’th with a wanion. 

3. Fayth Maifter,! am thinking ofthe poore men, 
That were caft away before vs euen now. 

1. Alaffe poore foules,it grieued my heart to hcare, 
What pittifull cryes they made to vs, to helpe them, 
Whcn(welladay ) we could fcarce helpeour felues. 

3. Nay Maifter, fayd not I as much. 

When I faw the Porpas how he bouttft and tumbled? 
They fay they’re halfefilh.halfeflefh : 

A plague on them, they nere come but I looke to be walht. 
Maifter, l maruell how the Fifties liue in the Sea ? 

x. Why, asMendoea-land; 

The great ones eate vp the little ones : 

I can compare our rich Mifcrs to nothing fo fitly,. 

As to a Whale ; a playes and tumbles, 

Dryuing the poore Fry before him. 

And atlaft,deuowre them all at a mcmthfull ; 

Such Whales haue lheard on, a’th land, 

Who neuer leaue gaping, till they fwallow’d' 

The vvholeParilh, Church, Steeple, Belles and all. 

Pert. Aprettiemorall. 

3. But Maifter, if l had been the Sexton, 

I would haue been that day in the belfric. 

2. Why,Maft} 

C 2. 
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The Play of 

1, Bccaufc he fhould haue fwallowed mee too. 

And when I had been in his belly, 

I would haue kept fuchaianglingoftheBellcs, 

That he fhould neuer haue left, 

Till he call Belles.Steeple, Church and Parifh vp againe: 
But if the good King Stmontda were of my minde. 
c Ttr . Simontdu? 

3* We would purge the land of thefe Drones, 
Thatrobbe theBeeofherHony. 

Pi r. How from the fenny fubieft of the Sea, 

Thefe Filhers tell the infirmities ofmen, 

And from their watry empire recoiled, 

All that may men approue,or men deted. 

Peace be at your labour, honed Fifher-mcn* 

2 . Honed good fellow what’s<:that,ifit be a day fits you 
Search out of the Kalender, and no body looke after it; 

Peri. May fee the Seahath cad vpon your coad: 

2. What a drunken Knaue was the Sea, 

Tocad thee inour way? 

‘Per. A man whom both the Waters and the Winde, 

In that vad T ennis-court,hath made the Ball 
For them to play vpon,intreates you pittie him : 

Hee askes of you,that ncuer vf d to begge. 

u No friend, cannot you begge? 

Heer’s themin our countrey ofyttfce, 

Gets more with begging, then we can doe with working. 

2. Cand thou catch any Fillies then? 

Ten'. I neuerpradizdeit. 

2 . Nay then thou wilt darue fure : for heer’s nothing to 
be got now-aday es,vnlefle thou cand filh for’t. 

'Per. What I haue been,! haue forgot to know; 

But what I am, want teaches me to thinkeon : 

A man throng'd vp with cold, my V eines are chill. 

And haue no more ofhfe then may fuffizc, 

To giuemy tongue that heat to aske your helpe : 

Which if you lhallrefufe, when I am dead, 

For that I am a man, pray you fee me buried. 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

1. Die,ke-tha 5 now Gods forbid’t, and I haue a Go wne 
hcere,comeputiton,keepethee warmer now afore mee a 
handfome fellow : Come, thoufhalt goe home, and wee’le 
haue Flefh for all day, Filh for fading-dayes and more; or 
Puddinges and FJap-iackes,and thou lhalt be welcome. 

Per. Ithanke you fir. 

2. Harke you my friend : You fayd you could not beg? 

Per. Ididbutcraue. 

2. Butcraue? 

Then lie turne Crauer too,and fo I lhall fcape whipping. 

‘Per. Why, are you Beggers whipt then? 

2. Oh not all, my friend, not all : for if all your Beggers 
.were whipt, I would wilh no better office, then to be Beadier 
But Maider,Ilc goe draw vp the Net. 

Ter. How well this honed mirth becomes their labour? 

1. Harkeyou fir ; doe you know where yee arc? 

Per. Not well. 

1. Why lie tell you, this I cald Pantapola , 

And our King, the good Symowdes. 

P er. The good Symomdet^ doe you call him? 

l. I fir, and he deferues foto be cal’d, 

For his peaceable raigne, and good gouernement. 1 

fPtr. He is a happy King,fince he gaines from 
His fubie&s filename ofgood,by his gouernment. 

How farreis his Court diftantfrom this fhore? 

1. Mary fir, halfe a dayes journey : And lie tell you. 

He hath a faire Daughter, and to morrow is her birth -day, 
And there are Princes and Knights come from all partes"^ of 
the World, to Iud and Turney for her loue. 

Per. Were my fortunes ecpiall to my defires, 

I could wilh to make one there. 

1 . O fir , things mud be as they may : and what a man can 
not get, he may lawfully deale for his Wiues foule. 

Enter the two Fi(her-men, drawing vp a 1 'fjt, 

2. Helpe Maider helpe; heere’s a Fifh hanges in the Net 
Like a poore mans right in the law ; t’willhardly come out’ 
Ha bots on’t,tis comeatlad ; Sctis turnd to a rufty Armour. 

^ 3 ’ Per. An 
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The Play of 

Ter. An Armour friends 5 1 pary you let mefeeit? 
Thankes Fortune, year that after all cro fifes, 

Thou giueft me fomewhat to repairc my felfc : 

And though it was mine ownepartofmy heritage, 

Which my dead Father did beq ueath to me, 

With this ftrift charge cuen as he left his life, 

Keepeitmy PerycUt, ithath bcena Shield 
T wixt me and death, and poynted to this brayfe, 

For that Jt failed me.keepeit inlike necefsitic : 

The which the Gods proteft thee, Fame may defend thee; 
Itkept where! kcpt,Lfo dcarely lou’ciit, 

T ill the rough Seas, that fpares not anyman, 

Tooke it in rage, though calm’d, haue giuen’tagainc : 

I thanke thee for’t, my Ihipwraclce now's no ill, 

Since I haue heeremy Father gauein his Will. 

1. What meane you fir? 

p?ri . T o begge of you(kind friends)thisCoate of worth) 
'For it was fometime Target to a King t, 

I know it by this marke : he loued me dearcly, 

And for his fake, I wifti thehauingofity 
Andthatvoifd guidemc toyourSoueraignes Court, 
Where with it , 1 may appeare a Gentleman : 

And if that euer my low fortune’s better, 

lie pay your bounties 5 till then, reft your debter. 

1 . Why wiltthou turney for the Lady? 

Ten. He fbewthe vertue I haue borne in Amies. ^ 

r. Why di’e takeit: and the Gods gitie thee good ant. 

2. 1 but harke you my friend, t’was wee that made vp 
this Garment through the rough feanies of the Waters, 
there are certaine Condolements, certaine Vailes: 1 hopj 
fir, if youthriue, you le remember from whence you had 
them. 

/ ert. Beleeue’t, I will '• 

By your furtherance 1 am cloth’d in Steele, 

And fpightof all the rupture of the Sea, 

This Iewell holdeshisbuyldingonmy arme: 

Vnto thy value 1 will mount my fclfc 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

Vpon a Courfer, whoft dehghrfteps, ^ 

Shall make the gazer ioy to lee him tread 5 
Onely (my friend) I yet am vnprouided of a paireofBafe* 
2. Wee J le fureprouide, thou flialt haue 
My befl: Gowne toniake. thee a pane; 

And lie bring thee to the Court my felfe. 

Ten. ThenHonour be buta Goak to my Will, 

This day lie rife, or elfe adde ill to ill. 



Enter Simmy el* y \vith auendannee , and Thai/*?.. 

King. Are the Knights ready to begin the Tryumph? 

9 .Lord. They are my Leidge,and ftay your comming. 
To prefen t them fellies. 

King. Returnethem r Weare ready, & our daughter beer e* 
In honour of wfiofe Birth, thefe Triumphs arej 
Sits hcerelikcBeaucies child, whom Nature gat. 

For men to, fee*, and feeing. woonder at. 

T bat. It plealethyou (my royall Father) to expreffc 
My Commendations great, whofe merit’s leffe. 

Kmg. It’s Rt it fhould be fo, forPrinces.are 
A modell which Heauen makes like to it felfe : 

As Jewels loofe their glory ,ifnegle&ed* 

So Pr i n ces th ei r R enow nes,if no t refp e fted : 

T is now your honour (Daughter) to entertaine 
The labour ofeach Knighton his deuice. 

Thai. , Winch topreferue mine honour, I’le performs. 



The fir ft Knight pajfcj by ; 

King. Who is the firft, that doth preferre himfelfe? 

Thai. A Knight of Sparta (nay renowned father) 

And the deuice he bear es vpon his Shield, 

Is a blacke Ethy ope reaching at the Sunne ; 

The wor d : Litx tn<t vita nvh*. 

King. He lones you well, chatholdcshis life ofyo iu 
The fecondKmoht. 

When's the ftcond, that presents fumfelfe? 

Thu. A; 
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Ths Play of 

Tha. A Prince of Macedon (my royall father) 

And the deuice he beares vpon his Sh ield, 

Is an Armed Knight, that’s conquered by a Lady: 

The motto thus in Spanifti. Tue Per doleera kee perforfa . 

3. Knight. Km. And with the third? 

Thai. The third, of Antioch •, and his deuice, 

A wreath of Chiually : the word : Me Pompey prouexit apex. 

4. Knight. Km. What is the fourth, 

Thai. AburningTorch that’s turned vpfide downe; _ 
The word : we extin^mt • 

Km. Which ihewes that Beautie hath his power & will, 

Which can as well enflame, as it can kill. 

j.Kmaht. Thai. The fift,an Hand enuironed with Clouds, 
Holding out Gold, that’s by theTouch-ftone tride: 
Themotto thus : Sicjpetlanda fides. 

6. Km? hr. Km. And what’s the fixt,and laft-, the which, 
The knight himfelf with fuch a graceful courtefie deliuered? 

Thai. °Hee feemes to be a Stranger : but his Prefentis 
A withered Branch, that’s onely greene at top, 
Themotto: Inhacjpeviuo. . ■ 

Km. Aprcttymorrallfro the deleted ftate wherein he is, 
He hopes by you,his fortunes yet may flourifh. 

i.Lord. He had need meane better.then his outward (hew 
Can any way fpeake in his luft commend : 

For by hisruftie outfide, he appeares, 

To hauepraftis’d more the Whipftocke, then the Lau*ce. 

2. Lord. He well may be a Stranger, for he comes 
To an honour’d tryumph,ftrangly furnilht. 

3. Lord. And 011 fet purpofe let his Armour ruft 
Vntill this day, to fcowre itin the dull. 

„ Km. Opinion’s but a foole,that makes vs fcan 

» The outward habit, by theinward man. 

- * But flay, the Knights are comming. 

We will with-draw into theGallerie 

Great Jhoutes, and all cry, the meane Knight. 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre* 

Enter. the King and Knights from T thing. 

King. Knights, to fay you’re welcome, were fuperfluous, 
Iplace vpon the volume of your deedes. 

As in a Title page,your worth in armes. 

Were more then you expeft, or more then’s fit 
Sinceeuery worth in fhew commends it felfe .* ’ 

Prepare for mirth,for mirth becomes a Fcaft. 

You are Princes, and my gueflcs. 

Thai. But you my Knight and gueft. 

To whom this Wreath of vi&orie I giue, ‘ 

And crowne you King of this dayeshappinefle. 

Peri. Tis more by Fortune(Lady)then my Merit. 

King. Call it by what you will, the day is your. 

And here (I hope) is none th at enuies i t : 

In framing an Artift,art hath thus decreed. 

To make fome good, but others to exceed/ 

And you are her labourd fcholler : come Queeac a th’feaft 
For (Daughter) fo you are 5 heere take your place : 

Martial! the re ft, as they deierue their grace. 

Knights. We are honour’d much by good Symonidss. 

King. Your prefence glads our day es, honour weloue, 

For who hates lionour,hates the Gods aboue. 

Marjhal. Sir,yonder is your place. 

Peri. Some other is more fit; 

1. Knight. Contend not fir, for we are Gentlemen 
Haueneither in our hearts, nor outward eyes 
Enuies the great,norlhall the low defpife. * 

‘Pen. You are right courtious Knights. 

Kmg. Sit fir, fit. 0 

By foutjj wonder) that is King ofthoughts, 

I hefe Cates refill mee,heenot thought vpon. 

a 1 T\r- ^ no * s Qlieene ofmariage) 

All Viands that I cate do feeme vnfauery, 

Wiftimg him my meat : furc hee’s a gallant Gentleman. 

Km. Hee s but a countne Gentleman; ha’s done no more 
A hen other Knights haue done, ha’s broken a Staffe 

D. 



Or 










rk pUj of 

■Or To », fo let it pafic, . — ^ 

Tha, Tomeche feemes like Diamond, to G.atie. 

Pen. You Kings to race, like to my fathers pifture, 
Which tels in that glory once he was. 

Had Princes fit like Starres about his 1 hroane. 

And hee the Sunne for them to reuerence; 

Hone that beheld him,but like leiler lights. 

Did vaile their Crovvnes to his fupremacie; f 
Where now his fonne like a Glo worme in tne night, 

The which hath Fire in darknefle, none in light: 

Wherebv I fee that Time’s the King of men, 

■Hee’s both their Parent,and he is their Graue, 

And giues them what he will, not what they crauc. 

Kwg. What, are you merry, Knights? 

Kmgkts. Who can be othcr,in this rpyall prefence. 

Ktro Heere,with a Cup that’s ftur’d vnto the brim, 

As do'you iouejfiU t° y our Miftns hppes, 

Wee drinke this health to you. 

Yet^auS Knight doth fit toomelan- 

As iftheentcrtaincmentin our Cour t, [ c °Y> 

Had not a fliew might cotinteruaile his worth : 

Note it not you, Thai/*. 

Tha. Whatis’t to me, my father ? 
king, O attend my Daughter, 

Princes in this,fhould liue like Gods aboue, ■ 

Who freely giuc to.euery one that come to honour them.. 
And Princes not doing fo, are like to Gnats, > na 

Which make a found, but kild.are wondred at: 

Therefore to make his cntrauncemore fweet, 

Heere, fay wee drinke this ftandingbqule ofwme to h • 
Tha. Alas my Father, it befits not mee, 

V nto a ftranger Knight to be fo bold. 

He may my profer take for an offence. 

Since men take womens giftes for impudence. 

km. How? doe asl bid you,oryou lemooucmce^ 
Tha, Now by the Godsjhe could no t pleafe tne . ^ 



bdl 



2$: 



Ter ides Prince of Tyre; 

king. And furthermore tell him, we defire to know ofhim 
Ofwhence he is, his name, and Parentage? 

T ha, TheKingmy father(fir) has drunke toyou. 

Pm. Ithankehim. 

T/^, Wi/liingit fo much blood vnto your life. 

Peri , I thanke both him and you, and pledge him freely. 

T ha . And fur the^lie defires to know of you; 

Of whence you are, your name and parentage } 

Ter/. A Gentleman of Tyre, my name Pertcles y 
My education beene in Artcs and Armes : 

Wholookingfor aduentiiresirt the world, 

Was by the rough Seas reft of Ships and men; 
and after fh i p w r a eke, d riu e n vpon this fhorc. 

Tha . He thankes your Graces names himfelfc Pericles y 
AGentleman of Tyre : whoonelv by misfortune of the fcas 5 . 
Bereft of Shippes and Men ; caft’on this fliofe. 

king. Now by the G@ds, I pitty his misfortune. 

And w'ill awake him from his melancholy* 

Come Gentlemen, we lit too long on trifles, 

And wafte the time which lookes for other reueis* 

Euen in your Armours as you are addreft. 

Will well become a Soulcliersdaunce i 
I willnothaueexcufe with fayingthis, 

Lowd Mufickcis too harfhfor Lady es heads* 

Since they lone men in armes, as well asbeds, 

T hey dewncti 

So, this was well as let, tVas fo well perform’d. 

Come fir, heers a Lady that wants breathing too*. 

And I hauc heard, you Knights of Tyre s 
Are excellent in making Ladves trippey 
And that their Meafures areas excellent. 

P cyu In-tHofe that pradize them, they are(my Lord]) 
king. Oh that’s as much, as you would be denyed 
Of your faire courtefie : Vnclafpe/vnclafpe. 

They dsVAKce. 

Thankes GentUmervto al-i,allhaue done welfy r ■ 

Butyou the belt : Pages and lights, to conduct 

D TKcfe 
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The Play of 

Thcfc Knights vnto their fcuerall Lodgings : 

Yoftrs fir, we hauc giuen order be next our o\yae. 

Teri. I am at your Graces pleafure. 

Princes, it is too late to talke of Loac, 

And that’s the marke I know, you leueli at: 

Therefore each one betake him to his reft, 

To morrow all for fpceding do their beft. 

Enter Hellicanus and Efcaua, 

H(IL No EJianeSy know this ofmec, 
sAntiochw from inceft liued not free : 

For which the moft high Gods not minding, 

Longer to with-holdthe vengeance that 
They had in ftore, due to this heynous 
Capitall o flfence, euen in the height and pride 
Of all his glory, when he was feated in 
A Chariot of an ineftimablc value,and his daughter 
With him; a fire from heauen came and fhriuela 
Vp thofe bodyes eucn tolothing, for they fb ftounke, 
That all thofe eyes ador’d them, ere their fall, 

Scornenow their hand fhould giue them buriall. 

J Efcanes. T’was very ftrange. 

Hell. And yet but iufticejfor though this King were great, 
His greatneflc was no gard to barre hcauens fhaft, 

But finnehad his reward. 

EJcan. Tis very true. 

Enter two or three Lords. 

1. Lord. See, not a man in priuate conference, 

Or counfaile,ha’s refpeff with him but hec. 

2 . Lord. It fhall no longer grieue, without reprofe* 

5. Lord. And curft be he that will not fecona it. 

1 . Lord. Follow me then : Lord Hellitane ,a word. 

Hell. With mee? and welcome happy day, my Lords. 

/ . Lord. Know, that our griefes are rifen to the top, 

And now at length they ouer-flow their bankes. 

Hell. Your griefes, for what? 

Wrong 



Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

Wrong not your Prince, you loue. 

i.Lord. Wrong not your felfc then,nobIe HrflicMy 
But ifthcPrince do liue.let vs falute him. 

Or know what ground’s made happy by his breath : 

Ifin the world heliue,wce’le fecke him out : 

If in his Grauc he reft,wee’le find him there, 

And be refblued he hues to gouerne rs: 

•Or dead, glue’s caufc to mourn e his funeral], 

And leaue vs to our free election. 

2. Lord. Whofe death in deed, theftrongeftin our fcnfarc, 
And knowing this Kingdome is without a head. 

Like goodly Buyldings left without a Roofe, 

Soone fall to ruine : your noble felfc, 

1 hat beft know howto rule, and how to raigne. 

Wee thus fubmit vnto our Soueraignc. 

Omnes. Liue noble HeStcane. 

Hell. Try honours caufejforbearcyourfufFrages: 

If that you loue Prince Pericles , for bcare, 

(T akc I your wifh,Ileapcinto the fcas, 

Where’s howcrly troublc,for a minuts cafe) 

Atwelue-month longer, let me intreat you 
Xo forfeeare the atfence of your King \ 

Ifin which time expir’d, he not rctume, 

I fhall with aged patience beare your yoake i 
But if I cannot winne you to this loue, 

Goe fearch like nobles,like noble fubie&s, 

And in your fearch, fpend your aduenturous worth. 

Whom ifyou find, and winne vnto rcturnc, 

You fhall like Diamonds fit about his Crownc. 

i.Lord. To wifedome, bee’s a foolc,that will not yecld: 
/\nd linceLord fefc/ltcowc cnioyrictli vs. 

We with our trauels will endcauour* * 

wu ‘ °‘ l '• Thcn J ou t loue vs > we Y ou > & wee’le clafpe hands* 
WhenPeercs thus knit, a Kingdome cuer ftands, 

Enter the King reading of a letter at one door*, 
the Knightu meete him. 

t. Knight. Good morrow to the good Simonides , 

^ 3' k<ng. 






%he Play of 

King. Knights, frommy daughter tbislkt you know,. 
That for this tw cl u e-rno n iTi e c 3 i e n d t v nd er t ake 

A .maried life : her reafon to herfelfe is onely knovvne, 
Which from herjiay no*raeanes>can I get. _ , , 

2 Ktrght. May w e nor tec accelle to her (ray Lord?) 
king. Faythjb.y nomcanes, (Lbhathfb ftnfWy ' : ■ 

Ty cd her to her Chamber jthat t’is mipofsable : . y ; y 
One twelue Moones more flicc'le vveare Dima. i liucne: , 
This by the eye of Cwthya hath lhe vowed, 

Andlon her Virgin honour pwill not bireakc itt 

3 . knight. Loth to bidfarcwcll,we take our kaues. 
hng . " So,they arc well difpatcht : 

Now to my daughters Letter •, £hc tellcs me neci c; 

Shee’le vvedde the ftranger Knight, 

Or neuermore to view nor day norlight, 

T’is well Miflris,your choyceagrecs withHime : 

I like that well : nay haw abColuteflic- s m’t, 

Not minding w'hether ldislike or irttk ’ 

Well,I do commend her chovee, and will no longer 

Haue it be delayed :Soft,heere he comes, ' ! ; . 

ImuftdilTcrablcit. • • ; ; ' . ‘ 

Enter Peridot. 

Peri. All fortune to. the good Symonidef. 

King. To you asmuch : Sir,I am behoulding to you 

For your fweete Mnhcke this laft night : 

I do protelbmy earcs were newer better fedde 
With fuch delightful! pleafmg harmonie. 

‘Pert. It is your Graces plcafure to commend, 

Not my defert. ; 

kin/. Sir, you areMufickes maifter. • 

'Ten. The word of all lier fchollets (my good Lord.); 
king. Let me aske you one thing: 

What do y o u tliinko of my Daughter, hr ? 

Pen. A mo ft vertuous Prince {fe. . • 
king . And (he is faire too, is the not? 

» p fr i. As afairc day in Sommer ; woondrouslairc. 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre ; 

fyffg. Sir, my Daughter chinkes very well of you, 

I fo well, that you mull: be her Mai (ter. 

And /he will be your Scholler $ therefore looke to it. 

Peri • I am vn worthy for her Scholemaifter. 
ktng. She thinkes not fo rperufe this writing elfe. 

Ter. What’s here,aletter that /lie loues the khightrof 7 jr^ 
T 3 is the Kings fubtiltieto haue my life : 

Oh feeke not to intrappe me, gracious Lord, 

A Stranger, and diftreffed Gentleman, 

That neuer aymed fo hie, to lone your Daughter, 

But bent all offices to honour her. 

king. Thou haft bewitcht my daughter, - • • . h 

And thou art a villaine. 

Peri. By the Gods I haue not f neuer did thought 
Ofminelcuie offence 5 nor neuer did my actions 
Yet commence a deed might gaine her louc, 

Or your difpleafure. 
kwg. Traytor,thoulyefto 

Pm. Tray tor? . <, // <v 

k^g' I, tray tor. 

Peri. Euen inhis throat, vplefleit bclhc King/ 1 
ThatcalsrheTraytor,Iretumethclye. . t\ - ny.l, L 
hgg* Now by theGods,I do applaudehis courage*. 

Peri. My aftionsareasnobleasmy thoughts. 

That neuer relifht of a bafe difcent : 

I came vnto your Court for Honours caufe. 

And not to be a Rebell to 'her ftat-c •-* ■ ' - z<r, / 7" 

And he thatotherwife accmmtes ofmee, \ 

This Sword /hall prooue, hee’s Honours enemie. 
king . Na?heere comes my Dau;ghter;/he can witnefie it. 






Enter Thaifi, v;‘ s .• 

Peri. Then as you are a*vertupu$,asfaire, 
Refolue your angry Father’ iffciy tongiie - 1 
Did ere folicite, or my hand fubferihe* * -n 
To any /dlable that made loue to you?’- ill 

That. Why fir, fay ifyou had,- \ytd^fee$^fibee? 



JO} 7/0; 

>vtd htu 



At 
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The Pky of 

At that, would make me o 1 ad. ? 

King. Yea Miftris^are you fo peremptorie? 

I am glad on’t with all my heart, 

lie tame you; lie bring you in fubieclion. jlfidc. 

Will you not,hauingmy confent, 

Bellow your loue and your affections, 

Vpon a Stranger? who for ought I know. 

May be (nor can I thinke the contrary) A fide. 

As greatin blood as I my felfe : 

Therefore, heare you Midris, either frame 
Your will to mine : and you fir,heare you; 

Either be rul’d by mee,or He make you, 

Man andwife:naycome,yourhands, 

And lippes mull fcale it too : and being ioynd. 

He thus your hopes deftroy,andfor further griefe t 
God giue you ioy ; what are you bothpleafed > 

Tha. Yes, if you loue me lir? 

Teri. Euen as my life, my blood thatfoflers it 
King. What are you both agreed? 

Ambo. Yes, if’tpleafe your Maiedie. 

King. Itpleafeth me fo well, that I will fee you wed, 
And then with what hade you can, get you to bedi Sxeunt, 



Enter (jotoer. 

Now fleepe y (lacked hath the rout. 

No din but fnores about the houfe, 
Made louder by the orefed bread, 

Of this mod pompous maryage Fead 
TheCatte with cyne of burning cole, 
Now coutches from the Moufes hole; 
And Cricket ling at the Owens mouth; 
Are theblyther for their drouth : 
Hymen hath brought the Bride to bed, 
Whereby the lode of maydenhead, 

A Babe is moulded : be ; attent, ' •:«*-(> 




Pericles Prince ofTyrei 

And Time that is fo briefly fpent, 

Wi th your fine fancies q uain tl y each, . 

What’s dumbe in £hew,Pleplaine withfpcach. 

Enter Pericles and Symonides at one dore 'toith attendahtes, 
a Mejfengernteetes them,kneetes andgiuu Pericles a tetter, 
Pericles fhewes it Symonides, the Lords kneete to him ; 
then enter Thayfa with child , Kith Lichorida anurfe, 
tiie King fhewes her the tetter, Jhe reioyces : [he and Pericles 
take leant of her father, and depart. 

By many a dearne and paincfiill pearch 
Of P try ties the carefull fearch. 

By thefower oppofing Crignes, 

Which the world togeather ioynes. 

Is made With all due diligence, 

That horfe and fayle and hie expence. 

Can deed the qued at lad from Tyre'. 

Fame anfwcring the mod drangc enquire, 

To’th Court of King Symonides, 

Are Letters brought, die tenour thefc ; 

^Antiochm and his daughter dead, 

Themen of Tyrtts, on tbehead 
QfHtlycanus would feton 
The CrowncofTyre, but he will none t 
Thcmutanie, hee there hades t’oppreffc, 

Sayes to’em, ifKing Pericles 
Come not home in twife fixe Mooncs. 

He obedient to their doomes. 

Will take the Crowne : thefummeofthis. 

Brought hither to Ttnlapolis, 

Iranyihcd the regions round. 

And cuery one with claps can found. 

Our heyre apparant is a King : 

Who dreampt? who thought offucha thin 0- ? 

Briefe he mud hence depart to Tyre, 

His Queen e with child, makes her dciirc, 



Which 



M'.. # 

The Play of 

Which who (hall crolTc along to goc. 

Omit wc all their dole and woe : 

Luhortcta her Nurfe llie takes , 

And fo to Sea ; their veflell (hakes. 

On Tdjptunes billow ,halfe the flood, 

Hath their Keele cut : but fortune mou’d. 

Varies againe,the grifled North 
Difgorges fuch a tempeft forth, 

That as a Ducke for life tliat diucs. 

So vp and downc the poore Ship driue* t 
The Lady fhreekes, and wel-a-neare, 

Do’s fall in trauayle with her feare : 

And what enfues in this fell ftorme. 

Shall for it felfe, it felfe performe r 
I nill relate, a&ion may 
Conueniently the reft conuay; 

Which might not ? what by me is told. 

In your imagination hold : 

This Stage, the Ship,vpon whofe Decke 
The feas toft Pericles appeares to fpeake. 

Enter Pericles a Shipboard. 

Peri . T^e God of this great Vaft, rebuke thefe forges* 
Which wafh both heauen and hell,and thou that haft 
Vpon the Windes commaund,bind them inBrafle; 
Hauing call’d them from the deepc, 6 ftill 
Thy deafning dreadfull thunders, gently quench 
Thy nimble fulphirous flashes : 6 How Lychorida 1 
How does my Queene? then ftorme venomoufly, 
Wiltthou fpeatall thy felfe? the fca-mans Whittle 
Is as a whifper in the eares of death, 

Vnheard Lychorida 1 Luctna , oh l 

Diuineft patrionefle, and my wife gentle 

To thofe that cry by-night, conucy thy deitie 
Aboard our dauncing Boat, make fwiftthe pangues 
Of my Qucenes trauaylcs ? now Lychorida. 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre, ' 

£nter Lychorida. 

Lyehor. Heere is a thing too young for fo ch a place. 
Who ifit had conceit,would die,as I am like to doc : 
Take in your armes this peece of your dead Queene. 
Peri. How? how Lychorida ? 

Lycho. Patiencc(good fir) do not afsift the ftorme, 
Heer*s all that is left li uing of your Queene ; 

A litle Daughter : for the fake ofit. 

Be manly,and take comfort. 

Per. O you Gods/ 

Why do you make vs loue your goodly gyfts. 

And fnatch them ftraight away ? we heere below. 

Recall not what we giue, and thercinmay 
V fc honour with you . 

Lycho. Patience (good fir) euen for this charge. 
c Per. Now mylde may be thy life, 

For a more blufterous birth had neuer Babe: 

Quiet and gentle thy conditions; for 
Thou art the rudely eft welcome to this world, 

Thateuer was Princes Child : happy what followcs, 
Thou haft as chiding a natiuitic. 

As Fire, Ayre, Water,Earth, and Heauen can make. 

To harould thee from the wombe : 

Euen at the firft,thy loflc is more then can 
Thy portage quit, with all thou canft find heere: 

Now the good Gods throw their beft eyes vpon’t* 

Enter tVtoSaylers. 

t.Sayl. Whatcouragefir?Godfaueyou. 
f er - Courage enough, I do not feare the flaw. 

It hath done to me the worft : yet for the loue 
Oftnis poore Infant, this frefti new fea-farer, 

I would it would be quiet. 

t.Sayl. Slake the bolins there; thou wilt not wilt thou': 
Blow and fplit thy felfe. 

v fr S V l \ . 1 Sea-roome,and the brine and cloudy billow 
RuktheMooue,! care not. 1 

E 2 * t.Sayl, Sir 




The Play of 

t. Sir your Qucene muflouer board, the Tea workeshie, 
The Wind is low d, and will not lie till the Ship 
Be cleard of the dead. 

Ter. That’s your fuperftition. 

1. Pardon vs,fir$ with vs at Sea it hath bin Oil! obferued, 
^ And we arc ftrorig in eafterne, therefore briefly yeeld’er, 

Ter. As you thinkc meet*, for Aemuft oue'r board ftraights 
Mod wretched Qucene. 

Lychor. Heerefhe lyes fir. 

Peri . A terrible Child-bed hafl: thou had (my dearc. 

No light,no fire,thVnfriendly elements, 

Forgot thee vtterly,nor hauel time 

To giue theehallowd to thy graue,but flraightr, 

AliiO caft thee fcarcly Coffina, in oare. 

Where for a monument vpon thy bones, 

The ayre remayning lampes , the belching Whale* 

And humming Water mull: orcwelme thy corpe^ 

Lying with fimple finds : 6 Lycborida , 

Bid Wjftor bring me Spicesjnckc, and Taper, 

My Casket, and my Iewels \ and bid ?fic<wder 
Bring me the Sattin Coffin : lay the Babe 
Vpon the Pillow •, hie thee whileslfay 
A prieftly farewell to her : fodaincly, woman. 

2. Sir, we haue a Chill: beneath the hatches, 

Caulkt and bittumed ready. 

Peri. Ithankc thee : Mariner fay, what Coaft is this? 

2. Weearenec rcThtijut, 

Teri . Thither gentle Mariner, 

Alter thy courfe for Tyre • : When can (1 thou reach it? 

2* By breakeofday, if the Wind ceaie. 

Teru O make for Tharfus, 

There will I vifit Cleon y for the Babe 

Cannot hold out to T yrus\ there He leaue it 

At carefull nurfing : goc thy wayes goodMariner, 

lie bring the body prefently . ExtK 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre . 

Enter Lord Ctrymon ftitba firttanti 
Cery* Fkylcmon y hoe. 

Enter Phy lemon. 

Phyl '. Doth my Lord call? 

Cery. Get Fire and meat for thefe poore men, 

T *as been a turbulent and ftormie night* 

Seru . 1 haue been in many, but fuch a night as this, 
Till now', I neare endured: 

C^ry. Your Maifter will be dead ere yq^returne. 
There’s nothing can be miniftred to Nature, 

That can rccouer him : giue this to the Pothccary, 
And tellmehowitworkes. 



Enter two (jentlemcn. 
r.tfent. Good morrow. 

2. Gent. Good morrow to yourLordfhip, 

Cory. Gentlemen, why doe you flirre fo early? 

1 Xfcnt. Sir,ourlodgings (landing blcake vpon the fea, 
Shooke as the earth did quake : 

The very principals did feeme to rend and all to topple : 
Pure furprizcand fearc,mademe to quite the houfe. 

2 .(jent. Thatis the caufe we trouble youfo early, 

T'is not our husbandry. 

Cery. O you fay well. 

But I much maruaile that your Lordihip, 
Hauingrich tire about you, fhould at thefe early bowers,. 
Shake off the golden (lumber of repofe*, tis rao'ft Orange 
Nature fheuld be fo conuerfant with Paine, 

Being thereto not compelled. 

Cery . 1 hold it cuer Vertue and Cunning, 

Were endowments greater^thenNoblenefic & Riches $ 
Carclefie Hey res, may the two latter darken and expend? 
But Iminortalitie attendes the former. 

Making a man a god : 

T’i*knowne,I euer haue Oudied Phy ficke t 
Through which feerct An, by turning ore Authorities, 

£ 3. I haue 



/ 




The Play of 

I hauc togeather with my praftize,made famyliar. 

To me and to my aydc,the bleft infu fions that dwels 
In VegetiueSjin Mettals, Stones : and can fpeakc of the 
Pifturbances that Nature works, and ofher cures *, 
which doth giue me a more content in courfe of true delight 
Then to bethirfty after tottering honour, or 
Tie my pleafure vp in filken Bagges, 

To pleafe the Foole and Dea th . 

a.Gent. Your honour has through Ephefus, 

Poured foorth your charitie,and hundreds call themfelucs 
Your Creatures; who by you.haue been reftored ; 

And not your knowledge,yourperfonalI payne, 

But euen your Purfc ftill open, hath built Lord Ctrimen. 
Such ftrongrenowne,as timelhall neucr. - 

Enter mo or three mb a Chtft. 
i Sera. So, lift there. 

Cer. What’s that? 

Ser. Sir, euen now did the fea tofTe vp vpon our fliore 
This Chift ; tis offome wracke. 

Cer. Set’t downe, let’s lookevpon’t. 

2 .(jetit. T'is like a Coffin,fir. 

C er . What ereit be,t’is woondrous heauie; 

Wrench it open ftraight : 

Ifthe Seas ftomacke be orccharg’d with Gold, 

T’js a good conftraint ofFortune it belches vpon vs. 

2.(jent, T’is fo, my Lord. 

Cer. How clofe t is caulkt & bottomed, did the fea cart it vp? 
Ser. I neucr law fb huge a billow ftr,as toft it vpon fhore. 
Cer. Wrench it open foft;it frnels moft fweetly inmy fcafe. 
2. (jetit. A delicate Odour. 

Cer . As euer hit my noftrill : fo,vp with it. 

Oh you moft potent Gods / what’s here,a Corfe? 

2.Gent. Moftftrange. 

Cer. Shrowded in Cloth of ftate,balmed and entreafured 
with full bagges of Spices, aPafbort to polio, perfeft mee 

m the Characters : 

ffeirt 
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Pericles Prince of Tyra. 

H eerie 1 giue to vnderftand, 

If ere this Coffin dnues aland ; 
l King Pericles hauc loft 
T hts Queene,worth all our mundaine eoft t 
Who finds her, giue her burying , 

She was the Daughter of a King: 

"Befides, this T reafurefor a fee. 

The Cjeds requit his charitie. 

If thou liueft Ter teles, thou haft a heart, 

That euer cracks for woe,this chaunc’d to ni°h t. 

2. Gent. Moft likely fir. 

£r.Nay certainely to night,forleokehow frefh lhe look* 
They were too rough, tha t threw her in the fea. 

Make a Fire within; fetch hither all my Boxes in my Clofet, 
Death may vfurpe on Nature many howers,and yet 
The fire oflife kindle againe the ore-preft fpirits : 

I heard of an Egipttan that had 9. bowers lien dead. 

Who was by good applyauncc recouered. 

Enter one with Napkins and Fire. 

Well fayd, well fayd; the fire and clothes: the rough and 
Wofull Mufick that we haue,caufcit to found befeech you; 
The Violl oncemore 5 how thou ftirr’ft thou blocke? 

The Muficke there : I pray you giue her ay re : 

Gentlemen, this Queenewill liue. 

Nature awakes a warmth breath out ofher; 

She hath not been entranc’ft aboue fiue howers t 
See how fhe ginnes to bio w into lifes flower againe. 

/ Xjent. The Heauens, through you,encreafe our wonder. 
And fets vp your fame for euer. 

Cer. She is aliue,behold her ey -lids. 

Cafes to thofc heauenly iewels which Pericles hath loft 
Begin to part their fringes of bright gold. 

The Diamonds ofa moft prayfed water doth appeare. 

To make the world twife rich, liue, and make vs weepe; 
i o heare your fate/aire creature, rare as you feeme to bee. 

SheewtHes. 

Thai. O deare Diana, where am I ? where’s my Lord? 

What 




The Phy of 



What world is this? 

2 . Gent. Ts not this drauge? t.Cjct.t. Mod rare. 

Ceri. Hud) (my gentle neighbours) lend me your hands, 
To the next Chamber beare her : getlinnen: 

Now this matter mud be lookt to for her relap fc 
Is mortall : come, come •, and SJceUpius guide vs. 

T hey carry her away, 8 xeutn omnes. 

Enter Pericles, yltharfus.xvith Cleon and D tout fa. 

Per. Mcrft honor'd Cleon, l mad needs be gone,tny twelue 
months arc expir’d, andTyrwdandes in alitigious peace: 
You and your Lady take from my heart all thankfulnefle, 
The Gods make vp the red vpon you. 

Cie. Your (Lakes offortune, though they hant youmor- 
Yct glaunce full wondringly on vs. (tally 

‘D/.O your fvveet Quccne / that the drift fates had pleafd, 
you had brought her hither to haue bled mine eies with her. 

Ter. Wc cannot but obey the powers aboue vsj 
Could I rage and rore as doth the fea die lies in, 

Y et the end mud be as tis : my gentle babe Marina , 

W horn, for die was borne at fea,I haue named fo. 

Here I charge your charitie withall; leauing her 
T he infant of your care,befeeching you to giue her 
Princely training, that die may be nrancre’d as die is borne. 

Cle. Feare not(my Lord)but thinke your Grace, 
THatfedmyCountriewith your Cornej for which, 

The peoples prayers dill fall vpon you, mud in your child 
Be though t on, if negleftion Ihould therein make me vile, 
The common body Tby you relieu’d, 

Would force me to my duety : but if to that, 

My nature ncede a fpurre,the Gods reuenge it 
V pon me and mine, to the end of generation. 

Per. I beleeue you, your honour and .your goodnes, 
Teach me too’t without your vowes, till die bemaried, 
Madame, by bright Dtanapwhom we honour, 

All vnfiderd (hail this heyreofmineremayne, 

Though I /hew will in’t $ fo I take my leaue : 

Good Madame, make me bleflcd in your care 
In bringing vp my Child. Q tr ' ^ 



Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

Dion. I haue one myfclfe,who /hall not be more deefe 
to my refpeft then yours, my Lord# 

Peri. Madam, my thanks and prayers. 

Cler. Wccl bring your Grace ene to the edge ath /hore, 
then giue you vp to the mask'd Neptune, and the gentled 
winds of heauen. 

Peri. I will imbrace your offer, come deered Madame, 
O notcares.£ieA#>'/Wa,noteares,looke to your litle Midris, 
on whofc grace you may depend hereafter : come my 
Lord. 

Enter Cerimon,and Tharfa. 

, Cer. Madam, this Letter, and fomc certaine levels, 

Lay with you in your Coffer, which arc at your command : 
Know you the Char eftcr? 

Thar. It is my Lords, thatlwaslhiptatfealwell remem- 
ber, euen on my learning time, but whether there dcliue- 
rcd,by the holie gods I cannot rightly fay : but fincc King 
Pericles my wedded Lord, I nerc (hall fee againe, a vadall 
Jiuerie will I take me to,and ncuer morchauc ioy. 

Cler. Madam, if thisyoupurpo/eas ye /peake, 

Dianaes Temple is not diftantfarre. 

Where you may abide till your date expire, 

Moreouer lfyou plealc a Neecc of mine. 

Shall there attend you# 

Thin. My recompencc is thanks, thats all, 

Yetmygood will is great, though the gift fnaall# Exit. 

Enter (Sower. 

Imagine Pericles xTriude xtTyre, 

Welcomd and/etledto his owne defire: 

His wofull Queene we leaue at Ephefeu, 

Vnto Diana ther’s a Votarifle# 

t. F 



New 





ya/a^H/sp. 




Pericles Prince of Eyre. 

Now to Marina bend your mind. 

Whom our fa it growing fceilemuft findc 
At T'hayJits,And by Glenn fraind 

In Muiicks letters, who hath gaind 
Of education all the grace. 

Which makes hie both the art and place 
Ofgenerall wonder : but alacke 
That monitor Enuie oft the wrackc 
Of earned praile, Marinas life 
Seckc to take ofFby treafons knife, 

And in this kinde, our Cleon hath 
One daughter and a full growne wench, 

Euen right for marriage light : this Maid 

Hight Pbiloten : and it is laid 
For certainc in our lloric, (hee 
Would euer with Marina bee. 

Beet when they weaude thefleded hike, 

With fingers long, fmall,white as milke, 

Or when (he would with (harpe needle wound, 

The Cambrickc which fhe made more found 
By hurting it or when too'th Lute 
She fung, and made the night bed mute. 

That ftill records with m one, or when 
She would with rich and con (fan t pen, 

Vaile to her Miffreife Dian (till. 

This Phyloten contends in skill 

With abfolute Marwa : (o 

The Doueof Paphos might with the crow 

Vie feathers white, Manna gets 

All pray/cs, which are paid as debts. 

And not as g.uen, thisfo darkes 
Jn Phyloten M graceful! markes. 

That Cleons wife with Enuie rare, 

A prelent murderer docs prepare 
For good Marina,thzt her daughter 

Migfr 
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... ftricles Prince ef Tyre. 

Might (land pecrldfc by this flaughtcr. 

The fooner her vile thought* to fteudj 
Lte honda our nurle is dead. 

And curfed Dtomza hath 

The pregnant inftrument of wrath. 

Prcft for this blow, the vnbome cucnt, 

I doe commend to your content, 

Onely I carried winged Time, 

Poll one the lame feete of my rime. 

Which neuer could I fo conucy, 
ynlellcyour thoughts went on my way, 

Z>iont*M docs appeare, 

With Leomneii murtherer. Exit, 

Enter Tfiottixa, with Leonine, 

Dion. Thy oath remember, thou haft Iworneto doo't, 
tis but a biowc which neuer fball bee knowne , thou 
canft not doe a thing in the worlde lo foone to ycclde 
thee fomucli profre : let not confcience which is but 
cold, in flaming, thyloue bolbme,’cnfiame too nicelie, 
nor let pittie which cuen women hauc call off, melt thee, 
but be a (ouldicr to thy purpole# 

Leon, I wiiJ dco f,bur yet flic is a goodly creature. 

Dion, The fitter then the Gods ihould haue her# 

Here flic comes weeping for her onely Miftrcilc death, 
Thou art refolude# 

Leon. I am refolude. 



Enter JlfaritjA with a B.isfyft of flower f, 

Mari. No : I will rob Telly s of her wcede to rtrowe 
thy green c with Flowers, the yeIlowes,blewes, the purple 
Violets, and Mangolds, (hall as a Carpet hang vpon thy 
graue, while Sommer dayes doth laft: Aye me poore maid, 

f 1 borne 





Pericles Prince of Tyre* 

borne in a temped, when my mother dide, this world to nie 
is a lading ft ormc, whirring me from nsy friends. 

Dion. Hownow Marina, why doeyow keep alone? 

How chaunce my daughter is not with you? 

Doe notconfumeyour bloul with forrowing, 

Haue you a nurfe of me ? Lord howyour fauours 
Changd with this vnprofitable woC: 

Comegiue meyour flowers, ere the lea marre it, 

Walke with Leonine, the ayre is quicke there, 

And it perccs and iharpens the ftomacke, 

Come Leonine take her by the armc, walke with her. 

Mari. No I pray you,Ilc not bereaueyou of yourferuat. 

Dion, Come, come, I louethe king your father, and your 
fclfe,with more then forraine heart, wee cuery day expect 
himhere,whenhefhallcomcand find our Paragon to all 
reports thus blafted, 

He will repent the breadth of his great voyage, blame both 
my Lord and me, that we haue taken no care to your bell 
courfcs,go I pray you, walke and be chearfull onccTagaine, 
referue that excellent complexion , which did ftea'le the 
eyes of yong and old. Care not for me, I can gt e home a- 
lone. 

Mari, WelI,IwiIIgoe,butyetIhauc nodefiretooit. 

Dion* Come, come, I know tis good for you, walke halfc 
an hourc Leonine, it the lea ft, remember what I haue fed. 

Leon, I warrant you Madam. 

Dion, lie leaueyoumyfwectc Ladic, fora while, pray 
walke foftly, doe not hcate your bloud, what, I mull naue 
careofyou. 

Man. My thanks fwcctc Madamc,Is this wind Wefterlie 
that blowes ? 

Leon. Southweft. 

Mari, When I was borne the wind was North. 

Leon. Waftfo? 

Man, My father, as nutfe fes, did ncucr feare, butcrycd 
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Pefic/es prince of Tyre, 

good fea-meRrto the Saylers, galling his kingly hands ha- 
ling ropes, andclafpingto the Mart, endured a fea that al- 
nioft burft the decke. 

Leon. When was this? 

Mari. When I was borne, neuerwas waues nor winde 
more violent, and from the ladder tackle, wafhes otfacan- 
uas clymer,ha fes one, woltout ?and with a dropping in- 
duftrie they skip from fterne to fterne , the Boatfwaine 
whiffles, and theMaiftercalles and trebles their confulion , 
Leon, Come fay your prayers? 

Mari. What meane you ? 

Leon, ifyou require a littlc fpacc for praicr, I graunt it, 
pray, but bee not tedious, fortheGods are quicke of care, 
and I am fworne to do my workc with halle. 

Mart. Why will you kill me? 

Leon. Tofitisfie my Ladle. 

Mari. Why would fhee haue meekild now? as lean re- 
member by my troth, I neuer did her hurt in alfmy life , I 
neucrfpakc bad worde, nordid ill turnetoanieliuing crea- 
ture : Beleeue me law, I neuer killd a Moufe, nor hurt a Fly; 

I trodevpon a wormeagainft my will, but I wept fort.How 
haue I offended, wherein my death might yeeld her anie 
profit, or my life imply her any danger? 

Leon, My Commiflion is not to rcafon of thedecd,but 
doo*t. 

Mari, You will not doo't for all the world I hope: you 
are well fauoured, and your lookes forelhew you haue a 
gentle heart, I faw you latclie when you caught hurt in par- 
ting two that foughtrgood footh it flicwdc well in you, do 
fo now, your Ladiefetkes my lifeComc,you betweene,and 
fine poore mce the weaker. 

Leon. I am fworne and will difpatch. Enter Pirats. 

Pirat, 1 , Holdvillaine. 
pira,t, A prize, a prize. 

Pirat,}. Halfe part mates, halfe part. Come lets haue 

F } her 










f - 

Pericles Prince eftjrcj. 

her aboord fodainly. 



Exit. 




Enter Lt mint. 

tern. Theft rogueing thceucs feruc the great Pmt» 
Valdes, and they haue ftizd Marina, lethcrgoejth'cr^ no 
hope (lice will rcturne, Iicfwcarc (hees dead, and thrownc 
into the Sea , but ilc ftc further : perhappes they will but 
plcaft thcmfducs vpon her , not carnc her aboord , ifthce 
remaine 

Whome they haue rauiflit, muft by mcc be flaine. 

Exit. 

I Enter the three Bawdet. 

Pander. Boult, 

Boult. Sir. 

Pandt r. Searche the market narrowely , t Mettelynt is 
full of gallants, wee loft too much much money this mart 
by beeing too wenchlclft. 

Band. Wee were ncuer (o much out of Creatures , we 
h;.ue but poore three, and they can doe no more then they 
can doe, and they with continual! a<ftion,arc euen as good 
as rotten* 

Pander. Therefore lets haucfrdli ones what ere wee pay 
for them, if there bee not a confidence to be vfde in eueric 
trade, wee (hall ncuer profper, 

hared. Thou (ay ft true, tisnot our bringingvpofpoorc 
baftards,as I thinkc,I haue brought vp fbineclcuen, 

Boult. I to eleuen, and brought them downe againe, 
but (liall Iftarchc the market? 

Bawde. What elft man ? the ftirtfe we haue , a ftrong 
windcwillblowc it topceces, they are fopitrifully foduen. 

Parti 
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Pander. ,Thou fayeft true, tilers two vnwholefomc a 
confcicncc , the poore Tranftlaman is dead that laye with ' 
the little baggadge. 

Boult. I, (lice quickly poupthim,(hc made him roaft- 
meatc for wormes , but He goe ftarchc the market. 

Exit. 

Pand. Three or fourc thoufande Checkins were as 
prettic a proportion to liuc quietly, and Co giuc ouer. 

Bawd. Why, to giue ouer I pray you? Is it a lhame to 
get when wee are oldc ? 

Pand. Oh our crcdite comes not in like the commo- 
ditic , nor the commoditie wages not with the daungcr : 
therefore if in our /ouches we could picke vp (bmc prettic 
eftate, t’wcrc notamiftc to kcepcour doore hatch’t, belides 
the fore tcarmes we ftand vpon with the gods, wilbe ftrong 
with vs for giuing ore. 

Bawd. Come other forts offend as well as wee. 

Pand. As well as wee, I, and better too , wee offende 
worfe, neither is our profeftion any trade , It’s no calling, 
but hecrc comes Boult. 

Enter Boult with the Pirates and tJWarina, 

Boult. Comcyourwaycsmymaifter$,you(aylhee’s a 
virgin. 

Sajler. O Sir, wee doubt it not. 

Boult. Mafter,I haue gone through for this peecc you 
fte, if you like her fo, if not I haue loft my earned* 

Bawd. Boult, has fliee anie qualities ? 

Boult. Shce has a good face, fpe akes well , and has ex- 
cellent good cloathes : thercs no farther necellitie of qua- 
lities can make her be refuz’d. 

Bawd. What’s herprice Boult } 



Boult. 




cM 

Pericles Prince of'T jre. 

Boult, I cannot be bated one doitofathoufandpeeces. 

Pand, Well, follow me my maiftcrs,you fhall haue your 
money prefenly, wife take her in,inftrud her what fhe has 
to doc, that (he may not be rawe i n her entertainment. 

Band, Boult , take yon the markes of her , the colour of 
her haire, complexion, height, her age, with warrantof her 
virginitie,and crie ; Hc that wil giue mold dial haue her firft, 
fuen a maydenhead were no cheape thing, if men were as 
t hey haue beenerget this done as I command you. 

Boult. Performance (hall follow'. Exit, 

May, Alackc that Leonine was fo flackc,fo flow, he (hould 
haue ftrookc, not fpoke,orthatthcfe Pirates, not enough 
barbarous,hadnotorcboordthrowneme,for to feekemy 
mother. 

Bawd. Why lament you prctticonc? 

Mar, That I am prettie. 

Bawd. Come, the Gods haue done their part in you. 

Mar, laccufethemnot. 

Bawd* Y ou are light into my hands,where you are like 
coliue. 

Mar, The more my fault, to feape his handes, where I 
was to die. 

Bawd. I, and yon (hall liue in pealure. 

Mar. No. 

Bawd. Yes indeed (hall you, and tafte Gentlemen of all 
fafhions,you lhall fate well, you (hall haue the difference of 
all complex ions, what doe you flop your cares f 

Mar. Are you a woman ? 

Bawd, What would you haue meebe,andl bee not a 
woman l 

Mar, An honeft woman, or not a woman. 

Bawd. Marie whip the Goileling , I thinkc I (hall haue 
fomethingto doc with you, come your a young fooliln 
fapling,and muft be bowed as I would haue you. 

Mar. The Gods defend me. , 

Stead. 
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Baud. Ifitpleafc the Gods to defend you by men, then 
men mull comfort you,men muft feed you , men (hr you 
vp : Boults returnd. Now fir , haft thou cride her through 
the Market? 

Boult, I haue cryde her almoft to the number of her 
haircs,I haue drawne her picture with my voice. 

Baud. And I prcthcc tell me,howdoft thou find the in- 
clination ofthc people, clpecially of the yonger fort? 

Boult * Faith they liftened to mee, as they would haue 
harkened to their fathers teftament, there was a Spaniards 
mouth watred^nd he went to bedtoherveric defeription. 

Baud. Wc (hall haue him here to morrow with his beft 
ruffeon. 

Boult. To night, to night, but Miftreife doc you knowc 
the French knight, that cowrcs cthc hams ? 

Baud, Who, Mounpeur Verdins ? 

Boult. I, he, he offered’ to cut a caper at the proclama- 
tion, buthe madeagroaneat it, and fwore he would fee her 
to morrow. 

Baud. Well, well^s for him, hee brought his difeafehi- 
ther,here he does but repaire it, I knowc hee will conic in 
ourlbadowjtofcattcrhis crownesin theSunne. 

Boult , Well, if we had of euerie Nation a traucller,wce • 
fliould lodge them with this figne. 

Baud, Pray you come hither a while , you haue 
Fortunes comming vppon you , marke mee, you muft 
feemeto doe that rearefully, which you commit willing- 
ly, defpifeprofite, where you haue moftgaine, toweepe 
thatyouliueasyee doe, makes pittic in your Louers fel- 
dome, but that pittie begets you a good opinion, and that 
opinion a meere profitc. 

Mari . I vn der ftand you not. 

Boult. Otakeherhome Miftrelle, take her home, thefe 
biufhes of hers muft bee quencht with fome prelent 
pradife. 

G 7 



Mart. 




T - 

7 wicks Prince of Tyre. 

Men. Thou flryeft true yfaith, fo they mud, for your 
Bnde.goes to that with fhame, which is her way to goe with 
warrant, ° 

Boult. Faithiornc doe.andfome doenotjbutMiftrdre 

if I haue bargaind for the ioynt. 

Baud. Thou maid cut a morfell off the fpit, 

Boy.lt. I id ay fo. 

Baud. Who fhould denie it ? 

Come young one, I like the manner of your garments 
well. 

Boult. I by my faith, they fliallnot be changd yet. 
Baud. 2?o«/r,fpend thou that in the towne.- report what 
a foiournerwe haue, youlc loofc nothing by c'udomc. 
When Nature framde this peece, (lice meant thee a good 
turne, therefore lay what a pirragon (he is , and thou hall 
the harueft out ofthinc owne report. 

Boult. I warrant you Midrclle, thunder fliall not foa- 
wake the beds of Eeles.as my gitring out her beautie ftirs 
vp the lewdly enclincd,Ile bring home lome to night. 
Baud. Come your wayes, follow me. 

Alan. Iffires be hote, kniues (harpe, or waters deepe, 
Vntide I Hill my virgin knot will keepc. 

Dima ayde my purpole. 

Baud. What haue we to doe with Diana , pray you will 
yougoe with vsl 

Exit . 



Enter Cleon, and Dioniza. 

Dion « Why ere you foolifh,can it be vhdone? 
Cleon. O Dionizaf ucha peece of daughter. 
The Sunneand Moone nere lookt vpon, 

Dion. I thinke youle turne achidle agen* 

C/o 
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Cleon. Were I chicfeLord ofall this fpacious world, Me 
giue it to vndo the decde.O Ladle much lelfe in bloud then 
vertue,yet a Princes to eguall any (ingle Crownc ath earth- 
ith Iullice of compare, O villaine, Leonine' whom thou halt 
poifhed too if theu hadft drunke to him tad beenc a 
kindneire becomming well thy face, what cand thou fay 
when noble Pericles (hall deraaund Iris child: 1 

Dion. That Ihee is dead, Nurfes are nor the fates to fo- 
Her it, not cucr to preferuc^ie dide at night, He fay fo, who 
can erode itVnleileyou play the impious Innocent, and 
for an honed attribute , crie out fhee dyde by foule 
play. 

Cle. O goe too, well, well, of al I the faults beneath the 
hcaucn$,tl;c Gods doe like this word. 

Dior. Be one of thole that thinkes the petite wrens of 
Tharfm willflte hcnce^nd open this to -Pmcles, l do lhame 
to thinke ofwhata noble draine you are*, and ofhow co- 
' ward a Ipirit, 

Cle. Tofuch proceeding who euer but his approba- 
tion added, though not his prince confent, he did not flow 
from honourable courles. 

Dion. Be it fo then, yet none does knowe but you 
how lh.ee came dead, nornone can knowe Leonine being 
gone. Sheedid difdainemychilde,and floode betweenc 
her and her fortunes : none wouldc iooke on her, bur 
cad their gazes on Marianas face , whiled rurs was Mur- 
ted at, and heldca Mawkin not worth the time of day. 

It pier ft me thorow,and though you call my courfe vn- 
naturall , you not younchilde well loujng, vet I findc it 
greets meeasan enterprizeof kindneire performd to your 
foie daughter. 

Cle. Heartens forgiue it. 

Tion. And as for Pcrules , what fhould hee lay, we wept 
aitcr her h:arfe,&yet wc mourne,her monument is aimed 
fnidhed>&her epitaphs iiiglittringgoldecharafttrscxpres 

G s a gene- 
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Pericles Prince of ryt. 

& gcnerrall pruyfe to her, and care in vs at whofe expeno* 
tisdone. - ^ ce 

Cle. Thou art like the Harpie, 

Which to betray, doeft with thine Angcils face ceaze with 
thine Eagles talents* 

Dion. Y ere like one that fuperfticioufly, 
Doefwearetoo’th Gods, that Winter kills 
The Fliies,but yeti know, youle 
doe as I aduiie. 

Gwer. Thus time we wade, &Iong leagues make (W 
Sailc teas in Cocklcs,hauc and wi(h but fort. 

Making to take our imagination. 

From bourne to bourne, region to region. 

By you being pardoned we commit no crime. 

To vfe one language, in each feucrall clime. 

Where out feeanes feemes toliue, 

I doe bdecch you 

To learne of me who (land with gappes 
To teach you. 

The ftages of our ftorie P tricks 

Is now againe thwarting thy wayward Teas, 

Attended on by many a Lord and Knight, 

To fee his daughter all his liues delight* 

0\&Hclicanus goes along behind. 

Is left to goueme it,you beare in mind* 

Old Efccnes, whom Hellicanus late 
Aduancdcin timeto great and hiceftatc. 

Wellfayling (hips, and bounteous winds 
Hauc brought 

This king to 7"A4r/w,thinkc this Pilatthought 
So with his fterage,(ha 11 your thoughts gronc 
To fetch his daughter homc,whofirft is gone 
Like moats and ihadowes,fec them 
Moueawhile, 

Your cares vnto your eyes lie reconcile. 

Enter 
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Enter P ertcles at cue doer e, with all hie trayne , Cleon ana D sc- 
vizd at the other . Cleon ft> tyres Pericles the ttmbe 5 whereat Pe- 
ricles .makes lament at ton 3 puts $» facke-cloth, and in a mighty 
pajfton departs # * 

Gonr. Scehowbeleefcmayfufferbyfowlcfhowe, 
This borrowed paffion Hands for true olde woe : 

-And Pericles in forrowe all deuour'd, 

With fighes fhot through, and biggefttearcs ore-fliowr'd. 
Leaucs ^^^sandaga/neirribarGues^heefweares 
Neuer to wafh his face,nor cuthishayres : 

Hee put on fack-cJoth, and to Sea he beares, 

A Tempeft which his mortal! vdfeil teares. 

And yet hec rydes k out, Nowe pleafeyou wit: 

The Epitaph is for Marina writ, by wicked Dioni^a, 

The fair eft 3 fweeteft y and heft lyes heere , 

Who withered in her firing of ye ere : 

She was of Tyrsts the Kings daughter, 

Onwhomfowle death hath made this faughter. 

Marinawas /bee call'd, and at her hyrth, 

Thetis being frorcd,fvs>alloned fame fart a th' earth : 
t faring to be ore-flowed. 

Hath Thetis byrth-chslde ontheheauens beflowed* 
xs e f e t ore fa d° es tndjweares Jheele neuer flint, 
yyfakgr aging Battery vpon/beres of flint, 

Ino vizor docs become olacke villanic. 

So well as loft and tender flattcric : 

Let belccuc his daughter s dead. 

And beare his courfes to be ordered ; 

By Lad y Fortune, while our Stcarcmuft play, 
his daughters woe and hcauic welladay. 
f «« vnholic fcruice : Patience then. 

And thmkcyou now are all in Mitte/in , 

_ R 
Enter two (gentlemen, 

i.Ceitt, Didyoucuerhcarc the like? 



Coyer* 



/A * - 




Pericles Prince of\ TyreS* 

t.Gent. No, nor ncuer fliall doe in fuch a placets this, 
fbeebeeing once gone. 

i. But to hauc diuinitie preach’t there , did you euer 
dreameof fuch a thing? 

2. No, no, come, I am for no more bawdie houfes, (lulls 
goe heare the V edalls fing ? 

x. lie doe any thing now that is vertuous, but I am out 
of the road of rutting for euer. Exit* 

Enter Bawdes 

Pam* Well, I bad rather then twice theworthofher 
ihec had nerc come beere* 

Bawd '* Fye, fye, vpon her, (bee's able to freze the god 
Priapti. f, and vndoc a whole generation, we muff either get 
her rauifbed, or be rid of her, when (lie fhould doe for Cly- 
ents her fitment , and doc mee the kindeneile of ourpro- 
fe(fion,(liee has me her quirks, her reafons, her matter rca- 
fons,her prayers, her knees, that (bee would make a Pari - 
tair.e of thcdiuell, if hcelbould cheapen a kiiTeof her. 

Boult. Faith I muff rauilh her, orfliee'le disfurnifh vs 
of all our Caualereea, and make our fwearers prieds. 

P cine* Now the poxe vpon her greene fickncs for mee. 

Bawd. Faith ther’s noway to be ridde on’t but by the 
way to the pox. Here comes the Lord Lyjimachus difguifed. 

Boult* Wee fhould haue both Lorcie and Lowne, if the 
peeuilb baggadge would but giuc way to cuftomers. 

Enter Lyp.machus,. / 

Ljfim. How now, how a douzen of virginities ? 

Bawd. Now the Gods to blejfe your Honour. 

Boult. I am glad to fee your Honour m good health. 

Li. You may, fot’is thebetterforyou thatvourre- 
(brters (land vpon found legges , how now? wholfome ini- 
quitie hauc you , that a man may deale withall , anddefic 
theSurgion? 

Bawd. Wee haue hecre one Sir , if (bee would, but 

there 
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there neuer came her like in A dateline. (fay. 

Li. If fhee'd doe the deeJes of darknes thomvouldft 

Bawd. Your Honor knows what t’is to fay wel enough. 

Li. Well, call forth, call forth. 

Boult. For flediand bloud Sir, white and red, you (ball 
fee a rofe,and (lie were a rofe indeed, if Ihce had but. 

Li. What prithi ? 

Boult. O Sir, I can be moded. 

Li. That dignities the renowne of aBawde, nolelfc 
then it giues a good report to a number to be chade. 

Bawd. Heerc conies that which growes to the ftalke, 
Neucr plu.ckt yet I can allure you. 

Is (lice not a faire creature? 

Ly . Faith (bee would ferue after a long voyagc atSea> 
Well theres for you, leaue vs. 

Bawd, I befeecheyour Honor giuc me leaue a word, 
And He haue done prcfcntly. 

Li. I befeechyoudoe. 

Bawd. Fird, I would haue you note, this is an Hono- 
rable man. ^ (note him- 

Mar. I defire to Snde himfo , that I may worthilie 

Bawd. Next hees the Gouernor of this countrcy, and 
a. man whom I am bound too. 

Ma* If he gouerne the countrey you are bound to him 
indeed, but how honorable hee is in that, I knowenot. 

Bawd. Pray you without anie morevirginall fencing, 
will you vfe him kindly? he will lyne your apron with gold. 

Ma* What hce will doc gratioufly , I will thankfully 
recciue. 

Li. Ha you done ? 

Bawd. My Lord dices not pac’de yet, you mud take 
fome paines to worke her to your mannage, come wee will : 
leaue his Honor, and her together, goe thy way es. (trade ? 

Li. Now prittie one, how long haue you becne at this 

Ma. What trade Sir? 



Li. Why- 






Per teles PrmrttfTyrtJ. 

Li » Why, I cannot name but I (hall offend, (name i< 
Ma. I cannot be offended with my trade , pleafeyou to 

Li» How long haue you bene ofthisprofeftion ? 

Ma. Ere fince I can remember. 

Li. Did you goc too’t fo young, were you a gamefter 
at flue, or atfeuen? 

Ma. Earlyer too Sir, if now I bee one. 

Lj. Why ? the houfc you dwell in proclaimed you to 
be a Creature of fale. 

Ma. Doc you knowe this houle to be a place of fuch 
refort, and will come intoo’t? I heare fay you're of honou- 
rable parts, and are the Gouernour of this place. 

Li. Why, hath your principall made knownc vnto 
you who lam? 

Ma. Who is my principall ? 

Li. Why, your hearbe-woman , (he that fets feeds and 
rootes of (hame and iniquitie. 

O you haue heard fomething of my power, and fo 
ftand aloft for morelcrious wooing, butlproteft to thee 
prettieone, my authoriticlhall notice thec,orcIlelooke 
friendly vpon thee, come bring me to Ibmcpriuateplacc : 
Come , come. 

Ma. If you were borne to honour, (hew it now, if put 
vpon you, make the iudgement good , that thought you 
worthieof it. 

Li. How’s this ? how's this ? fomemore , be (age. 

Mar. For tne that am a maide,though moftvngentle 
Fortune haue plac't mce in this Stic , where fince I came, 
difeafes haue beene folde deerer then Phificke, that the 
gods would fet me free from this vnhalowed place, though 
they did chaungc nice to the meaneft byrd that flyes i'th 
purer ayre. 

Li. I did not thinkethou couldfthauefpoke fo well, 
neredremp’t thou collid'd , had I brought hither a cor- 
rupted minde, thy Ipeeche had altered it , holde,heeres 

golde, 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE PerideS (STC 22334) LONDON, l60< 



Pericles Prince oft yres, 

golde for thee, perfeuer in that cleare way thou goed an‘d 
the gods drengthen thee. 

CMa. The good Gods preferue you. 

Lit For me beycuthoughten, that I eaine with no ill 
intent, for to me the very dores and windows fauor vilely, 
Fare thee well, thou art a peece ot vertue,& I doubt not bi t 
thy training hath bene noble, hold, heeres more golde For 
thee, a curie vpon him, die.be like a theefe that robs thee oF 
thy goodncs.iFthou doeft heare from me it fhalbe for thy 
good. 

Boult. I beleeche your Honor one peece For me* 

Li % Auaunt thou damned dore-keeper ,your houfe but 
For this virgin that doeth prop it, would Fincke andouer- 
whelmeyou. Away. 

Boult . How's this? wee mud take another courfc with 
you ? if your peeuilb chaftitie, which is not worth a breake- 
fad in the cheapeft countrc-y vnder the coap, lhall vndoe a 
whole hou(hold,let me be gelded like a fpanicl,come your 

CMa. Whither would you haue mee i (wayes. 

Boult , I mud haue your may Jen-head taken off, or the 
comon hag-man dial execute it, come your way,weele haue 
no more Gentlemen driuen away, come your wayes I fay. 

Enter Bawdes. 

Bawd. How now, whats the matter ? 

Boult. Worfeand work midris, fhee has heere fpoken 
holie words to the Lord Qfimachw. 

Bawd. O abhominable. 

Boult . He makes our pi ofedion as it were to dincke a- 
fore the Face of the gods. 

Bawd. Marie hang her vpforcuer. 

Boult. The Noble man would haue dealtwith her like 
a Noble man, and (bee (ent him away as coideas a Snowe- 
bali, faying his prayers too. 

Bawd. Boult take her awav,vfe her at thy pleafure, crack 
theglalTe other virginitie, and make the red maliable. 

H Boult. 
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Boult. And if Ihee were a thornycr pccce of ground 
then fhec is, fhec (hall be plowed. 

Ma, Harke, harkeyou Gods, 

Bawd. She coniures, away with her, would fhe had ne- 
uer come within my doores,Marrie hang you:lhees borne 
to vndoe vs, will you not goe the way of'wemen-kinde ? 
Marry come vp my dilh of chaditie with rofemary & bales. 

Boult. Come midris,comc your way with mee. 

Ma. Whither wilt thouhaue mee? 

Boult. To take from you the Iewel 1 you hold Co deerc. 

Ma, Prithee tellmee one thing firft. 

Boult. Come now your one thing. 

Ma. What canft thou wilh thine enemie to be. 

Boult. Why, I could wilh him to bee my mailer , or ra- 
ther my midris. 

Ma. Neither of thele are fo bad as thou art,fincc they 
doe better thee in their command, thou hold'll a place for 
which the painedfl feende of hell would nor in reputation 
change : Thou art the damned doore-keeper to eucry cu- 
llerell that comesenquiring for his Tib. To the cbolerike 
filling of eucry rogue, thy eare isIyable, thyfoode isfuch 
as hath beene belch' t on by infedted lungs. 

Bo. W hat wold you hauc me do?go to the wars, wold you? 
wher a man may ferue 7 .yeers for the Ioffe of a leg,& hauc 
not money enough in the end to buy him a woodden one? 

Ma, Doe airy thing but this thou doefl,cmptie olde re- 
ceptacles, or comnion-lhores of filthe, ferue by indenture, 
to the common hang-man, anieof thele wayes are yet 
better then this: for what thou profelfed, a Baboone could 
hefpeak,w’ould owne a name too dcere,that the gods wold 
fafelydeliuer me from this place: here,heers gold for thee, 
if that thy mailer would gaine by me,proclaimc that I can 
fing,wcaue,fow,& dance, with other vertues,which Uekecp 
from boa ft, and will vndertake all thefe to teache. I doubt 
not but this populous Citcic will yeelde maniefchollers. 

Boult, 



wSM 
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Pericles Prince ef Tyres. 

Bouts. But can you teache all this you fpeake ofr 

Ma. Proouc that I cannot , take mee home againe, 
And prollitutc mecto the bafcfl groome that doeth fre- 
quent your houfe. 

Boult . Wcl i I wil 1 fee what I can doe for thee : if I can 
place thee 1 will. 

Ma. But amongd honed woman. 

Boult. Faith my acquaintance lies little amongd them, 
Butfinccmy mailer and midris hath boughtyou, chores 
no going butby their confcnt : therefore I will makethem 
acquainted with your purpofe,and I doubt not but I lliall 
findethem tradable enough. Come, lie doe for rheewhat 
I can, come your wayes. Exeunt. 



Enter Gower. 

Marina thus the Brothell lea pcs, and chaunccs 
Into an Hone ft -houfe our Storic (ayes : 

Shec fings like one immortall,and fhcc dauncc* 

As Goddeire-like to her admired laves. (fes, 

Deepe clcarks (lie dumb's, and with her neelc cempo- 
Naturcs ownc fliape, of budde,bird,branche, or berry. 
That cuen her art fiders the naturall Rofcs 
Her Inckle,Silke Twine, withtherubied Chcrrie, 
Thatpuples lackes die none of noble race, 

Who powrc their bountie on her : and her gaine 
Shegiues the curfed Bawd , here wee her place. 

And to h ir F ather turnc our thoughts againe, ! 

Where wee left him on the Sea , wee there him led, 
Where driuen before the windcs,hee isarriu'de 
Hcere where his daughter dwels, and on th is coad, 
Suppoiehimnowat Anchor: the Citic ilriu'dc 
God Nef tunes Annmll fead to keepe,from whence 
Lyjimachui our Tyrian Shippe efpies , 

His banners Sable, trim'd with rich cxpence, 

H 2 And 
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P cricks Prince of Tyres. 

And to hi m i n h : s Barge with former byes, 

In your flip poling one c more put your iigl t, 

Or beany Peaclcs, thinkc this his Barke : 

Where what ;s done in action, more if might 
Siulbe difcoiuru, pleafe you lit and harke# Exit. 

Enter Helicanm, to him 2. Saylers. 
i. Say Where is Lord He Uranus l hee can refolue you, 
O here he is Sir, there is a barge put off from MetAme. and 
in it is LyHmacbu the Gouernour , who craues to come a- 
boord, what is your will l 

Hetty That hee haile his, call vp fome Gentlemen. 

2* Sny* Ho Gentlemen, my Lord calls. 

Enter nvo or three Gentlemen. 

' i. Gem. Coethyour Lordfhip c..U l 

Pi'll - . Gentlemen there is fome of worth would come 
aheord , I pray greet him fa i rely. 

■Enter Lifnn^chtn . 

this is the roan that can inoughtyou would 

refolue you. 

'LyfL Hayle rcuerent S : \ r, the Godsprefcrue you. 
Hell. And you to out-hue the age I a-m , and die as I 
. would doe. 

Li . You wifli mee well, heeing on (hare, honoring of 
Nepttfr.es triumphs , feeing this goodly veilcll ride before 
vs, I made to it, uaknowc of whence you are* 

Hell. Firft what is vour place? 

Ly. I am the Gouernour of this place you lie before.. 
Hell. Syr our vefteli is of Tyre , in >t the King , a man, 
who for this three moneths hath not fpoken to anie one, 
nor taken ftiilcnance, but to prorogue his griefe. 

L\ V pon what ground i * his diffcinpcrature ? 

Hell Twould he too tedious to repeat, but the rrraync 
griefelprings frothclofteof a bcloued daughter & a wife, 
Li. May wee not ice him ? 

Hell 
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Verities Prir cc o> Tyre. 

Heii You may, hut bootlelle, Is your fight, hee will not 
fpcike to any, yet let me obtainc my wifi , " 

Behold him, this was a goodly perfom 
Ltei ♦ 1 ill the differ that one mortal! wight droue him 
this# 



Lyf.' Sir King all haile, the Gods preftrue you, haile 
ivaH-flr. 



i;di. It is in vaine,hewilInot fpeakctoyou. 

L'fL Sirwehaueamaid in A'lctilwe > I tiurft wager would 
win fome words ofhimu 



Ly 4 i is well bethought, fhe queftionlefie with her fweet 
harmonic, and other chofen attractions, would allure and 
make a hattrie through his defend parts, which now are 
midway ftopr,fhce is all happic as the faired of ail, and her 
refow 111a ides, nowvpon the leauie flicker thatabutts a- 
gainfl the I Hands fide. 

Hel/.Swc aii cfrectlelTc, yet nothing wecle emit that 
bearcs recoueries name. But li nee your kitidnellc weeliaue 
ftretcht thus farre, let vs bcfeech you, that for our golde 
we may prouilion haue , wherein we arc not deftituce for 
want,butwearicforthe jffalenetle* 

Ly/. O fir, acurtefie, which if weihould denicjthe mod’ 
ufflGodforeuery graffe would fend a Caterpillar, and fo 
li riict our Prouince : yet once more let mee intreate to 
knoweat large the catife ofyourkmesforrow. 

H°/L Sit fir, I will recount it to you , but fee I am nre~ 
uen ted. ' r 

Ly/. OheerstheLadicthat l fern for. 

Welcome faire one,ift not agoodly prefent ? 

PlelL Sheets a gallant Lad ie. 

"Lyf. Shees fuen a one, that were I well a iTiircfc 
Came ofa gentle kinde, and noble ftocke,I do wfth 4 
No better choife,and thinkeme rarely towed, 

Faire on all goodnetfe that con lifts in beautie, 

Expeeff euen here, where is a kingly patient, j 

. H * ^ if 



i j 




t _ Pericles Prince of Tyre* 

Ifthat thy profpcrous and artificiall fate. 

Can draw him but to anfwcre thee in ought. 

Thy facrcd Phyfickc (hall rcceiue fuels pay. 

As thy defires canwifh* 

Mar. Sir I willvbe my vtmoft skill in his recoucrie, pro- 
uided that none but I and my companion maid be buffered 
to come nccre him, 

Ljf. Come, let vs Ieauc her, and the Gods make her pro- 
(perous. The Song, 

Ljf. Marke he your Mufickc? 

Mar* No nor looktonvs. 

Lyf. See (he will fpeaketo him. 

Mar. Haile fir, my Lord lend eare. 

Per. Hum, ha. 

Mar. I am a maid, my Lorde , that ncre before inuited 
eyes,buthauebeene gazed on like a Comet: She (peaks 
my Lord, that may be, hath endured a griefe might equall 
yours, if both were iudly wayde, though way v/ard fortune 
didmaligne my Hate , myderiuation was from anceftors, 
who flood equiuolent with mightic Kings, buttime hath 
rooted out my parentage, and to the world , and augward 
cafualties, bound me in feruitude, I will defid, but there is 
fomething glowes vpon my cheek, and whilpers in mine 
care, go not till he (peake. 

Per * My fortunes ,parentagc, good parentage, to equall 
mine, was it not thus, what fay you? 

Mari* I fed my Lord, ifyou did know my parentage, 
you would not do me violence. 

Per* I do thinke fo,pray you turnc your eyes vpon me, 
your like fomething that, what Countrey women hcare of 

ttaclc flicwo®? . 

Mar* No, nor of any Ihcwcs,yet I was mortally brought 

forth,and am no other then I appeare. 

Per. I am great with woe, and (hall dcliuerwcepingstny 
deareft wife was like this maid, and fucha one my claugn- 
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‘Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

ter Blight haue beenc : My Queenes fquare browes, her 
ftatureto an inch , as wandJikc-ftraight, as filuer voyd, 
her eyes as lewcll-like, and cade as richly, in pace an o- 
ther Ihw. Who (larues the cares fheefeedes, and makes 
them hungric, the more fhe giues them fpeech,Whcre doc 
you line? 

Mar. Where I am but a draunger; from the decke you 
may difeerne the place. ' 

Per. Wherewere you bred?and howatchieu'd youthefe 
indowments wbichyou make more rich to owe? 

Mar. If I (houldtellmyhyflonc, it would feeme like 
lies difdaind in the reporting. 

Per, Pretheefpeake, falfncllc cannot come from thee, 
for thou looked raoded as itidicc, & thou feemed a Pallas 
for the crownd truth to dwell in;I wil beleeue thee & make 
fenfes credit thy relation, to points that feeme impodiblc, 
for thou looked like one Ilouedindeede: what were thy 
friends? dfdd thou not day when I did pufli theebacke, 
which was, when I pcrceiu’d thee that thou camd from 
good difeending. Mar. So indeed I did. 

Per. Report thy parentage, I think thou faidd thou hadd 
becne tod from wrong toiniurie, and that thou thoughts 
thy griefsinightequalImine,ifbothwereopcned. 

Mar. Some fiich thing I led, and fed no more, but what 
my thoughts did warrant me.was likely. 

Per, Tell thy doric,if thine confidcrcd prouc the thou* 

band part of mycnduraunce, thou art a man, and I haue 
(urrered like agirlc, yet thou doed lookc like patience, 
gazing on Kings graues, and fmiling extrcmitic out of 
aft , what were thy friends? howc lod thou thy name, 
my mod kmde Virgin? recount I doe befeech thee. Come 
iitbymee. 



tGod 

Mar. Patience 



Mar, My name is Marina, 

Per* Oh I am mockt,andthou:by borne ii 
bent hither t$ make the world to laugh at me,- 
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Pericles Prince rftyre. 

Ala*, Patience good fir:or here lie ceafe. ? 

Per. Nay lie be patient: thou little know ft howe thou 
CiGeft ilartlerrietocallthy (cifcAfariiM* 

Afar. Thenaniewas giuenmee by one that hadfome 
power, my fatherland a King* 

Per* How, a Kings daughter, and cald Marina i 
Afar ♦ You fed yqu would beleeue me, but not to bee k 
troubler of your peace, I will end hera 
Per . But are you flefh and bloud ? 

Haue you ^working puife,audarfe no Fairie ? 

Motion we!!, fpeake on, where were you borne? 

And wherefore calli Afarim r 
Afar. Calld Afa 6v I was borne at fea* 

Plr. At lea, what mother? . 

Mar* My mother was the daughter of a King, who died 
the minute I was borne, as my good Nurfe Licherida hath 
oft deliuered weeping. 

Per . O flop there a little, this is the rareft drearoe 
That ere duld fleepc did mockc fad fooles withail. 

This cannot be my daughter, buried,- well, where. were you 
bred ? lie hcareyou more too'th bottome of four itorie , 



and neuer interrupt you* 

Mar. Yoo'fcorlic, bclccue mctwercbeftl did guieore* 
Per. I will bclccue you by thcfyllablcof what vouMl 
deliuer,* yet giuc me leaue , how came you in thek parts, 
where were you bred? ... , 

M„>-, xhe King my father did inTmrJhs leaue me, 

Til/ cruel Clem with his wicked wife, 

S>id feckc to murther mcrand hauing wooed a villamc, 

To attempt it, who hauing drawne to doo t, 

A crew of Pirats came and rclcucd me, 

Brought me to Metaline: 

B ut good fir whither wil you haue me?why doe you weep. 
It may be you thinke mce an impofturc, nogoodrayt . 
am the daughter to King Pericles ^ good king Pertcles^ 
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Pert sits Prince tfTyrt. 

%feli. WotyHellicanus? 

He t. Calls my Lord, 

Per. Thou art a graue and noble Counfcller, 

Moft wife;m general!, tell mefif thou canftjwhat this mayde 
is, or what is like to bee , that thus hath made mce 
weepe. 

Hr/. I know not,but heres the Regent fir of Met aline) 
/peakes nobly ofher. 

Ljf She neuer would tell her parentage, 

Being dcraaundcd/that/hc would fit ftill and weepe* 

Per. Oh HellicatMi) ftrike me honored fir , giue mee a 
gafii,put me to prefent paine, leaft this great fea of ioyes ru- 
ining vpon me,ore-bearc the fiiores of my mertalitic , and 
drowncmcwith their fwectn die: Oh come hither, 
thou that begCtft him that did thee beget, t 
Thou that.waft borne at fea, buried at Tharfus , 

And found at lea agen, O HeUicanHs, 

Downe on thy knees, thankc the holie Gods as loud 
As thunder threatens vs;th is is Marina. 

What was thy mothers name? tell roe, but that 
for truth can neuer be confirm’d inough, 

Though doubts did eucr fleepe. 

Mar. Frift fir, I pray what is your title i 

Per « lam Pericles of Tyre ; but tell mce now my 
Drownd Quecncs name, as in the reft you lavd. 

Thou haft bccne God-like perfit, the heir of iringdomes. 
And an other like to Pericles thy father. 

M<u Is it no more to be your daughter ,then to /ay, my 
mothers name was 7 kaifafThatfa was my mother, whodid 
end the minute I began. 

Pe. Now ;bleffi ng on thee, rife th’art my ch i I d . 
Giuemefrefii garroont$,mine owne Helaeanr-s, fiiee is not 
dead at Tharftts as ffue fhoiild haue beene by fan age Cleon; 
Ihelhal! cell thee all,wheritbou fliaft knee4e,and iuftific in 
knowledge, fire is thy vcric Pri: icespvho :s this i 

I 




HcU Sir 









Pericles P riveter Tyre. 

Hec. $ir,tisthcgouernorof Afetaline , who hearing ©f 
your melancholic Hate, did come to fee you. 

P er. I embrace you,giue me my robes. 

I am wildc in my beholding,0 heauens blelfc my girley 
But harke what Muficke tell, HciUcanus^my Manna' 

Tell him ore point by point, for yet he feemes to doat; 
How, furc you arc my daughtcrjbut what muficke? 

Hel My Lord I hearc none. 

Per . None, the Mulicke of the Spheres fxfk niv Marina* 
Lyf, It is not good to erode him,giuc him way. 

Per. Ra'reft founds, do ye not heare ? 

Lyf, Muficke my Lord? I heare. 

Per. Moft hcauenly Muficke. 

It nips me vntoliftning,and thicke Humber 
Hangs vpon mine eyes, let me reft. 

Lyf* A Pillow for his head, lo leaue him all. 

Well my companion friends, if this but anlwcrc to my iuft 
behefe,Ile well remember you. 

Diana. 

Dia. My Temple Hands in Ephefus; 

Hie thee thither, and doe vppon mine Altar facrifice; 
Thercwhen my maiden priefts are met together, before the 
people alllreuealejhew tnou at fea didftloofe thy wife $ to 
mournc thy erodes with thy daughters,* call, & giue them 
repetition to the like, ‘or performc.my bidding, or thou li- 
ueft in woc:doo’t,and happie,by my filucr bowjawakcand 
tell thy dreame. 

Per , Celeftiall Dian, Goddellc Argentine, 

I will obey th eaHellicauus, Hell, Sir. 

Per. My purpofe was for Tharfus.t here to ftrike. 

The inhofpitable Cleon.) but I am for other feruicc nr ft; 
Toward Ephefus turncour blownelayles; 

Eftfoones lie till thee why, lhall we refrefk vs fir vpon your 
ftiore, and giue yougoldefot furh prouifion as our in- 
tents will ncedc? 

Lyf Sia, 
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Pericles Prince «f Tyre . 

Lyf Sir, with all my heart, and when you cornea Awe, 

I hawc another Height. 

Per. You lhall preuaile were it towooc my daughter, for 
It feemes you hauc beene noble towards her. 

Lyf, Sir, lend me your arme. 

Per. Come my Marina. 

Exeunt, 

Gmtr. How our Hands are almoft run. 

More alittle,and then dum. 

This my laft boonegiue mzt; 

Forfuch kindneflemuft relieuemee: 

That you aptly will fuppofe, 

What pageantry, what feats, what fhowes. 

What minftrelfie,and prettie din. 

The Regent made in Met aim. 

To greet the King, fe he thriued, 

ThatheispromilHcto be wiued 
ToTairc Marina , but in no wile. 

Till he had done his facrifice. 

As Dian bad, where! abeing bound. 

The Interim pray, you aiJ confound. 

In fetherd bricfencs fayles are fild; 
AFidwifliesfdloutasthey'r wild; 

At Ephefus the Templefee, 

Our King and all his companic. 

That he can hither come lb foone, 

3s by your fancies thankfuil doome. 

Per, Haile £>»<*«, to perform** thy iuft commaund, 
Ihereconfdfemy lelfethe King of Tyre,' 

Who frighted from my countrey did wed at Pentapolis\ the 
fairc ThaifaipX Sea in childbed died fhe,but brought forth a 
Mayd child calld AParina whom.O Goddeilc wearsyct thy 
bluer Iiucreydhce at Tharfus was nurftwith Cleon,- who at 
fourteene ycarcs he fought to murder, but her better f‘ ars 

I 2 brought 



Pericles Prince of Tjrc^, 

brought her to Afetelme ,• gainflwhofefhore ryding , her 
Fortunes brought the mayde aboord vs , where by her 
owne mod cleere remembrance , fhee made knowneher 
felfc my Daughter. 

Tb* Voyce and fauour, you arc, you are , O royall 
Pericles. 

Per. What mcancs the musn ? fliee die's, helpe Gen- 
tlemen. r 

Cer-i. Noble Sir , if you haue tolde Dianaes Altar 
true, this is your wife? 

Per. Rcuerent appearer no , I throve her ouer-boord 
with thefe verie armes. 

Ce. Vpon this coaft, I warrantyou. 

Pe. T'lYmoflcertaine. 

. YVr. Looke to the Ladie , O fliee’s but ouer-joyde, 

Eariie in blithering morne thisLadie was throwne vpoa 
this (bore. 

I op t the coffin, found there rich Iewells, recouc* 
red her, and plac ffe her heercin Dumaes temple. i 

Per. May we fee them ? 

C.cr, Great Sir, they fhalbe broughtyou tomyhoufe, 
whither I inuite you; \ookcTbaifa is recotiered. 

Tb. Oletmeiooke if heebenoneof minejmylan- 
<ff itse will to my fenfe bende no licentious eare , but curbe 
it fpight of feeing : O my Lord are you not Pericles l like 
him you fpakc, like him you are,’didyou not name a tem- 
peff,a birth ,and death ? 

Per. The voyce of dead Thaifa. 

7 b. Tint That fa am I,fiippofeddeadanddrownd. 

Per. I, mortal! Dion. 

Tb. Now I knowe you better 5 when wee with tcare* 
parted P entapslss , the king my father gaueyou fiich a ring. 

/Yr. This, this, nomore,you gods, your prefentkinde- 
nes makes my part miferiesfports,- you (ball doe well that 
on the touching of her lips T may melt, and no more be 

feepe, 



. P tricks PrheeefTjrc^. 

(ecncjO come,be buried a fecond time within thefe armes. 

MiU My heart leaps to be gone into my mothers bo* 
fonie. 

Per. Looke who knceles here,flclb of thy flefh Tbaifa. 
thy burden at the Sea, and call’d Marina , forfticwaJ yeel* 
ded them } 

Tb. Bleft , and mine owne. 

Hell. Hayle Madame, and my Queene. 

Tb. I knowe you nor. 

Ton haue heard mec fay when I did flie from 
Tjre,I left behind an ancient fubflitute, can you remem- 
ber v hat I call d the man, 1 haue narn'dc him oft. 

Tb, T was H< lit car. iv then. 

Per. Still confirmation, iinbracehim dcereTZW/rf.thi* 
is hce, now doe I long to heare how } ou were found ? how 
nofiibliepreferucd ? andwhotothankc(bdidesthe gods) 
for this great miracle ? 

Tb, Lord Lordjthis man through whom 

the Gods haue fliowne their power , chat can from firfl to 
laltrefpiueyou, 

P^.Reiicreiit S)T,the gods can haueno mortal! officer, 
moie like a god thenyou , willyou deliucr how this dead 
Queene rebuts? 

Cer. I will n>y Lordjbefccch you firff,goe with nice 
to my houfe, where /ball he fliowne youail wasfouiidwith 

her How fliee came plac’ileheere in the Temple, no 
needfulll thing omitted. 

Per. Pure ^>/>/. bleifc thee for thy vifion,and will offer 
night oblations to thee TMh, this Prince, the faircbetro- 
thed of your daughter, flaaliinarric lit r at Pente/polts , and 
riow this ornament makes mec looke difinail, will I clip to 

forme, and what this fourteene yeeres no razer touch' t, to 
grace thy marridge-day, Ilebcautifie. 

Tb, Lcrd Cenmon hath letters of good credit. Sir , 
my father s dead. 

1 } 



Per, Heaucn 




Pmcktfr'metfTyrtJi 

Per . Heauens make a Starre of him , yet there my 
Quecne, wee’le celebrate their Nuptialls , and our felues 
will in thatkingdome fpend our following daics, our fonne 
and daughter (hall in Tyrus raigne. 

Lord Cerimon wee doc our longing (lay. 

To hcarc the reft vntoldc , Sir lead'* the way. 



FINIS. 



Gower. 

In Antieehtu and his daughter you haue heard 
Of monftrous lull, the due and iuft reward 
In Pericles his Queeneand Daughter fccne. 

Although allay I’de with Fortune fierce and kecnc. 
Vcrtuc pteferd from fell definitions blaft. 

Lead on by heauen, and crown'd with ioy at ;la& 

In Hely carnet may you well defcric, 

A figure of trueth, of faith, of loyaltie : 

In reucrerid Cerimon there well appeares. 

The worth thatlcarncd charitie aye wcares. 

For wicked Cleon and h is wife, when Fame 
Had fpred his curfed deede,thc honor d name • 
Of Pericles, to rage the Cittie turne, 

That him andhis they in hisPallace burnc: 

The gods for murder feemdefo content. 

To punifti, although not done, but meant. 

So on your Patience euermore attending, 

New ioy wayte on you, heere our play has ending, 

finis. 
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THE HISTORY OF 

Pericles, Prince of Tyre, 

Enter Cower. 

O fing a long that old was fung, 

From alhes,ancient Gower is come, 

! Affirming mans infirmities, 

| To glad your eare,andpleafeyourciesj 
E hath becne fiing at Fcftiuals, 

On Ember eues.andholy-daies 

And Lords and Ladies in their Hues, 

Hauereaditforrcftoratiucs : * 

The purchafe is to make men glorious. 

St bonum quo dntiquius eo me lias: 

If you, borne in thefe latter times. 

When wits more ripc,accept my Rimes 5 

And that to hcare an old man fing, : . 

May to your wifhes pleafure bring : 

I life would wifh,and that I might 
Wafte it for you like Taper-light. 

This Antioch^ then, Antiochm the great, ; • ■ : 

Built vp this City for his chiefeft fcate | 

The faireft in all Syria, 

I tell you what mine Authors fay : 

This King vnto him toqke a Pccre, 

Who died.andleft a fcmalcheire, f: ! :> ...... . 

So buckfome, blithe, and full of face, '•■»':-! ’ r ' • v ■ - 

^ As 








Pericles Prince of Tyre . 
As heauen had lent her all his grace : 

With whom the Father liking tooke. 

And her to inceft did prouoke : 

Bad childe,worfe father,to entice his owne. 
Toeuill {hould be done by none : 

But cuftome.what they did begin. 

Was with long vfe, accounted no finne. 
The beauty ofthisfinfullDame, 

Made many Princes thether frame. 

To feeke her as a bed -fellow. 

In marriage pieafures,play-fellow : 

Which to preuent,he made a Law, 

To keepe her ftill,and men in awe,. 

That who fo askt her for his wife. 

His Riddle told not,lofl his life : 



So for her many of wight did die. 

As yon grim lookes do teftifie. 

What enfues to the iudgement ofyour eye, 
I giue my caufe,who beft can iuftifie. 



Exit, 



Snter Antiochus, Prince Per icles ? and followers. 

Ant. Yong Prince of Tyre, you haue at large receiued 
The danger of the taske you vndertake. 

Per. 1 haue ( Antiochus) and with a foule cmboldned. 

With the glory of herpraife,thinke death no hazard. 

In this entcrprizc. .. x . : , , 

>4»f.Muficke bring in our daughter, doathed like a bride; 
For embracements, cuen of hue himfelfe ; 

Atwhofe conception, till Lucina reigned. 

Nature this dowry gaue.to glad her prefence. 

The Senate houfe of Planets all di ( d fit. 

To knit in her their beft perfe&ions. 

Enter Antiochus Daughter. 

Per. See where fhe comes,appareld like the Spring, 
Graces her fubiefts,and her thoughts the King, ; 

Of euery vertue giues renawRc to men ; 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre . 

Her face the booke ofpraifes,where is read. 

Nothing but curious pleafures,as from thence, 

Sorrow were euer rackc,and tefty wrath 
Could neuer be her milde companion. 

You Gods that made me man,and fway in loue. 

That haue enflam’d defire in my breft. 

To tafte the fruite of yon celeftiall tree, 

(Or die in the aduenture) be my helpes, 

As I am fonne and feruant to your will. 

To compaffe fuch a bondleffe happineffe. 

Anti.Vxmcc Pericles. 

?<r.That would be fonne to great Antiochus. 

Before thee ftands this faire Hcsfertdes, 

With golden fruitc,but dangerous to be toucht ; 

For death like Dragons heere affright thee hard, 

Her face like b eauen,enticeth thee to view 
Her countleffe glory,which defert mutt gaine : 

And which without defcrt,becaufe thine eye 
Prefumes to reach, all the whole heape muft dye. 

Yon fometimes famous Princes like thy felfe, 

Drawne by report-, aduenturous by defire. 

Tell thee with fpeechleffe tongues, and femblance pale. 
That without couering, faue yon field of ftarres, 

Heere they ftand martyrs, flaine in Cupids wanes : 

And with dead checkes aduife thee to defift. 

For going on dearhs net, whom none refill. 

Per. Antiochus I thanrke thee, who hath taught 
My fraile mortality to know it felfe. 

And by thole fearefull obieifts to prepare 
This body , like to them, to what I muft : 

For death remembred,fhould be like a Myrrour, 

Who tels vsjife’s but breath, to truft it error : 
lie make my willthen,and as ficke men do. 

Who know the world, fee heauen,but feeling Woe, 

G ripe not at earthly ioyes,as erft they did ; 

So 1 bequeathe a happy peace to you. 

And all good men, as euery Prince fhould do t 





My riches to the earth from whence they came : 

But my vnfpotted fire of Loue to you. 

Thus ready for the way of life or death, 

1 waite the fharpeft blow (dntiochus) 

Scorning aduice ; read the conclufion then : 

Which read and notexpounded, tis decreed. 

As thefe before,! hou thy felfe (halt bleed . 

r Daugh.Qfz\\ faid yet, thou proueprofperous, 

Of all laid yet,l wifli thcehappinelfe. 

per. Like a bold Champion I aflume the Liftes, 

Nor aske aduice of any other thought. 

But faithfulnefi'e and courage. 

7 he Riddle. 

I am no Viper, yet Ifeede 
On mothers fiefs which did me breed . 

1 fought a husband Jn which labour , 

I found that kindneffe in a father. 

Hee s father ,fonne } and husband milde , " 

/ Ad other JV if e, andyet his childe ; 

J-low they may be ycndyet in two. 

As you will liueyefolue it you. 

. ’ t cr;:rf) V V : . .■ " d" 

Sharpe phyficke i s the laft ; but O you powers ! 

That giues neauen countlefle eyes to view mens a£lcs,. 

Why cloud they not their fights perpetually,. 

If this be true, which makes me pale to reade it, 

Faire glaffe of light, I lou’d you and could ftill. 

Were not this glorious Casket ftor’d with ill : 

But I muft tell you, now my thoughts reuolt. 

For hee’s no man on whom perfedf ions waite. 

That knowing finne within, will touch the gate : 

You are a faire Vyoll,and your fence the firings. 

Who fingerd to make man his lawfull muficke. 

Would draw heauen downe,and allthe gods to hearken, 

But being plaid vpon before your time. 

Hell onely daunccthat foharfhachime ; 

Good 

••V ‘ ' 



benches Prince of Tyre % 

Good footh,I care not for you. 

Anti , Prince Pertcles , touch not vpon thy life, 

For that’s an article within our Law, 

As dangerous as the reft: your times expirde 
Either expound now,or receiue your fentence. 

Peri.G reat King, 

Few loue to heare the finnes they loue to a<fte, 

Twould braid your felfe too neare for me to tell it : 

Who hath a booke of all that Monarchs do, 

Hee's more fecure to keepe it fhut,thcn fhewne : 

For vice repeated,is like the wandring windc, 

Blowes duft in others eies,to fpread it felfe ; 

And yet the end of all i3 bought thus deare, 

The breath is gone, and the fore eies fee cleare. 

To flop the airc would hurt them^the blindeMolc caft 
Copt hils toward heauen,to tell the earth is throng’d 
By mans oppre(Tion,and the poore worme doth die for’c* 

Kings are earths Gods : in vice their law's their will, 

•And if /<?/^ftray,who dares fay ,loue doth ill. 

It is enough you know,and it is fit ; 

What being more knowne,growe$ worfe to fmother it. 

All loue the wombe that their being bred. 

Then giue my tongue likeleauc to loue my head. 

Ant. Hezucn that I had it ; he has found the meaning, 

But I will gloze with him.Young Prince of Tyre> 

Though by the tenour of your ftrift edift. 

Your expofition mif-interpreting, 

We might proceed to counfcll ©f your daies ; 

Yet hope,fucceeding from fo faire a tree. 

As your faire felfc,doth tune vs otherwife : 

Forty daies longer we do refpite you, 

If by which time our fccret be vndone. 

This mercy fhewes,wee 3 l ioy in fuch afonne : 

And vntill then, your entenainc fhallbc 

As doth befit our honour, and your worth. Exit. 

Manet Pericles folm . 

TVr.How courtefie would feeme to couer finne, 

R 3 When 
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reriua rrinczuj ijrc. 

When what is done is like an hypocrite. 

The which is good in nothing but in fight, 

If it be true that I interpret fall'e. 

Then were it ccrtaine you were not fo bad, 

As with foule Inceft to ab ufe your foiile : 

VVhcre now you both a father and a fonne. 

By your vntimely clafpings with your childe, 
('Which pleafures fits an husband,not a father) 
And (lie an eater of her mothers flefh, 

By the defiling of her parents bed. 

And both likelerpents are,who though they feed 
On fwceteft flowers, yet they poyfon breed. 
^Antioch farwelI,for wifedome fees thofe men 
Blufti not in actions blacker then the night. 

Will {hew no courfe to keepc them from the light i 
One finne (I know) another doth prouoke ; 
Murder’s as ncerc to iuft,a$ flame to fmoake : 
Poyfon and treafon are the hands of finne, 

I,and the Targets to put off the fhame, 

Then lead my life be cropt to keepe you cleare. 

By flight He (bun the danger which I fearc. 

Enter Antiochus. 
lAinti . He hath found the meaning, 

For which we meane to haue his head. 

He muft not liue to trumpet forth my infamy, 

Nor tell the world, Antiochus doth finne 
In fuch a loathed manner. 

And therefore inftantly this Prince muft die, 

For by his fall,my honour muft keepe hie. 

VVho attends vs there ? 

Enter Thaliard. 

Thai . Doth your highneffe call ? 

Anti.Thaltard, you are of our Chamber, 

And our minde pertakes her priuate a&ions 
To your fecrefie ; and for your faithfulneffe 
VVe will aduance you Thaliard : 



Exit. 







Behold, 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre , 

Behold,heer’s poyfon and heer’s gold, 

We hate the Prince of Tyre, and thou muft kill him. 

It fits thee not to aske the rcafon why ? 

Bccaufe we bid it : fay,is it done ? 

7W.MyLord,tis done. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

.^/.Enough. Let your breath coole your felfe, telling your 
hafte. 

MeJf.My Lord,Prince Pericles is fled . 

Ant.hs thou wilt liue,flye after, and like an arrow {hot from 
a well experient Archer hits the marke his eye doth lcuell it .• fo 
do thou neuer returne,vnlefle thou fay,Prince Pericles is dead. 

ThalMy Lord, if I can get him within my piftols length, lie 
make him fure enough : fo farwell to your highneffe. 

Anti.Thaltardad\ca y i\\YPericles be dead. 

My heart can lend no fuccour to my head. Exit. 

Enter Pericles with his Lords. 

Per . Let none difturbe vs : 

Why fhould this change of thoughts. 

The fad companion dull-eyde melancholy. 

By me fo vfde, a gueft as not an houre, 

In the dayes glorious walke or peacefull night, 

The toombe w'here griefe lhould fleepe,can breed me quiet,. 
Here pleafures court mine eyes, and mine eyes fhun them, 

And danger which I feard,is at Antioch, 

Whofe arme feemes farre too fliort to hit me here,, 

Yet neither pleafures art can ioy my fpirits, 

Nor yet the others diftance comfort me ; 

Then it is thus, that paflions of the minde. 

That haue their firft conception by mif-dread, 

Haue after nouriflunent and life by care; 

And what was firft but feare, what might be done,. 

Growes elder now,and cares it be not done. 

And fo with me ; the great Antiochus, 

Gainft whom I am too little to contend. 

Since 








Pericles Prince of Tyre'. 

Since hee’s fo great,can makehis will hi* a<fte. 

Will thinke me fpcaking,though I fvveare to filence, 

Norbootes it me to fay 1 honour. 

If he fufpedll may diflionour him. 

And what may make him blufh in being knowne, 

Hec’l flop the coutfe by which it might be knowne. 

With hoftile forces hee’l ore-fpread the land. 

And with the flint of warre willlooke fo huge. 

Amazement fhall driue courage from the ftate : 

Our men be vanquiftjt.ere they do refill. 

And fubie&s punilht,that neuer thought offence, _ j 

Which care of them, not pitty ofmy felfe, 

Who once no more but as the tops of trees. 

Which fence the rootes they grow by,and defend them. 

Makes both my body pine,and foule to languilh. 

And punifh chat before that he would punifti, 
i .Lord ,. Ioy and all comfort in your (acred bread. 

2 . Lord. And keepe your minde till ye returnei to vs peaccfull 
and comfortable. 

Hell. Peace, peace.and giue experience tongue : 

They do abufethe King that flatter him, 

For flattery is the bellowes blowes vp finne. 

The thing the which is flattered, but a fparke. 

To which that fparke giues heart and dronger glowing, 

Whereas reproofe obedient and in order. 

Fits kings as they are men,for they may erre. 

When Signior footh here doth proclaime peace. 

He flatters you,makes warre vpon your life. 

Prince pardon me,or Arike me if you plcale, 

I cannot be much lower then my knees. 

/ Per. All leaue vs clfe : but let your cares ore-looke 
What fhipping,and what ladings in our Hauen, 

And then rcturne to vs : Helltcanus thou haft 
Moou’d vs : what feeft thou in our lookes i 
Hell. An angry brow, dread Lord. 

Per, If there be fuch a dart in Princes frownes* 

How durft thy tongue moue anger to our face ? 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

//W/.How dares the planets looke vp toheauen. 

From whence they haue their nourifliment ? 

Per . Thou knoweft I haue power to take thy life from thee. 

Hell . I haue ground the axe my felfe. 

Do you but ftrike the blow. 

T«*.Rife,prethee rife,fit downe,thou art no flatterer, 

I thankc thee for it, and heauen forbid. 

That Kings ftiould let their eares heare their faults hid. 

Fit Councellor,and feruant for a Prince, 

Who by thy wifedome makes a Prince thy feruant. 

What wouldft thou haue me do i 

HelLTo beare with patience fuch griefes. 

As you your felfe do lay vpon your felfe. 

Per .Thou fpeakeft like a Phyficion, /&//<?<*»«/, 

That minifters a portion vnto me, 

That thou wouldft tremble to receiuethy felfe. 

Attend me then ; I went to Antioch , 

Whereas thou knowft (againft the face of death ) 

I fought the purchafe of a glorious beauty. 

From whence an iflue I might propigate. 

Are armes to Princes,and bring ioyes to Subie&s ; 

Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder. 

The reft (harke in thine eare) as blacke as inceft. 

Which by my knowledge found,the finfull father. 

Seem’d not to ftrike,but fmoothe : But thou knowft this, 

Tis time to feare,when tyrants feeme to kifTe. 

Which fcare fo grew in me I hither fled, 

Vnder the couering of a carefull night. 

Who feem’d my good Prote&or : and being here. 

Bethought what was paft,what might fucceed ; 

1 knew him tyrannous,and tyrants feare 
Decreafc not, but grow fafter then the yeares; 

And fhould he thinke, as no doubt he doth. 

That I ftiould open to the liftening ayre. 

How many Worthy Princes bloud were (hed. 

To keepe nis bed of blackneffe vnlaid ope, r 
T o'lop that doubt,hce’l fill this Land with armes, 

S - And 





Pericles Prince of Tyre, 

And make pretence of wrong that I haue done him. 

When all for mine, if I may call offence, 

Muft feele warres blow,who feares not innocence.* 

Which loue to all, of which thy fclfcart one, 

Who now reprouedft me for it. 

MMaffefo. 

Per.Drew fleepeout of mine eyes,bloud from my cheekes, 
Mufings into my minde,with thoufand doubts 
How 1 might flop their tempeft ere it came. 

And finding little comfort to rclceue them, 

I thought it princely charity to gteeue for them. 

Hell. Well my Lord, fince you haue giuen me leaue to fpeake. 
Freely will 1 fpeake, Antiochus you fearc, 

And iuftly too I thinke you feare the tyrant. 

Who ey ther by publike warre,or priuatc treafon. 

Will take away your life.* therefore my Lord, goe trauellfora 
whilc,till that his rage and anger be forgot, or till the Deftmies 
do cut his thred of life : your Rule direct to any, if vnto me,day 
ferues not light more faithfull then He be. 

Per. I do not doubt thy faith. 

But fhould he wrong my liberties in my abfencc ? 

Hell. VVee’l mingle our blouds together in the earth. 

From whence we had our being,and our birth. 

Per. Tyre , I now lookc from thee then,and to Tbarfus 
Intend my trauaile, where lie heare from thee ; 

And by whofe Letters lie difpofemy felfe. 

The care I had and haue of Subie&s good. 

On tbee I lay>whofe wifedomes ftrength can bearc it. 

He take thy word for faith,notaske thine oath. 

Who fhuns not to breake one, will crackeboth. 

But in our orbes we liue fo round and lafe. 

That time of both this truth {hall neere conuince. 

Thou {heweft a fubiefts fhine,l a true Prince. Exit. 

Inter T haliard folttt. 

Thai. So,this is Tyre, and this is the Court, heere muft I kill 
King Pericles , and if I do it not,! am fure to be hanged at home.' 



Pericles Prince of Tyre, 

it is dangerous. 

Well, l perceiue he was a wife fellow, and had good difereti- 
on,that being bid to aske what he would of the King, defired 
hee might know none oirhis fecrets . Now do I fee heehad 
fome reafonforit: for if a King bid a man be a villain*, hee is 
bound by the indenture of his oath to be one. 

Huflu, heere comes the Lords of Tyre, 

Enter HellicAnttt, Efcanes, with other 

Lords of Tyre. 

Hell . You {hall not need, my fellow-Peeres of Tyre, further 
to queftion me of your Kings departure .* his fealed Commif- 
lion left in truft with me, doth fpeake fufficiently, hce’s gone t© 
trauell. 

ThalM ow ? the King gone ? 

Hell. If further yet you will be fatisfied, (why as it were vn~ 
licenc’d of your loues) he would depart ? He giue fome light vn« 
to you : Being at tsfntiocb, 

7’W.What from Antioch ? 

PM. Roy all Antiochns{ on what caufe I know not)took fome 
difpleafureat him,atleaftheiudgedfo: and doubting chat hee 
had erred or finned, to fhewhisforroW, he would corredl: him- 
felfe; fo puts himfelfe vnto the {hip-mans toyle, with whom, 
each minute threatens life or death. 

jfiW.VVclI, I perceiue I lhall not bee hanged now,although 
I would, but fince hee’s gone, the Kings Seas muft plcafe: hee 
fcapte the Land, to perilh at the Sea: lie prefenc my felfe. Peace 
to the Lords of Tyre. 

Hell. Lord Thaliard from tAlnttochtts is welcome. 

Thai. From him I come with meflage vnto Princely Pericles j 
but fince my landing I haue vnderftood, your Lord hath be- 
tooke himfelfe to vnknowne trauailcs,my meflage muftreturne 
from whence it came. 

Hell.VVc haue no reafon to defire it, commended to our Ma- 
fter.not to vs ; yet ere you {hall depart, this wee defirc as friends, 
to Antioch ,vtc may fcaft in Tyre. Exeunt. 

S i Enter 







Pericles Trince of Tyre. 



Snter Cleon tbt Couernor of Tharfw,with hi wife 
and others , 

Cleon. My Dioni/ia, {hall we reft vs fibre, 

And by relating tales of others griefes. 

See if t’will teach vs to forget our owne ? 

Dion. 'That were to blow at fire in hope to quench it,. 
For who digs hils bccaufe they do alpire, 

Throwes downe one Mountaine to caft vp a higher : ' 

O my diftreffed Lord,euen fuch our griefes are. 

Here they are but felt, and feene with mifchiefcs cics, 

But like to Groues being topt,they higher rife. 

Cleon. O Dionizia, 

Who wanterh food,and will not fay he wants it, 

Or can concealc his hunger till he familh ? 

Our tongues and forrowes do found deepe : 

Our woes into the ayre,our eyes to weepe, t 
T ill tongues fetch breath that may proclairae 
Them louder,that if heauen {lumber, while 
Their creatures want,thcy may awake 
Their helpers, to comfort them. 

He then difeourfe our woes felt fcuerall yeares. 

And wanting breath to fpeake,helpe me with teares. 

Dion, lie do my beft Sir. 

£7«>».This Tharftu, ore which I haue the gouernment, 
A Citty,on whom plenty held full hand .• 

For riches ftrewd her felfe euen in the ftreetes, 

Whofe towers bore heads fo high, they kift the clouds. 
And ftrangers nere beheld, but wondred at, 

Whofe men and dames fo ietted and adorn’d. 

Like one anothers glafle to trim them by : 

Their tables were ftor’d full, to glad the fight. 

And not fo much to feed on as delight. 

All pouerty was fcornd.and pride fo great. 

The name of helpc grew odious to repeate. 

Dion. Oh tis true. 

CYftw.But fee what heauen can do by this our change; 



Thefe 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

Thefe mouthes,who but of late, carth,fea, and ayre, 

Were ail too little to content and pleafe. 

Although they gaue their creatures in abundance: 

As houfes are defilde for \|Hnt of vfe. 

They are now ftaru’d for want of exercife ; 

Thofe paliats,who not yet to fauers yonger, 

Muft haue inuentions to delight the tafte, 

Would now be glad of bread,and beg for it : 

Thefe mothers, who to nouzell vp their babes. 

Thought nought too curious, arc ready now 
To eate thofe little darlings whom they loued,. 

So fharpe are hungers teeth,that man and wife, 

Draw lots who firft fhall dye to lengthen life. 

Here ftands a Lord, and there a Lady weeping, 

Heere many finke.yet thofe which fee them fall, 

Haue fearfe ftrength left to giue them buriall. 

Is not this true? 

Dion . Our cheekes and hollow eies do witneffe it, 

A Cleon.O let thofe Citties that of plenties cup. 

And her profperites fo largely tafte. 

With their fuperfluous ryots heare thefe teares, 

The mifery of Tharfns may be theirs; 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Where’s the Lord Gouernor ? 

Cleon. Here,fpeake out thy forrowes, which thou bring’ft in 
hafte,for comfort is too farre for vs to expedh 

Lord. We haue deferied vpon our neighbouring fhore, 

A portly fayle of {hips make hitherward, 

Cleon . I thought as much. 

One forrow neuer comes but brings an heyre, 

That may fucceed as his inheritour : 

And fo in ours ; feme neighbouring Nation, 

Taking aduantage of our mifery, 

That ftuft the hollow vcflels with their power. 

To beate vs downe, the which are downe already. 

And make a conqueft of vnhappy me, 

Whereas no glory is got to oucrcome. 

S $ Lor d 



i/a/a 




Pericles Prime of Tyre. 

Lard. That’s the lead feare. 

For by the femblance of their white flags difplaid,they bring vs 
peace, and come to vs as fauourers,not as foes, 

£7<w».Thou fpeak’ft like hymmes Vtuter’d to repeat. 

Who makes the faireft fhew.meanes moft deceit. 

But bring they what they will, and what they can. 

What need we feare, the ground’s theioweft. 

And we are halfe way there •• Goe tell their Generali we attend 
him hecre,to know for what he comes,and whence he comes, & 
whathecraues. 

Lord . I goe my Lord, 

C/eow.VVelcome is peace, if he on peace confift 5 
If warres,we are vnable to refift. 

Enter Pericles with attendants. 

Per.hovd Gouemor,for Co we heare you are. 

Let not our (hips and number of our men. 

Be like a Beacon fired, to amaze your eyes, 

V Vehaue heard your miferies as farre as T yre s 
And feene rhe defolation of your ftreetes. 

Nor come we to adde forrow to your teares. 

But to releafe them of their heauy load, 

And thefe our Ihips you happily may thinke. 

Are like the Troian horfe,was ftufc within 
With bloody veincs expeding ouerthrow. 

Are ftor’d with corne,to make your needy bread. 

And giuc them life,whorn hunger ftaru d halfe dead. 

OmnesJThc Gods of Greece protedi you. 

And wee’l pray for you. 

Per. Arife I pray you,arife ; we doe not looke for reueresicc, 
but for loue,and harborage for our fclfc,our fhips,and men. 

Cleon . The which when'any (hull not gratifie. 

Or pay you with vnthankfulneffe in thought. 

Be it our wiues,our children.br our felues. 

The curfe of heauen and men'fucceed their euilst 
Till when, the which (I hope) (hall ncre be feene s 
YourGrace is welcome to ourTowne and vs. 

Per. 

» 
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Vnnli our Stars that frowne.lcndrs a fmilu, 1 w 1 
EnttP Gower. 

u- haue y° u leene a mighty King 

His childelwis to inccft bring : ° ° 

A better Prince and benigne Lord, 

That will proue awfull both in deed and word. 

Be qmet then,as men fliould be. 

Till he hath paft neccflity : 
lie (hew you tholbin troubles raiene, 

Lofing a myte.a Mountaine gaine : 

J he good in conuerfation. 

To whom I giuc my benizon, 
s ftill at rharfus, where each man 
Thinks all is writ he fpoken can : 

And to remember what he does. 

Build his Statue to make him glorious : 

But tydings to the contrary. 

Arc brought t’your eyes,what need fpeakc I., 

Dnmbe Shew, 

EnZ Zt 00 ll ? 7 CkS td '^ g wtth O‘o« blithe Trains with the : 
^ ax another doore y aGemlemanmth a letter to Pericles, Pc- 

warded 6 Knights him. ^ th ‘ 

Not to eate hony like a Drone, 

From others labours ; for though he ftriue 
1 o killcn bad, keepe good aliuc : 

And to fulfill his Princes defire, 

Sau’d one of all that haps in Tyre . 

How 7&W came full bent with finne. 

And had intent to murder him ; 

And that in Thurfh was not be ft. 

Longer for him to make his reft-; 



Pericles Prime of Tyre, 
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He doingfo,put foorth to Seas, 

Where when menbin,there’s fildomc cafe. 

For now the winde begins to blow^ 

Thunder aboue,and dcepes below, 

Makes fucb vnquiet.that the Chip 

Should houfe him fafe,iswrackc and fplit, 

And he (good Prince) hauing all loft. 

By wauesjfrom coaftistoft: 

All perifhen of man ofpelfe, 

Ne ought cicapen d buthimfclfc ; > 

Till fortune tired with doing bad. 

Threw him a fhore to giue him glad: 

And heere he comes ; what (ball be next, 

Pardon old Cower, this long’s the Text. 

Enter Pericles wet. 

Per, Yet ceaffc your ire, your angry Stars of heauen, 
Winde,Raine,and Thunder .-Remember earthly man 
Is but a fubftance that muft yeeld to you : 

And I (as fits my nature) do obey you. 

AlafTe.the Seas hath caft me on the Rockes, 

Wafht me from fhore to fiiore,and left my breath 
Nothing to thinke onbutenfuing death.- 
Let it fuffice the greatneffe of your powers, 

To haue bereft a Prince of all his fortunes, 



To haue bereft a Prince or an ms 

And hauing throwne him from your watry graue. 

Here to haue death in peace,is all hee 1 craue. 

Enter three Et(htrmen. 

x.Whatjtopelch? 

a.Ha,come and bring away the Nets. 

j .What patch-breech,I fay. 

3.What fay you,Mafter ? 

i .Looke how thou ftirreft now. 

Come away, or ile fetch thee with a wanmon. 

3 .Faith Mafter,! am thinking of the poore men 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

l*Alaffe poore foules,it greeued my heart to heare 
W hat pittirull cryes they made to vs,to helpe them 
When (welladay) we could fcarfely helpe our fellies. 

3 Nay Mafter, faid not I as much. 

When 1 law thePorpas,how hebounft and tumbled ? 

They fay, they are halfe filh,halfe flefh : 

A plague on them.they nere come but I look to be wafht 
Mafter, I maruell how the fifties liue in the Sea ? 

i . Why as men do a Land, 

The great ones eate vp the little ones : 

I can compare our rich Mifers,to nothing fo fitly 
As to a Whale ; he plaies and tumbles, 

Driuing the poore Fry before him. 

And at Iaft deuourc them all at a mouthfull. 

Such Whales haue I heard on a’th land. 

Who neuer leaue gaping,till they fwallowed 
The whole Parifti,Church,Steeplc,Bels and all. 

Per.h pretty Morall. 

3. But Mafter,if I had beene the Sextou, 

I would haue bene that day in the Belfrey. 

2. Why man ? 

3. Becaufe he ftiould haue fwallowed me too,. 

And when I had beene in his belly, 

I would haue kept fuch a iangling of the bels. 

That he ftiould neuer haue left. 

Till he caft Bels, Steeple, Church and Parifti yp againc.- 
But if the good King Simonides were of my mitide. 

Per. Simonides ? 

3 .We would purge the Land of thefc Drones, 

That rob the Bee of her honny. 

Per .How from the fenny fubieft of the fea, 

Thefc fiftiers tell the infirmities of men. 

And from their watry Empire recoiled. 

All that may men approue,or men deteft. 

Peace be at your labour,honeft fifhermen. 

a.Honcft, good fellow, what’s that,if it be a day fits you. 
Search out of the Kalendcr,and no body looke after it ? 

T Per, 






l Pericles Prime of Tyre. 

Per , May fee the Tea hath caft vpon your coaft. 

2. What a drunken knaue was the fea, 

To caft thee in our way. 

- Per. A man whom both the waters and the windfc. 

In that vafte T ennis-Court,hathmade the Ball 
For them to play vpon, intveates you pitty him : 

He askes of you, that neuer vfde to beg. 

j.No friend, cannot you beg? 

Hecres them in our Country of Qreece, 

Gets more with begging, then we can do with working. 

a.Canft thou catch any Fifties then ? 

Per . I neuer pra<ftiz’d it. . 

2,Nay then thou' wilt ftarue fure ; for heere’s nothing 
to be got no w-adaies,vnle{Te thou canft filli for’r. 

Per. What I hauebcne.I haue forgot to know; 

But what I am, want teaches me to thinke on : 

A man throngd vp with cold, my veincs are chill, 

And haue no more of life, then may fuffice 
T o giue my tongue that heate to aske your helpe : 

Which if you fhallrefule,whcn I am dead. 

For that I am a man, pray fee me buried. 

i .Die ke-tha,now gods forbid, I haue a gowne hecre, come 
put it on, keepe thee warme : now afore me a handfome fellow : 
Come, thou {halt goe home, and wee’l haue ficfti for all day,filh 
for falling dayes and more ; or Puddings and Flap-iacks , and 
thou (halt be welcome. 

P<?r.I thankeyou fir. 

2.Harkc you,my friend, You faid you could not beg. 

Per. I did but craue. 

2.But craue f then ileturne crauertoo, 

And fo I lhall fcape whipping. 

Per. Why, are all your beggers whipt then? 

a.Oh not all, my friend, not all : for if all yourbeggers were 
whipt,I would wifh no better office,then to be Bcadle.ButMa- 
fter,lle go draw the Net. 

Per. Hove well this honeft mirth becomes their labour ? 

Per* 



i.Hearke you fir, do you know where ye are i 
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Pericles Prime of Tyre. 

Per. Not well. 

i.I tellyou.this is called Pantapoles , 

And our Kiug,thc good Sjmonides. 

Per. The good King Sjmonides, do you call him i 

i.I fir,and he deferues fo to be call’d. 

For his peaceable raignc,and good gouernment. 

Per.He is a happy King,fince he gaines from 
His Subie£ts,the name ofgood,by his gouernment. 

How farre is his Court diftant from this fhore ? 

1. Marry fir,halfeadaies iourney : and lie tell you, hee hath a 
faire daughter, and to morrow is her birth-day, and there are 
Princes and Knights comefrom all parts of the world, to Iuft 8 c 
Turney for her loue. 

Ptfr.Were my fortunes equall to my defires, 

I could wifti to make one there. 

i.O fir.things muft be as they may : and what a man 
cannot get,he may lawfully deale for his wiucs foule. 

Enter thereto Fiflier-men, drawing vp a Net . 

2. Helpe, Mafter, helpe, hcere’s a hfti hangs in theNet, like a 
poore mans right in the law, twill hardly come out, Ha bots 
on’t,tis come atlaft,and tis turnd to a rufty Armour. 

Per. An Armour,friends,I pray you let me lee it. 

Thankes Fortune,yct that after all croflcs. 

Thou giueft me fomewhat to repaire my fclfe : 

And though it was mine owne part ofmy heritage. 

Which my dead father did bequeathe me. 

With this ftrnft charge,eucn as he left his life .• 

Keepe it,my Pericles , it hath beene a Ihield 
Twixt me and death; and pointed to this Brayfe : 

For that it faued me ; keepe it in like neceffity : 

The which the gods protc£l thee, Fame may defend thee. 

It kept where I kept, I fo dearely loued it. 

Till the rough Seas (that fpares not any man) 

Tooke itinrage,though calm’d hath giuen’tagainc; 

I thanke thee for’t,my (hip wrack now’s no ill. 

Since 1 haue heie my fathers gift in’s will. 

T 2 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

y. What meane you fir ? 

Per. T o beg of you (kinde friends) this coatc of worth. 

For it was fometime Target to a King, 

I know it by this markc : he loued me dearely, 

And for his fake, I wifti the hauing of it : 

And that you’d guide me to your Soueraigns Court, 

Where with it 1 may appeare a Gentleman : 

And if that euer my low fortune’s better. 

He pay your bounties ; till then reft your debtcr. 
i .VVhy.wilt thou turney for the Lady ? 

Per.Ue (hew the vertue 1 haue borne in A rmes. 

1 .Why take it, and the gods giue thee good an’t. 
a.Buthearke you my friend, t’was we that made vp this gar- 
ment through the rough feames of the waters : there are certain 
condolemcnts, certaine vailes ; 1 hope fir,if you thriue, you’l re- 
member from whence you had them* 

Per. Beleeue it I will : 

By your furtherance l am doathd in Steele, 

And fpight of all the rupture of the lea. 

This lewell holds his building onmy arme : 

Vritothy value I will mount my felfc. 

Vpon a Courfer,whofe delight fteps. 

Shall make the gazer ioy to fee him tread ; 

Onely (my friend) I yet am vnprouided of a payre of Bafes. 

2.Wec’l fureprouide, thou ftialt haue 
My beft gowne to make thee a paire ; 

And lie bring thee to the Court my felfe. 

P^.Then honour be but a Goale to my will. 

This day He nle,or elfe addc ill to ill. 

Enter Simonides with attendants, and Thai pi. 

King.htt the Knights ready to begin the Triumph? 
j.Lord.They are my Liege,and ftay your comming. 

To prefent themfelues. 

J£/»g\Returne them,we are ready,and our daughter heere. 

In honour of whofe birth,thefe triumphs are, 

Sits here like beauties childe.whom Nature gat. 

For 

- 
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P tricks Prime of Tyre . 

Formen to fee^and feeing wonder at. 

Thai.lt pleafeth you (my royall father) to expreffc 
My commendations great s whofc merits lefle* 

King. It’s fit it fliould be fo ; for Princes are 
A modell which heauen makes like it felfc : 

As Iewels lofe their glory,if neglefted, 

So Princ.es their Renownes^f not refpefted : 

Tis now your honour (Daughter) to entertainc 
The labour of each Knighton his deuice. 

Thai . Which topreferue mine honourjle performe. 

The firfi Knight paffes by . 

Ktng.YV ho is the firft,that doth preferrehimfelfc f 
Thai. A Knight of Sparta (my renowned father) 

And the deuice he beares vpon his fliield, 

Isa blacke Ethyope reaching at the Sunne ; 

The word ; Lux tua vita mihi ♦ 

King. He loues you well^that holds his life of you- 
The fecond Knight . 

Who is the fecond, that prefents himfelfc ? 

Tha. A Prince of C JWacedon (my royall Father) 

And the deuice he beares vpon his Shield, 

Is an armed Knight,that*s conquered by a Lady. 

The Motto thus in Spaniftr.P^ Per dole era kge per for fa. 

The third Knight. 

King And what’s the third/ 

Thai. The third of Antioch ; and his deuice, 

A wreathe of Chiualry : the word ^Me Pompeypronexit apex . , 

The fourth Knight. 

KingyV hat is the fourth ? 

7 ^/.A burningTorch that’s turned vpfide downe; 

The word ; Qui me alit me extinguit. 

King. Which fhewes that beauty hath his power and will. 
Which can as well enflame,as it can kill. 

The fift Kmght . 

Thai Thefift,an handenuironed with clouds 3 
Holding out gold, that’s by the touch-ftone tride ; 

T 3 The 






per teles Prtncesf Tyre, 

The Motto thus : Sic fpettandafides. 

The fix t Knight. 

King. And what’s the fixe and la'll, the which the Knight him- 
felfe with ftich a gracefull courtefie deliuered ? 

That . He leemes to be a ftranger : but his Prefent is 
A withered Branch, that’s onely greene at top j 
The Motto, In hac spe vino. 

King. A pretty morrall; from the dcie&ed ftate wherein hee 
is, he hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourilh. 

i .LordMe had need meane better then his outward jfhew can 
any way fpe»ke in his iull commend .• For by his rully out-fide, 
heappearcs to haue pra&ifed more the Whipftocke, then the 
Lance. 

i.Lord.Hc well may be a ftranger,forhe comes to an honord 
triumph ftrangely furnilht. 

3. Lord . And on fet purpofe let his armour ruft 
Vntill this day, to fcowre it in the duft. 

King .Opinion’s but a foole,that makes vs fcan 
The outward habite,by the inward man. 

But llay,the Knights are comming. 

We will with-draw into the Gallery. 

Great fhontes, and all cry. The meane Knight. 

Enter the King and' Knights from Tilting. 

King. Knights, to fay you’r welcome,were fuperfluous. 

I place vpon the volume of your deeds. 

As in a Title page, your worth in armes; 

Were more then you expe£t,or more then’s fit. 

Since euery worth in Ihew commends it felfe : 
prepare for mirth,for mirth comes at a feaft. 

You arePrinces,andmy guefts. 

Thai, But you my Knight and gueft. 

To whom this wreathe of vi&ory I giue, 

And crowneyou King of this daies happinefle. 

Per.Tis more by fortune (Lady) then by merit. 

King.CzH it by what you will,the day is yours. 

And heere, I hope, is none that enuies it: 



Pericles Pr ince of Tyre, 

In framing an Artift, Art hath thus decreed. 

To make fome good,but others to exceed. 

And you her laboured fcholler : come Queene of th’feaft 
For (daughter) fo you arc, here take your place: 

Martiall the reft,as they deferue their grace. 

Kntghts.We arc honoured much by good Symontdes. 

King. Your prelenceglads our daies,honour welouc, 
For who hates honour, hates the Gods aboue. 

C#f<*r/ 2 ?.Sir,yonder is your place. 

Per. 'Some other is more fit. 

1 .Knight .Contend not fir,for we are gentlemen. 

That neither in our hearts,nor outward eyes, 

Enuie the great,nor do the low defpife. 

You are right courteous Knights. 

JTM*£.Sit,fit,fit. 

By lone (l wonder) that is King of thoughts, 

Thefe Cates refill me,he not thought vpon. 

Thai. By Imo (that is Queene of Marriage) 

All Viands that I eate do feeme vnfauory, 

Wilhing him my meate : fure hee’s a gallant gentleman. 

King. Hee’s but a country gentleman : has done no more 
Then other Knights haue done,has broken a llaffc. 

Or fo ; let it pafie. 

Thai.T o me he feemes Diamond to Glafle. 

Per. Yon King’s to me.like to my fathers picture. 
Which tels me in that glory once he was. 

And Princes fat like ftars about his Throne, 

And he the Sunne,for them to reuerence 
None that beheld him,but like leffer lights. 

Did vaile their Crownes to his fupremacy ; 

VVbere now his fonne like a Glo-worme in thenight. 

The which hath fire in darkneffe.none in light : 

Whereby I fee that time’s the King of men. 

For hee’s their Parents,and he is their grauc. 

And giucs them what he will,not what they craue. 

King. What, are you merry, Knights? 

Knights,W ho can be other in this roy all prefence ? 




Pericles Prince of 'fjte. 

X/>;£.Heere 3 with a cup that’s ftur’d vnto the brim. 

As you do loue,fill to your Miftreffe lips, 

Wednnke this health to you. 

Knights. We thanke your Grace, 

King.Y ct paufe a while ; yon Knight doth fit too melancholy, 
As if the entertainment in our Court, 

Had not a ftiew might counteruaile his worth : 

Note it not you, Thaifa ? 

ThaiJVV hat is*t to me my father? 

K^.O,attend my daughter, 

Princes in this, fhould Hue likeGods aboue. 

Who freely giue to euery one that come to honour them : 

And Princes not doing fo,are like to Gnats, 

Which make a found, but kild,are wondred at : 

Therefore to make his enterance more fweet, 

Heere,fay we drinke this (landing boule of wine to him. 

Thai. Alaffe my father, it befits not me, 

Vnto a ftranger Knight to be fo bold. 

He may my proffer take for an offence, 

Since men take womens gifts for impudence. 

King. How ? do as I bid you, or youl moue me elfe. 

Thai.Now by the Gods, he could not pleafe me better. 

King. And furthermore tell him, we defire to know of him, 
Of whence he is,his name and Parentage. 

Thai.The King my father (fir) hath drunke to you. 

Per. I thanke him. 

Thai.VVi(h\ng it fo much blood vnto your life. 

Ter I thanke both him and you, and pledge him freely. 

Thai. And further, he defires to know of you. 

Of whence you are, your name and parentage. 

Per. A gentleman of Tyrejny name Pericles , 

My education beene in Artes and Armes. 

V Vho looking for aduentures in the world. 

Was by the rough leas reft of fhips and men. 

And after fhip-wracke,driuen vpon this fhore. 

TW.He thankes your Grace 5 names himfelfe Pericles , 

A gentleman of 7)n?,who onely by misfortune of the leas. 

Bereft 
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1 ertcLe s Prtnceof Tyre . 
Bereft of {hips and me»,caft on the fhore. 

A P kt y his misfortune, 

And will awake him from his melancholy. 



Come gentlemen, we fit too long on trifles 
And waftc the time.which lookes for other reucls, 
tuen in your armours as you are addreft. 

Will well become a Souldiers dance : 

I will not haue cxcufe, with faying that 

Lowd muficke is too harfli for Ladies heads. 

Since they loue men in Armes.as well as beds. 

They dance . 

So,this was well asked.t’was fo well performde 
Come firjheere’s a Lady that wants breathing too : 
And I haue heard, you Knights of Tyre, 

Are excellent in making Ladies trip, ■. 

And that their meafures are as excellent. 

P^.Inthofe that praftife them, they are (my Lord. J 
Kwg.Oh that s as much, as you would be denied ' 

Of your faire courtefie : vndafpe, vnclafpe. 

They dance. , f 

Thankes gentlemen to all ; all haue donfc well. 

But you the belt.- Pages and Lights, to conduct 
Thefe Knights vnto their fcucrall Lodgings.- 
ours fir, we haue giuen order be next our owne. 

Per.l am at your Graces pleafure. 

Kmp] Princes.it is too late to talke of loue. 

And that s the marke I know you leuell at : 

Therefore each one betake him to his reft,* 

To morrow,all for fpeeding do their heft.* 

i-f-JUl Zifa * i j i‘fl - J . 

Enter Htllicanns and € fcancs. ■ 

Jfelt.No Sfcanes , know this ofme, 
t/fntiochas from inceft liued not free : 

For which.the moft high Gods not minding . 

Longer to with-hold the vengeance that 
They had inft'ore,duetothishaynous 
Capitall offence j euen in the height and pride 

V 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

Of all his glory >when he was feated in 
A Chariot of an ineftimable value, and his daughter 
With him ; a fire from heauen came and fliriucld 
Vp thofe bodies eucn to loathing, for they fo ftunke. 

That all thofe eyes ador’d them,ere their fall, 

Scorne now their hand {hould giuc them buriall. 

Efcanes.li was very firange. 

Hell.hni yet but iuftice ; for though this King were great. 
His greatneffe was no guard to barreheauens (haft. 

By finne had his reward. 

Efcan.Tis very true. 

Enter two or three Lords. 

X.Lord. Sec,not a man in priuate conference. 

Or counfell, hath refpeii with him but he. 

i.Lord.lt (Trail no longer greeue without reproofe. 

3 .Lord. And curft be he that will not fecond it. 
i.Lord.?o\\ovi me then : Lord Hellicane , a word. - 
iM.With me ? and welcome,happy day my Lords. 

1 .Lord.Knovt that our griefes are rifen to the top. 

And now atlength they ouerrfiow their bankes. 

Hell. Your griefc$,for what ? 

Wrong not your Prince you loue. 

i .zW. Wrong not your felfe then, noble Hellican , 

But ifthePrince do Hue, let vs falutehim, 

Or know what ground’s made happy by hisbreath : 

If in the world "he liue,weeT feeke him out: 

If in his graue he reft, wee’l finde him there. 

And be refolu’d.he Hues to gouerne vs : 

Or dead,giue’s caufe to mourne his Funerall, 

And leaue vs to opt free Ele&ion. 

z.Lord. Whofe death indecd,the ftrongeft in our cenfure. 
And knowing this Kingdome is without a head. 

Like goodly buildings left without a Roofe, 

Soone fall to ruine : your noble felfe. 

That beft knowes how to rule and how to raigne, 
Wethusfubmitvntopur.Soueraigne. 







Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

Omnes. Liue noble Hellican. 

1Cru elLTt:y , hon ° urs caufc J fotbeare your fufftaees • 

If that you loue Prince Pericles fotbeite g ' 

(Take I your wifti,I leape into the feas, ’ 

Where s howrely trouble,for a minutes cafe) 

A twelue-month Ionger,let me entreate you" 

To forbeare the abfence of your King ; 

If m wh'ch time expirde,he not returne, 

1 Ihall with aged patience beare your yoke. 

But if I cannot win you to this loue, 

Goe fearch like Nobles, like noble Subictfs, 

And in your iearch/pend your aduenturous worth. 
Whom lfyou finde,and winne vnto returne, 
lou (hall like Diamonds fit about his Crowne. 

We with our trauels will endeauor. 

JFfe/men you loue vs,weyou,and wee’l clafpe hands. 
When Pecres thus knit, a Kingdome euer ftands. 

Snter the King reading of a Letter , at one doore , 
and the Knights meete him. 
r .Knight. Good, morrow to the good Simonides. 

i”’£“ ts, ™ orn my daughter this I let you know. 
That for this twelue-month,fhee’l not vndercake 

„™ ar L ri 5 “ : ^ tr rea *° n to her felfe is onely knowne. 

Which from her by no meanes can I get. 

2. Knight .May we not get accefle to her (my Lord) 
King.Fzhh by no meanes, {he hath fo ftriaiy 
Tyed her to her Chamber ,that tis impoflible : 
ne twclue Moones more lhec’l weare Dianas liuery : 

1 his by the eye of Cinthia hath {he vowed. 

And on her Virgin honour will notbreake . 

3 ./v.«^r.I,oth to bid farwcl!,we take our leaues. 
AT/»£.So,chey are well difpatcht. 

Now to my daughters Letter ; {he tels meheerc, 

Shee I wed the Granger Kni gh t, 

V * 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre . 

Or neuer more to vie w nor day nor light. 

Tis well Miftris,your choice agrees with mine, 

I like that well : nay how abfolutc fhee’s in it. 

Not minding whether I diflike or no. 

Well, I do commend her choyfe,and will no longer 
Hauc h be delayed .• foft, heere he comes, 

I mu ft diffemble it. 



Enter Pericles. 

Per. All fortune to the good Simonides 

King. To you as much : Sir,I am beholding to you. 

For your fweet muficke this laft night.* 

I do proteft,my eares were neuer better fed 
With fuch delightfullpleafing harmony. 

Per.lt is your Graces pleafure to commend. 

Not my defert. 

A<»?.Sir,you are Muficks.mafter. i 

Per .The worft of all her fchollcrs (my good Lord) 

/Gwg.Lec me aske you one thing. » 

What do you thinke of my daughter,fir ? 

Per. A moft vertuous Princeffe. 

King. And Chee’s faire too,is fhe not ? 

per. As a faire day in Summer : wondrous faire. 

King. Sir,my Daughter thinks very well ofyou, 

I fp well,that you muft be her Matter, 

And (he will be yourSchollcr; therefore looke to it. 

Per.I am vnworthy to be her fchoole-mafter. 

JiW.Shc thinkes not fo ; perufe this writing elfe. 

Per ! What’s heere, a letter, that fhe loues the Knight of Tyre ? 
Tis the Kings fubtilty to haue my life: 

Oh feeke not to intrap me, gracious Lord, 

A ftranger and diftreffcd gentleman. 

That neuer aimde fo hie, to loue your daughter* 

But bent all offices to honour her. 

Xiag.Thou haft bcwitcht my daughter. 

And thou art a villaine; ■ . 

per. By the Gods Ihaue not j neuter did thought 






Pericles Prince of Tyre. * 

Of mineleuy offence; nor neuer did my actions 
Yet commence, a deed mighc gaine her loue, 

Or your difpleafure. 

.fo'»jr.Traitor,thou lyeft. 

Pw.Traitor? 

•K«g.I,traitor. 

Pcr.Euen in his throate,vnleffe it be a King, 

That cals me traitor ,1 returnethe lye. 

A/#jr.Now by the Gods I do applaud his courage. 

Per My a&ions are as noble as my. thoughts. 

That neuer relliftit of a bafe difcenc : 

I came vnto your Court for honours caufe. 

And not to be a Rebell to her ftate : 

And he that otherwife accounts of me, 

This fword lhall prooue,hee’s honours enemie. 

Kw^.No? here comes my daughter,fhc can witneffeic, „ 

Enter Thaifit. 

P«*.Then as you are as vertuous,as faire, 

Refolueyour angry father,if my tongue 
Did ere folicite,or my hand fubferibe 
To any fillable that made loue to you ? 

Thai.Why fir,ifyou had,who takes offence. 

At that would make me glad ? 

King . Yea miftns,are you fo peremptoy ? 

I am glad of it with all my heart, dfide* 

lie tame you, lie bring you in fubiedion. 

Will you,not hauingmy confent, 

Beftow your loue and your affc&ions, 

Vpon a ftranger ? who for ought I know, 

May be (nor can I thinke the contrary ) 

As great in blood as I my fellc. 

Therefore hearc you miftreffe.eyther frame 
Your will to mine ; and you fir,’neare you. 

Either be rul’d by me, or lie make you 

Man and wife ; nay, come your hands 
And lips muft fe ale it too : and being ioynd, 

V. 3 Ike 




Pericles Prince of tyre. 

He thus your hopes deftroy,and for further griefe, 

God giue you ioy ; v/hac,are you both pleafed ? 
TTfci/.YcSjifyou loue me ur. 

/Vr.Euen as my life,ot blood that fofters it. 

J5T/»g’.What,are you both agreed 
Amb. Yes.if itpleafe your Maiefty. 

Ktng. It pleafeth me fo well, that I will fee you wed,- 
And then with whathafre you can,gcc you to bed. 

Enter Gower* 

Now yfleepe flaked hath the rout. 

No din but fnores about the houfe. 

Made lovvder by the ore-fe bcaft. 

Of this mod pompous marriage feaft : 

The Cat with eyne of burning coale. 

Now coutches from the Mouses hole ; 

And Cricket fing at the Ouens mouth. 

Are the blither for their drouth : 

Hymen hath brought the Bride to bed. 

Where by the lofle of mayden-hcad, 

A babe is moulded, by attent. 

And time that is fo briefly fpent. 

With your fine fancies quaintly each. 

What’s dumbe in Aiew.Ileplaiue with Ipeech. 

■Enter Pericles and Simonides at one doore with attendants , a mejfen - 
ger meetes them,k»eeles ,andgiues Per teles a letter ,Pericles fawes 
it Symonides, the Lords kneele to him’, then enter 7 hay fa with 
childe .with Ljchorida a Nnrfi, the King [hewes her the Letter, fa 
reioyces : [he and Pericles take leatte of her father, and depart. 

By many a dearne and painfull pearch 
Of Pericles , the carefull fcarch. 

By the foure oppofing Crignes, 

Which the world together ioynes. 

Is made with all due diligence. 

That horfe and faile.and high expence. 

Can freed the queft at laft from Tyre, 

Fame 



The men of Tyrus, on the head 

Of Hellicamts would fet on 

The crowne of 7>*,but he will none : 

The mutany.he there hafles t’opprefle, 

Saycs to thcm,if King Pericles 
Come not home in twice fix Mooncs, 

He obedient to their doomes, 

W T ill take the Crowne : the fum of this 
Brought hither to Penlapolis, 

Irony fried the Regions round. 

And euery one with claps can found. 

Our beyre apparant is a King : 

Who dreampt ? who thought of fuch a thing ? 
Briefe,he muft hence depart to Tyre , 

His Queene with childe,makes her defirc, 
VVhich who fhall crofre along to goe. 

Omit we all their dole and woe r 
Lychorida her Nurfe Ihe takes. 

And fo to fea ; then veffell friakes. 

On Neptune s billow, halfe the flood. 

Hath their Keele cut s but fortune moou’d 
Varies againc,thc griflee North 
Difgorges fuch a tempeft forth, 

That as a Ducke for life that driues. 

So vp and downe the poore friip diues 
The Lady frireekes,and well-a-neere, 

Doth fall intrauaile with her feare : 

And what enfues in this ficlfe ftormc, 

Shall for it felfe,it felfe performe : 

I nill relate,a<ftion may 
Conueniently the reft.conuay j 
VVhich might not ? what by me i$ told, 

In your imagination hold : 



Ptrtdcs Prince of Tyre . 
Fame anfwering themoft ftrangc enquire, 
To th Court of King Symonides , 

Are letters brought, the tenour thefe : 
tsfntiochus and his daughter’s A^A 






This. 








Pericles Prince of Tyre, 

This Stage,the Ship, vpon whole Decke, 

The Seas toft Pmc/r^appeares to fpeake. 

Enter T’ericles on Sbipboord. 

Per. The God of this great vatt,rebuke thefefurge* 

Which wafh both heauen and hell, and thou that haft 
Vpon the windes command, binde them in Braffe, 

Hailing cald them from the deeps, O ftill 
Thy dearning dreadfull thunders, daily quench 
Thy nimble (ulpherous flafhes : O how Lichorid/tf 
How does my Queene ? then ftorme venomoufly. 

Wilt thou fpeat all thy felfe? the Seamans whittle 
Is a whifper in the cares of death, 

Vnheavd Lichorida ? Lucina, oh ! 

Diuineftpatrone(Tc,and my wife, gentle 
To thofe that cry by night, conuey thy Deity 
Aboard our dauncing Boat, make fwift the pangs 
Of my Queenes trauailes.Now Lichorida. 

Enter Lychorida. 

Lychor. Heere is a thing too young for fuchaplace, • 

Who if it had conceit, would dye,as I am like to do : 

Take in your armes this peece of your dead Queene. 

Per, How ? how Lychorida ? 

Lychor. Patience good fir,do not affift the ftorme, 

Hcere’s all that is left lining of your Queene ; 

A little Daughter, for the fake of it 
Be manly, and take comfort. 

Ter.O you Gods ! 

Why do you make vs loue your goodly gifts. 

And fnatch them ftraight away ? 

We heere below,recall not what we giue. 

And therein may vfe honour with you. 

Lychor .Patience good fir,cuen for this charge. 

Per .Now milde may be thy life. 

For a more blufterous birth had neuer Babe : 

Quiet and gentle thy conditions ; 

For thou art the rudelieft welcome to this yvorld. 

That 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

That euer was Princes childe : happy whatfollowes. 

Thou haft as chiding a Natiuity, 

As Fire, Ayre,Water,Earch, and Heauen can make, 

Toharold thee from the wombe : 

Euen at the firft,thy Ioffe is more then can 
Thy portage quite, with all thou canft finde heere : 

Now the good Gods throw their belt eyes vpon it. 

Enter two Saylert. 

1, What courage fir ? God faueyou. 

Per . Courage enough, I do not feare the flaw. 

It hath done to me the worft : yet for the loue 
Of this poore infant, this frclh new fca-farer, 

I would it would be quiet. 

1 .&^/.Slack the bolins there ; thou wilt not,wilt thou ? 
Blow and fplit thy lelfe. 

i'Sayl. But fea-roome, and the brine and dowdy billow 
kiffe the Moone,I care not. 

t .Sayl. Sir, your Queene mult ouer board. 

The fea workes hie,the winde is lowd. 

And will not lye till the Ihip be cleared of the dead. 

Pcr.That’s your fuperftition. 

1 .Pardon vs fir ; with vs at Sea it hath bin ftill obferued. 

And we are ftrong in eaftcrne.therefore briefly yeeld her. 

Ter.hs you thinke meece,for flic muft ore board ftraight, 
Moft wretched Queene. 

Lychor . Heere fhe lies fir. 

c Per. A terrible child-bed haft thou had (my deare) 

No fight,no fire, the vnfriendly Elements 
Forgot thee vtterly.nor haue I time 
T o bring thee hallowd to thy graue,but ftraight 
Muft caft thee fcarfely coffind,in oare. 

Where for a Monument vpon thy bones. 

The ayre remaining lampes,the belching Whale, 

And humming water muft ore-whelme thy corpes s 
Lying with Ample fliels .* Oh Lychorida, 

Bid Nejlor bring me Spices,Tneke and Paper, 

My Casket and my Iewels,and bid Nicatider 

X Bring 




iWi 





Brass 



rencies rrmccof lyre. 

Bring me the Sattin Coffin ; lay the Babe 
Vpon the Pillow; hie thee,whiles I fay 
A prieftly farwell to her : fodainely,woman. 

a.Str.we haue a Cheft beneath the hatches, 

Caulkt and bittumed ready. 

Per. I thanke thee .• Mariner fay, what Coaft is this ? 
a.We are ncere Tbarfus. 

JVr.Thither gentle Marriner, 

Alter thy courfe for Tyre : when canft thou reach it ? 
a.By breake of day,if the winde ceafe. 

Per. O make for Tharfus, 

There will I vifite Cleonjot the Babe 

Cannot hold out to Tyrut ; there lie leaue it 

At catcfuU nurfing: goe the wayes good Marriner, 

lie bring the body prefently. Exit, 

Enter Lord C etymon with a fern ant, 

Cer. Phy lemon, hoe. 

Enter Phy lemon. 

Pbyl . Doth my Lord call ? 

Cer .Get fire and meatc for theft poore men. 

It hath bcene a turbulent and ftormy night. 

Ser.I haue beene in many ; but fuch a night as this. 

Till now,I neare endured,, 

Cer. Your Mafter will be dead ere you returne. 

There’s nothing can be mini fired to nature. 

That can recouer him : giue this to the Pothecary, 

And tell me how it workes. 

Enter two Gentle men. 
l.CJent.Good morrow, 
z.Gent. Good morrow to your Lord (hip. 
Cer.Gentlemen,why do you ftirre fo earely ? 
i.(jc»f,Sir,our lodgings (landing blcake vpon thefta, 
Shooke as if the earth did quake .* 

The very principles did feeme to rend and all to topple* 

Pure furprize and feare,madc me to leaue the houft. 

V.GtttU 









_ Prince of 7y r i. 

a.Gotf.That is tbccaufe wc trouble you fo early 
Tis not our husbandry. ? 7 y > 

C er ' O you fay vsrclf/ 

i But I math maruaile that your Lordfhip 

Jrr S tfl h atti , r f ab ° Ut y° U>(hould 3t thcfe early houM, 
Shake off the golden (lumber of repoft ; tis moft ((range ‘ 

Nature fhould be fo conuerfant with paine ° * 

Being thereto not compelled . 

Cer. I hold it euer Vertue and Cunning. 

Were endowments greater,thcn Nobleneffc and Riches 
C arelefie heyres may the two latter darken and expend •* 
But immortality attends the former,' r * 

Making a man a God : 

Tis knownc,I euer haue ftudied Phyficke, 

Through which ftcrct Art, by turning ore Authority. 

I haue together with my pra<5tife,made familiar 3 

To me and to my aide,the bed infufions that dwels 
In VegitiueSjin Mettals,Stones: and can fpeakeofthe 
Difturbances that Nature works, and of her cures ; 

Which doth giue me a more content in courfe of truefdelieht 
Then to be thirfty after tottering H onour, 8 

Or tye my pleafure vp in filken Bags, 

To pleafc the Foole and Death. 

2.<7«rf.Your honour hath through Efbefus, 

Poured foorthyour charity,and hundreds call themfelues 
Your Creatures ; who by you haue beene reftored. 

And not your knowledge, your perfonall paine, * 

But euen your purft dill open,hath built Lord hrirnni 
Such ftrong renowne,as neuer (hall dfcay. 

Enter two or three with A Cheft, 

S«\Sq,lifc there, 

Cer. What’s that? 

Ser .Sir, euen now did the fea toffe vp vpon ourfltorc 
This Cheft ; tis of fome wracke. 

Cer .Set it downe.let vs looke vpon it, 
a.<7f«/.Tis like a Coffin, fir. 

X % 
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Pericles Prince of Tire, 

Cer .What ere it be,tis wondrous heauy ; 

Wrench it open ftraigbt .• 

If the feas ftomacke be ore-charg’d with gold, 

Tisa good conftraint of Fortune it belches vpon vs, 

‘i.Gent, Tis fo,my Lord. 

Ccr.How clofetiscaulktandbottomdjdid the fea call itvp? 
Ser . I neuer faw fo huge a billow fir, as toft it vpon Ihore, 

Cer. Wrench it open ; it fmels moft fweetly in my fence, 
a. Gent.h delicate Odour. 

Cer . As euer hit my noftrill .* fo,vp with it. 

Oh you moft potent Gods } what’s heere,a Coarfc ? 
a.Ge«.M6ft ftrange. 

Cer.Shrowded in cloth of ftate,balmd and entreafured 
With fullbags of fpices,a Pafport to Apollo, 

Pcrfe& me in the Chara£lers. 

Heere Igiue to vnderftand, 

/fere this fijfindriue a land . ; 

/ King Per teles haue loft 

This Queene, worth all our mundaitte coft s 

Who finds her,giue her burying , 

She was the daughter of a King. 

Tefides this treafitre for a fee. 

The Gods requite his charitie. 

If thou liueft Pericles, thou haft a heart 
That euen crackes for woe this chanc’d to night, 
a.Ge»f .Moft likely fir, 

Cer .Nay certainly to night, for looke how frefli ftie lookes. 
They were too rough,that threw her in the fea. 

Make a fire within,fetch hether all my boxes in my Clofet, 
Death may vfurpe on Nature many houres. 

And yet the fire of life kindle againe the ore-preft fpirits. 

1 heard of an Egyptian that had nine houres bene dead,. 

Who was by good appliance recouered. 

Enter one with Napkins and Fire . 

Well faid, well faid,the-fixe and eteathes. 



Pericles Prmce of Tyre, 

The rough and wofull muficke that we haue, 

Caufe it to found I befeech you : 

The Viall once more ; how thou ftirreft thou blocke? 

The muficke there : I pray you giue her ayre ; 

Gentlemen, this Queene willliue. 

Nature awakes a warme breath out of her ; 

She hath not bene entranc’d aboue fiue houres. 

See how Ihe gins to blow into lifes flower againe, 

i.(/«».The heauens through you, encreafe-our wonder, 
And fets vp your fame for euer, 

Gr.Sheis aliue, behold her eye-lids, 

Gafes to thofe heauenly jewels which Per ides hath loft. 

Begin to part their fringes of bright gold. 

The Diamonds of a moft praifed water doth appeare. 

To make the world twice rich,liue,and make vs weepe. 

To heare your fate, fake creature,rare as you feeme to be. . 

She moves. 

Thai.O deare Diana, where am I £ where’s my Lord ? 

What world is this ? 

2 . Gent.h not this ftrange ? 

1 .Cjent . Moft rare. 

Cer.Hufh (my gentle neighbour) lend meyour hands. 

To the next chamber beare her , get Ironed $ 

Now this matter muft be lookt too,for the relapfe 
Is mortall .• come,come,and Efeulapius guide vs. 

They carr ie her away. Exeunt ensues. 

Enter Per teles at Tharfusyoith Cleon and Dionizia. . 

P«*.Moft honourd ^7«#,I muft needs be gone, . 

My twelue months are expirde,and Tyre ftands 
In a peace : you and your Lady take from my heart < 

All thankfulneffe,TheGods make vp the reft vpon you. 

£7fo«.Your fbakos of fortune , though they haunt you 
Mortally, yet glance full wondringly on vs. 

Dion. O your fweete Queene J that the ftridt fates had pleafpd 
'You had brought her hither to haue bleft mine cies with her. 

.Per.Weeannot but obey the powers aboue vs; 

X}, Could 





per met prmce of pyre. 

Could I rage and rore as doth the fe a Qie lies in. 

Yet the end muft be as tis : my gentle babe (JHarina, 

Whom ( for fhe was borne at Sea) I hauc named-fo, 

Heere,I chargeyour charity withall; leauing her 
The infant of your care,befecching you to giue her 
Princely training, that (he may be mannerd as flie is borne* 

C&w.Feare not (my Lord) but thinke your Grace, 

That fed my Country with your Come ; for which. 

The peoples prayers daily fall vpon you,tnuft in your childe 
Be thought on,if negle<ft fhould therein make me vile, 

The common body by you relieu'd, 

Would force me to my duty : but if to that. 

My nature need a fpurre,t'nc Gods reuenge it 
Vpon me and mine, to the cndc of generarion. 

Prr.Ibeleeue you,your honour and your goodnefle. 

Teach me toot without your vowes,tiLl fhe be married, 
Madame, by bright Diana , whom we honour. 

All vnfifterd fhall this heyre of mine remaine. 

Though I (hew will in’t ; fo I take my leaue : 

Good Madame,make mebleflcd, in your care 
In bringing vp my childe. 

Dion. I haue one my felfe, who (hall not be more deeretomy 
refpeil then yours, myLord. 

/Vr.Madame,my thanks and prayers. 

Cleon. Wee’l bring your Grace to the edge of the ftiore, then 
giue you vp to the masked Neptune, and the gentleft windes of 
heauen. 

'Ter . I will embrace your offcr,come deereft Madame, 

O no teares Lychorida , no teares, looke to your little Mjftris, on 
whofe grace you may depend heereafter .• come my Lord. 

Enter Ceryman And Thayfa. 

C<T.Madam,this Letter, and fome certaine Jewels, 

Lay w)th you in your Coffer,which arc at your command : 
Know you the Chara&er ? 

Thai.lx, is my Lords.thatlwas Ihipt at lea, I well remember, 
euen on my learning time : but whether there deliuered, by the 

holy 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre, 

ho, y G ,°^> j cannot rightly fay : but finccKrag Pericles my 
wedded Lord,I nere (hall fee againe, a vaftall liucry will I take 
me to,andneucr more haue ioy. 4 

C/fr.Madame,if this you purpofe as ye fpcake 
Dianaes Temple is not diftant farre. 

Where you may abide till your date expire, 

Moreouer if you pleafc,aNeece.of mine. 

Shall there attend you. 

Thai. My recompence is thank$,that’s all. 

Yet my good will is grcat,though the gift frnall. Exit. 

Enter Gower . 



Gonw.Imagine “Pericles arriude at Tyre, 
Welcomd and letled to hisowne defire j 
His wofullQueene we leaue at Epbcfits , 

Vnto Diana there's a Votarifle. 

Now to Marina bend your minde. 

Whom our faft growing feene muft finde 
At Tharfusfind by Cleon traind 
In mufickes letters, who hath gaind 
Of education all the grace 
Which makes hie both the art and place 
Ofgcnerall wonder: but alacke 
Thar monftcr Enuy oft the wracke 
Of earned praife, Marinas life 
Sceke to takeoffby treafons knife. 

And in this kinde,our Cleon hath 
One daughter and a full growne wench, 

Eucn ripe for marriage fight:, this Maid 
Hight Philoten : and it is faid 
For certaine in our ftory,flie 
W ould euer wittt Marina be, 

Beet when they weaude the fleded filke, 

With fingers long,fmall,whitcas milke. 

Or when file would with fharp.e.ncedle wound. 
The Cambricke which Ihe made more found 
By hurti ng it, or when f oo*th Lute 
She fung,and made the night bed mute. 



That 1 
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7mm mm toy ijn. 
That ftill records within one,or when 
She would with rich and conftant pen, 
Vaileto herMiftrefle Dian ftill. 

This Phyloten contends in skill 

With abfolute Marina.- fo 

The Doue of Pafhos might with the crow 

Vie feathers white, Marina gets 

All praifes, which are paide as debts* 

And not as giucn,this fo darkes 
In Phyloten all gracefull markes. 

That Qeons wife with enuy rare, 

Aprefent murderer does prepare 
For good CMarina , that her daughter 
Might ftand peereleffe by this (laughter. 
The (boner her vile thoughts to ftead, 
Lycborida our Nurfe is dead. 

And curfed Dioni&ia hath 

The pregnant inftrument of wrath. 

Preft for this blow, the vnbornc euent, 

I do commend to your content. 

Only I carried winged Time, 

Pofte on the lame feete of my rime, 

Which neucr could I foconuay, 

Vnleffc your thoughts went on my way. 
Dioni&ia doth appeare. 

With Leonine a murderer. 






Exit. 



nets ■ 



Enter Dioniz,ia and Leonine. , , 

•Dion .Thy oath remember.thou haft fworne to do it, tisbut a 
blow,which neuer (hall be knowne,thou canft not do a thing m 
the world fo foone.to yeeld theefo much profite,let not conlci- 
ence which is but cold, in flaming thy loue bofome^enflame too 
nicely; nor let pitty, which cuen women: haue caft oft, mew .thee, 
but be a foldiourto thy parpofev ***•>» i-, ■ nsi ' * • 

Leon.l will doo’t,but yet (he is a goodly creature, r- s 
Dion. The fitter then the Gods (hould haue b cr, 

Heere (he comes weeping for her oncly Miftrcffe death, • 



Leon. I am refolu’d. 

, a* v, En T LMarifia #*£ a basket off lower t 

a laftmg florae, h urrying me from my friends. 

Dion How now Marina? why deVe weepe alone? 

How chance my dau ghter is not with you ? P 
Doe not confume your blood with fon owing 

J£; C10 ^ ofmc ‘ L <”d how your fauour's 
Chang d, with this vnprofitablewoe: 

ST g,U T, e y° ur flo , WCrS> cre thc fea ™rre it, 

Walke with Leonine , the ayre is quicke there. 

And n pierces and (harpens the ftomacke ; 

c TImT take her by thc arme > walkc with hcf * 

n r P ra y y° u > Ile not bereaue you of your ftruant* 

felff I?*h Con,e * u 0m r IIouethe King your father, and your 
felfe. with more then forraine heart ; we euery day expeahim 

thus blafted. 311 J fi " dc ourParagonJo allreports 

blamp * r W1 j rc Pf nt C ^ e breadth of his great Voyage,, 

yourbeftiuL^C 3 T ldmeC ’ lhatWce haue taken no drew 
, * courfe f Go I pray you, walke and be chearfufl once 

C ° mpl ' xion - Which did «'»<' 

Care not for me, I can go home alone. 

Mtr.WellJ will go, but yet I haue no defire to it. 

W,WU f ° me > comc > 1 kn °w ’tis good for you : 

Walke halfe an houre Leonine , at thc lead. 

Kemember what I haue faide. 

Leon. I warrant you Madam. 

<* dPT * e ^ uc y° u my fweet Lady, for a whileipray walke 

you * doc not hcatc your blood j What, I muft haue a care of 

^ Uttar. 



ill 



I 



! Ill 
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rc/nw r nrticvf i jtz% 

MarMry thanks fwect Madame.Is the winde Wefterly that 
blowes? 

Z,«#.South>weft. 

U*f*r.When I was borne, the winde was North. 

Leon. Waft To? 

Mar, My father, as Nurfe faith, did neuer feare, but cryed 
oood fea-men to the faylers, galling his Kingly hands, hailing 
ropes,and clafpingto the Maft, endured a feathat almoft burft 
the decke. 

Leen When was this i 

Mar. When I was borne, neuer was waues nor winde more 
violent ,*and from the ladder tackle, wadies oft* a canuas clymer, 
ha, faith one, wilt out i and with a dropping indudry they skip 
from fterne to ftcrne : the Boat-fwaine whittles, and the Matter 
calles and trebles their confufion. 

Leon .Come/ay your prayers. 

Mar . What meant you ? 

Z,fo#.lfyou require a little fpace for prayer, 1 grant it, pray, 
but be not tedious, for the Gods are quicke of earc, and 1 am 
fworne to do my worke with hafte. 

Why, will you kill me ? 

Leon . To fatisfie my Lady. 

Mar. Why would die haue me kitd now ? as I can remember 
by my troth, I neuer did her hurt in all my life, I neuer fpake 
bad word, nor did ill turne to any liuing creature : bcleeue me 
now I neuer kild a Moufe,nor hurt a Flie .• I trod vpon a worme 
once againft my will,but 1 wept for it. How haue I offended, 
wherein my death might yeeld her any profite,or my life imply 
her any danger? 

Leon. My Commiftion is not to reafon of the dccd,but doo t. 
Mar. Youwill not doo’t for all the world, I hope : you are 
well fauoured,and your lookes fore-lhew you haue a very gen- 
tle heart, 1 faw you lately when you caught hurt in parting 
two that fought /good-footh it fhewd well in you,do fo now, 
your Lady l'eekcs my life, come you betweene, and faue poore 
me the weaker. 

Leon . I am fworne, and will difpatch. 

Enter 
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Verities ? met of 'Tyre. 

fov wormes, but He go fearch the market. Exit. 

Pand. Three or foure thoufand Chickccns were as pretty a 
proportion to Hue quietly, and fo giue ouer, . 

Bawd. Why, to giue ouer 1 pray you ? Is it a (name to get 
when we ate old ? 

Pand. Ob our credit comes not in like the commoditic, nor 
the commodity wages not with the danger : therefore, if in our 
youths we could picke vp fome pretty eftate, t’werc not amiffc 
to keepe our doote hatch’d ; befides, the fore termes wee ftand 
tpoir with the gods, willbe ftrong with vs for giuing ore. 

‘Bawd. Come, other forts offend as well as we. 

Pand. As wel as we, 1, and better too, we offend worfe,nci- 
ther is our profeffion any Trade, it s no calling s but here comes 
Boult, , 

Sitter Boult with the Pirates, and Manna. 

Boult. Come your wayes my matters, you fay fhee's a virgin? 
Sail. O fir, we doubt it not. 

Boult. Matter, I haue gone through for thispeece you fee* 

If you like her, fo ; if not, I haue loft my earneft. 

Bawd. Boult, has {he any qualities i 

Boult, Shce ha’s a good face, fpeakes well, and ha s excellent 
good cloathes: thcr’s no farther neceffity of qualities can make 
her be refufd. 

Bawd. What’s her price, Boult > 

Boult. I cannot be bated one doit of a thoufand peeceSi 

Pand . Well, follow me my matters, you dial haue your mo- 
ney prefently : wife, take her in, inftrua her what fhe has to do 

that (he may not be raw in her entertainment. 

Baud. Boult , take you the markesofher, the colour of her 
haire, complexion, height, age, with warrant ofher virgimty, 
and cry ; He that will giue moft,(hal haue her firft. Suchamai 
den-head were no cheap thing, if men were as they haue bene : 
Get this done as I command you. 

Boult. Performance (hall follow. 

■Mar. Alacke that Leonine was fo flacke, fo flow s 
He fnould haue ftruckc, not fpoke j 




- 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

Or that thefe Pirates, not enough barbarous. 

Had not ore-boord throwne me, for to feeke my mother. 

Baud. Why weepe you pretty one ? 

Mar . That I am pretty. 

Baud. Come, the gods haue done their partin you. 

Mar. I accufe them not. . 

Baud. You are light into my hands. 

Where you are like to Hue. 

Mar. The more my fault, to fcape his hands. 

Where I was like to dye. 

Baud. I, and you (hall Jiue in pleafiire. 

Mar. No. 

Baud. Yes indeede (hall you, and tafte Gentlemen ofall f a » 
fhions. You (hall fare well ; you-lhall haue the difference of all 
complexions : what, de’yeftop your eares ? 

Mar. Are you a womanV 

Baud. What would you haue me to bee, if I bee not a wo- 
man? 

Ttiar. Anhoneft woman, or not a woman. 

Baud. Marry whip thee Getting Ithinkel (hall fomethine 
to do with you. Come, y are a yong.foolilh fapling, and mutt 
be bowed as I would haue ye # 

2fcfor.Thc gods defend me. 

Baud. If it pleafe the gods to defend you by men, then men 
muft comfort you, men muft feede you, men mu A ftir you vp : 
Boults return’d. ' * r 



Now fir, haft thou cride her through the Market ? 

Boult* I haue cride her almoft to.the number of her hakes, 

1 haue drawne her picture with my voice. 

. Ba » d - And prechec tell me, how doft thou finde the inclina- 
tion of the people, efpecially of the yonger fort ? 

Boult. Faith they liflned to me, as they would haue hearkned 
to their fathers Teftament. There was a Spaniardes mouth fo 
watered, that he went to bed to her very defeription. 

Baud. Wee fhall haue him heere to morrow with his beft 





Pericles Prince of Type. 

Poult. T o night, to night,but Miftreffe, doe you know the 
French Knight that cowres i’th hams? 

B aud.VVho, Moun ficr V~erolln< ? 

Boult. I,he offered to cut a caper at the proclamation, but he 
made a grone at it,and fwore he would fee her to morrow. 

2?W.VVell,wcll,asforhimhe brought his difeafe hither, 
here he doth but repaire it,I know he will come in our fhadow, 
to fcatter his crownes in the funne. 

'Boult .Well, if we had ofeuery Nation a traueller.we (hould 
lodge them with this figne. 

fiW.Pray you come hither a whi!e,you haue Fortunes com- 
ming vpon you, marke me,you muft feeme to doe that feareful- 
ly, which you commit willingly, defpife profite, where you 
haue moft gainc,to weepe thatyouliue as you do, makes, pitty 
in your loners fildome, but that pitty begets you a good opini- 
on,and that opinion a meere profite. 

Mar . I vnderftand you not. 

Boult. O take her home miftreffe, take her home, thefe blufhes 
of hers muft be quencht with fome prefent pra&ife. 

Mari. Thou fayeft true yfaith, fo they muft, for your Bride 
goes to that with fhanie, which is her way to goe with war- 
rant. 

Boult . Faith fome do,and fome do not,but Miftreffe,if I haue 
bargaind for the ioynt. 

Baud. Thou maift cut a morfell off the lpit. 

Boult . I may fo. 

Baud.Who (hould deny it? 

Come young one,Ilike the manner of your garments well. 

Boult. I by my faith, they (hall not be changed yet. 

Baud. Boult , (pend thou that in the Towne, report what a fo- 
iourner we haue, you’llofe nothing by cuftomc, V Vhen Na- 
ture framed this peece, (he meant thee a good turne, therefore 
fay whata par'ragon (he is, & thou haft the harueft out ofthine 
owne report. 

Boult . I warrant you Miftreffe, -thunder (hall not fo awake the 
beds of Eeles, as my giuing out her beauty, ftirs vp the lewdly 
endined,Ile bring home fome to night. 

Baud, 





m ip Pencles Prince of Tyre. 

^.Comeyour waies, follow me. 

V M V'}L 5 ers be hot > kn »'es fharpe, or waters deen* 

Vntide I ftdl my virgin knot will keepc. P ’ 

utam aide my purpofe. ■ 

^ AW. What haue we to do with Dima ? pray you goe with 

Exit. 






Enter fleon and Dioni^ta. 

^».VVhy are you foolifh,can it be vndone ? 

T , JT'° D/ Tf^* fuch 3 P eecc of (laughter. 

The Sunne and Moone nere lookt vpon. 

Dton.l thinke you*! turne a childe againc. 

WatfcalldemaJtechiUe? th »“ Noble 

Z>«v».That fhe is dead. Nurfes are nor rP,-. c..._ . c n . 

-cn^eGll“°h^kc^i,r/worX a,, the ehc hca- 
« : of„ha„ Noble ftraine 

a AApaIu who euer but his approbation 

no„tab£ t£fe M lc hc -Kd , no. flow f,o m ho. 

flie«S,J ei£ f ° then ’ r nonedoth know but you how 
ad,nor none can know Leonine being gone. Shee 

did 
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p metes rrmeej tyre. 

' did difdaine my childe, and ftoode between^ her and her for- 
tunes .• none wouldlooke on her, but caft their gazes on Mari- 
nasfzcc, whilfl oursw„as bliirredat, and held a Mawkin, not 
worth the time ofday. It pierc’d me thorow, and though you 
call my courfe vnnaturall, you not your childe well louing, yet 
I find e it greets me as an enterprize of kindnefle, perform’d to 
your foie daughter. 

Cle . Heauens forgiue it. 

Dion. And as for Pericles, what fiiould he fay ? wee wept af- 
ter her hearfe, and yet we mourne : her monument is almoft fi- 
ni(hed,and her Epitaph in glittering golden charra£lcrs,exprcj 
agenerall praife toher, and care in vs, at whole cxpence tis 
done. 

C/e. Thou art like theHarpie, 

Which to betray, doft with thy Angels face, 

Ceaze with thine Eagles talents. 

Dion. You are like one, that fuperflitioufly 
Doth fweare to’th gods, that winter kils the flics, 

But yet I know, you’Ldo as I aduife. exit. 

Enter Cjowen 

Thus time we wafte, and longefl leagues make ftiort, 

Sailc feas in Cockels,haue and wilh but fort t 
Making to take our imagination, 

From bourne to bourne,Region to region. 

By you being pard’ncd, we commit no crime 
To vfe one Language, in each feuerall clime, 

VVherc our feenes feeme to Hue. I do befeech you 
To learne of me, who Hands in gaps to teach you. 

The flages of ourflory Pericles , 

Is now againe thwarting the wayward feas ; 

(Attended on by many a Lord and Knight), 

To fcehisDaughter, all his Hues delight* 

Old HeUicanus goes along bchinde. 

Is left to gouerne it : you beare in minde 
Old Eftenes, whom Hellicaniu late 
Aduanc’d in time to great and high eftate. 
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w»rc Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

We ! faylmg J.ps and bounteous windcs ha« c brought 
Th.s King to Tharfus, thiiike this Pilate thouah t ° h 

So w.thhis fteragc,fliall your thoughts grone 
To fetch his daughter home,who firft is lone 
Like moats and lhadowes,fee them moue a while 
Your eares vnto your eyes lie reconcile, 

Enter Pericles at one doore y with all hit tv a»yn> r* t im 

ma y ruffer ^ fowie iiiowc 
This borrowed I paffion Hands for true olde woe.- * 
Jitid Pertdesm forrow all deuour*d 

5'°«!™ugh,and Wggefl tore orcftovwd 
eaues Thar/us ,and againe imbarks,he fweares 
Neuer to wafh his face,iior cat his haires. 

He put on fackcloth and to fea he bcares 
A tempefl which his mortal! veffell teare’s. 

And yet he rides it out.Now take we our way 
To the Epitaph for Marina } writ by Dionmia. 

■ M' ; 

The fair eft, fweeteft, and heft lies heere, 

Who withered in her fflring of yeare : 

Sue was of Tyrtts the Kings Daughter, 

On whomfottle death hath made this (lauohter * 

Marina was fie cald, and at her hirth, 

That is being proud, / wallowed f owe part of th' earth . 

Therefore the earth fearing to be ore-flowed. 

Hath Thetis birth -childe on the heauens bellowed. 

(There fore Jhe does and fweares fhee'l neuer flint- 
\JMake raging Rat triewpon (bores <f flint. 

No vizor does become blacke villany. 

So well as foft and tender flattery : 

Let Pericles beleeue his daughter’s dead. 

And beare his eourfes to be ordered 

Z 



By 






Pericles Prince of Tire. 

By Lady Fortune, while our ftearemuft play* 

His daughter woe and heauy wel-aday* 

In her vnholy feruice : Patience then. 

And thinke you now are all in Metaline. 

Enter two Gentlemen. 

x.G*#r.Didyou euer hearethe like? 

a.(J*«r.No,nor neuer (hall do in fuch a place as this, (he be- 
ing once gone. 

i .Genu. But to haue dluinity preacht there,did you euer dream 
of fuch a thing? 

i.fjent. No,.no,come,Iam for no more bawdy houfes, (hall 
we go heare the Veftals ling? 

1 .Cjent. He doe any thing now that is vertuous, but l am out 
of the road of rutting for euer. Exit, 

Enter the three 'Bands. 

Pond. Well,I had rather. thentwicc the worth of her, (he had 
nere come hcere. 

Band. Fie, fie vpon her, (he is able to frieze theGod Prisons, 
and vndoe a whole generation, we muft eyther get her rauiiht, 
or be rid of her, when (he fhould do for clyents her fitment, and 
do me the kindnefle of our profeflion,(he has me her quirks, her 
reafons, her raafter-reafons, her prayers, her knees, that (he 
would make a puritane ofthc diucll,ifhe fhould cheapen a kiffe 
of her. 

Boult. Faith I muft rauilh her,or ftiee’l disfurnifh vs of all our 
Caualeers,and make our fwearers Priefts. 

Pand. Now the poxe vpon her greene ficknefle forme. 

Baud . Faith there’s no way to be rid of it, but by the wayto 
the poxe.Here comes the Lord Lyfimachus difguiled. 

Boul, We fhould haue both Lord and Lowne, if the pceuifli 
baggedge would but giue way to cuftomers,. 
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* Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

Lyf. You may fo, tis the better for you, that your reforters 
ftand vpon found legs, how now?wholefome impunity haue 
yoU / ha ;r- may d f Ic withall,and defie the Surgeon > 

Baud, we haue one heere fir,if (he would . 

But there neuer came her like in Metaline. 

I^If (hee’d do the deeds of darknes,thou wouldft fay 
Band. Your honour knowes what tis to (ay well enough 
£*/: Well, call fotth,call forth. Y °° 

© B r Mlt \ n F ° r a " d j >Iood fi r > white and red,you (hall fees 

Role, and (he were a Rofc indeed,#: (he had but-- 

£j/.Whatprethee? 

Boult. O fir,I can be modeft. 

Lyf, That dignifies the renowne ofa Baud, no leffe then it, 
gmes a good report to a number to be chaft. 

Enter Marina. 

Baud,Vlcexc comes that which growes to the iftalke 
Neuer pluckt yet I can aflure you. * 

Is (he not a faire creature ? 

Lyf Filth (he would ferue after a long voyageat fea. 
Well,thcre’s for you,leaue vs. 5 1 S ’ 

Baud.lbcfccch yonr honour giue me leaue a word. 

And He haue done prelently. 

Lyf l befecch you do. 

Baud. Firft,I would haue you note, this is an honorable man. 
^f ar . * dc ^ re to him fo.that I may worthily note him. 
Band. Next, hee’s the Gouernor of this Country, and a man 
whom I am bound to. 

. Mar. If he gouerne the Country,you are bound to him in- 
deed, but how honourable he is in that,I know not. 

Baud . Pray you without any more virginall fencing,will yots 
vie him kindly ? he will line your Apron with gold. 

Mar. What he will dogracibu(ly,I willthankfully recciue. 
L^Haueyoudone? 

Baud. My Lord, (hee‘s not pac’fte yet, you muft take fome 
paines to worke her to your mannage, come, wee will leaue bis 
Honour ondher together. 

Exit Baud. 

’ ^ * lyf, 








tenues trrnce of Tire. 

jCi.Nbw pritty o.»e,how long haue you bcene at this trade ? 
Mar. What trade Sir ? 

Z,i.Why,I cannot name but I (hall offend. 

Mar. I cannot be offended with my trade, pleafe you to- 
name it. 

Li How long haue you bene of this profeflion ? 

Mar. Eve fince I can remember* 

Li . Did you go too’t fo young, were you a gameftcratfiue, 
or atfeauen? 

Mar. Earlier too fir,if now I be one. 

Li . Why the houfe you dwell in,prodaims you to be a crea- 
ture of falc* 

Mar. Doe you know this houfe to be a place of fuch refort, 
and will come into it ? I heare fay you are of honourable parts, 
and the Gouernor of this place* 

Z/i.Why,hath your Principallmadeknowncvnto you, who 
lam? 

“Mar. Who is my Principal! ? 

L/.Why your hearbe woman, Ihe that fets feeds and rootes 
of fhamcand iniquity. O you haue heard fome-thing of noy 
power, and fo Hand aloft for more ferious wooing, but I pro- 
teft to thee, pretty one, my authority fhall not fee thee, or elfe 
look friendly vpon thee; come bring me to fome priuate place, 
come, come. 

, Mar. If you were borne to honour, (hew it now, ifput vpon 
you;make the judgement good, that thought you worthy of 
it. 

Z*. How’s this ?how’s this ? fome more, be fage. 

Mar. For me that am a maide, though moft vngentle For- 
tune haue plac’d mce in this Stie, where fince I came, difeafes 
haue bene folde deerer then Phyficke, 0 that the gods would 
fee me free from this vnhallowd place; though they did change 
me to the meaneft bird that flies i’th purer aire. 

Li . I did not thinke thou couldft haue fpoke fo well, I nere 
dreampt thou couldft ; had I brought hither a corrupted mind, 
thy fpecch had altered it,hold,heere’s gold for thee, perleuer in 
that cleare way thou gocft,and the gods ftrengthen thee. 

TAar. 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

^?/<tr,ThegoodGodspreferueyou. > 

U. For my part, I came with no ill intent, for to me the verie 
dooresand windowes fauour vilely, fare thee well, thou art a 

Pf ec u e ?Y V , C1 rtue > and 1 doubt not but th y training hath bin No- 
bie.holdjheere’s more gold for thee, a curfe vpon him, dye hee 
like a thecfc,that robs thee of thy goodneffe, if thou doft heare 
irom me^it fhall be for thy good, 

Boult .1 befcech yourhonour, one peece for me. 

£/. Auant thou damned doore-keeper, your houfe but for 
this virgin that doth prop it, would finkeand ouer-whelme 
you.Away. 

Boult . How s this ? wemuft take another courfewithyouPif 
yourpeeuifti chaftity, which is not worth a breake-faft in the 
cheapeft Country vnder the coape, (hall vndoe a whole houfe. 
hold, let me be gelded like a fpaniell,come your waies. 

Mar. Whither would you haue me l 

2Wf.Imuft haue your mayden-head taken off, orthecom- 
mon hangman (hall execute it, come your way, wert haueno 
more gentlemen driuen away, come your wayes I fay# 

Enter Bauds. 

Baud . How now, what’s the matter f 
Boult. Worfe and worfeMiftris, (he hath heerefpoken holy 
words to the Lord Lyfimachus. 

Baud. O abhominable. 

Boult. We makes our profeffion as it were to ftinke before the 
face of the Gods. 

Baud.Mzny hang her vp for euet; 

"Boult. The Nobleman would haue dealt with her like a No- 
bleman, and (he Cent him away as colde as a Snow-ball, faying 
his prayers too. 

Baud.. Boult tike her away,vfe her at thy pleafure, crackethe 
glaffeof her virginity ,& make the reft. male-able. 

Boult. And if (hewerca thornier peece of ground then (hee 
is,(hc (hall be ploughed. 

.Af<o\Harkc,harke,you Gods. 

’ 2 W.Sheconiures,away with her, would (he had neuer come 

Z 3 within 




j vamz* rrtmc vj i jt * • 

'within my doores, Marry hang you,fhee’s borne to vndov»,wil 
you not go the way ofwomen-kinde? Matty come ?p my difh 
of chaftity, with rofemary and bayfe. Exit. 

S«»*.Comemiftris,come your way with me. 

tji/lar. Whither wilt thou haue me i 

Boult. To take from you the ie well you hold fo deere. 

Mar. Prithee tell me one thing fir ft. 

Boult. Come now, your one thing. 

MarNJWt can ft thou wi(h thine enemy to be ? 

'Boult. Why 1 could with him to be my Matter, or rather my 
Miftris. 

Mat. Neither of thefc are fo bad as thou art, fincethcydo 
better thee in their command; thou holdft a place,for which t ihe 
painedft fiend in hell would not in reputation change : thou art 
the damned doore-keeper to euery culherell that comes enqui- 
ring for his Tib ; to the cholericke filling of euery rogue, thy 
earc is liable, thy food is fuch as hath beene belcht on by infec- 
ted lungs. 

'Boh . What would you haue me do ? go to the wars, wold you, 
where a man may feruc y.ytares for the Ioffe of a leg, and haue 
not mony enough in the end to buy him a wooden one ? 

(JUar.Do any thing but this thou doft, empty olde recepta- 
cles, or common-ftiores of filth ; feruc by Indenture to the 
common hangman, any ofthefewaies are yet better then this: 
for what thou profefleft, a Baboone could hee fpeake* would 
owne a name too dearer Oh, that chc Gods would fafely deli- 
uer me from this place : heere, hecre’s gold for thee, if that thy 
Matter would gaine by me, proclaime that I can ling, weauc, 
fowejand dance, with other vcrtues,which He keep fromboaft, 
and will vndertake all thefe to teach.I doubt not but this popu- 
lous Cittic will yecld many fchollers. 

Boult. But can you teach all this you fpeakc of ? 

Mur. Proue that 1 cannot, take me home againe, and profti- 
cute me to the bafeft groome that doth frequent your houfe# 

£*«/#. Well, I will lee what I can do for thee i if I can place 
thee I will. 

Ttiar. But amongft honeft women, ^ 



Pericles Prince of Tyre . 

■ZWr.Faith my acquaintaince lyes little among them; but 
fince my matter and miftris hath bought you, there’s no going 
but by their confent: therefore I will make them acquainted 
with yourpurpofe, and I doubt not but I (hall finde them trac- 
table enough. Come, He doe for thee what I can, come your 
waics. Exeunt. 

Enter Govrer. 

Marina thus the Brothell fcapes,and chances 
Into an honeft houfe,our ftory faies ; 

She fings like one immortall,and fhe dances 
A s Goddefle-like to her admired laies : 

Decpe Clearks fhe dumbs,and with her needle compofcs 
Natures owne fhapc,of bud,hird,hranch or berry, 

That eucn her art, fitters the naturall Rofes, 

Her Inckle,Silkc,Twine,with the rubied Ghctry, 

That puplcs lackes fhe none of noble race. 

Who poure their bounty on her,andhergainc 
She giucs the curfcd-Baud.Leaue we her place. 

And to her Father turne our thoughts againe, 

Where we left him at fea,tumbledand toft. 

And driuen before the winde,hc is arriude 
Here where his daughtertlwels,and on this Coaft, 

Suppofe himhow at Anchor : the Citty ftriude 
God Neptune zonmW feaft to kecpe,from whence 
Lyjtmachus our Tyrian {hip efpies. 

His banners fable, trimd with rich expence. 

And to him in his Barge with feruour hy.es. 

In your fuppofing, once more put your fight* 

Of heauy PertclesyhmVc this his Barke, 

Where what is done in a&ion (more if might 

Shall be difcouered,pleafe you fit and harke. Exit. 

Enter Hetticanus , to him two Saylert. 

X.Sayl. Where is the Lord Hellicanus ? he can refolue you. 

O here he is fir, there is a Barge put off from Metaline, and in it 
is Lyjtmachus the Gouernor,who cranes to come aboard, what- 
is your will? 

mu 
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//<;//. That he haue.his, call vp fonte gentlemen, 

i.Sayl. Ho Gentlemen;my Lord cals. 

Enter two or three Cj cut lenten. 

i.Gewr.Doch your Lordfhip call? 

/M.Gcntlemen, there is fome of worth wold come aboard, 
I pray greete them fairely. 

Snter Lyfimachttt. 

i .Seyl. Sir,thisis the man that can in ought you would, re- 
folue you, 

Lyf. Haile reuerent fir, the Gods preferue you. 

Hell. And you to out-liue the age I am, and die as I would 
doe. 

Zy/IYouwifli me well ; being on (here, honoringof Nep- 
trnes triumphs, feeing this goodly veffell ride before vs,I made 
to it, to know of whence you are. 

A/W/.Firft, what is your place ? 

Lyf. I am the Gouernor of this place you lie before. 

H?//.Sir,our veffel’s of Tyrejm ittheKing,a man,who for this 
three months hath not fpoken to any one, nor taken fuftcnance w 
but to prolong his griefe. 

Lyf.V pon what ground is this diftemperance ? 

> Hell. It would be too tedious to r^cate.but the maine griefe 

fprings from the Ioffe of a beloued daughter, and a wife. 

Lyf. May we not fee him ? 

Hell. You may,but bootleflfe is your fight,he will not fpeake 
to any. 

LyfLc t me obtaine my wifh. 

AM. Behold him,this was a goodly perfon,till the difaftcr that 
one mortall wight droue him to this. 

Lyf Sir King,all haile, the Gods preferue you, halle royall 
Sir. 

Hell. It is in vaine, he will not fpeake to you. 

Lord. Sir,wehaueamaid in Metaline, I durfi: wager would 
win fome words of him. 

.Lp/Tis well bethought, {hequeftionlcffewith herfwcete 
harmony, and other chofen attractions, would allure & make a 
battrie through his defended parts, which now are mid-way 

ftopt, 

- '"?*<** ^ ■ r ■■ . 
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ftopt,fhe is all happy.as thefaireft of ail, and her fellow maides 
now vpon the leuie fhelter that abutts again!! the Iflands fide * 
Hell. Sure all effete, yet nothing & wee’l omit that beaL 
rccoucries name. But fince your kindnefTe we haue ftretcht thus 
farrc^let vs befecch you,that for our gold we may haue prouifi- 
on, wherein wee are not deftitutefor want, but weary for the 
ftalcneffe. 3 

LyfOfa,* courtefie, which ifwefliould deny, the moftiuft 
God foreuery graffe would fend a Caterpiller, andfo inflia 
our Prouince: yet once more let mec entreate to know at large 
the caufeofyour Kings forrow. ** 

Hell.Sk fir, I will recount it to you ; but fee, I am preuented, 

, Snter (JMarina. 

Ljf.O heere’s the Lady that I fent for. 

Welcome faire ones Ift not a goodly presents’ 

HeU. Shee’s a gallant Lady. 

Lyf Shee’s fuch aone,that were I well aflurde. 

Came of a gentle kinde and noble ftocke, 

Ide wilh no better choife,and thinkeme rarely wed, 

Faire & all goodneffe that confifts in beauty. 

Expea euen heere,where is a kingly patient. 

If that thy properous and artificiall fate. 

Can draw him but to anfwerthee in ought. 

Thy facred Phyficke {hall receiue fuchpay, . 

As thy defires can wi(h. 

Mar. Sit will vfe my vttermoft skill in his recoucry, prouU 
ded, that none but I and my companion maide bee fuffered to 
come neerehim. 

Lyf. Come,let‘VS leauc her,and fhe Gods make her prolpe* 
rous. . The Song. 

Lyf. Markt he your muficke 4 
■/i/<*r\No,nor lookt on vs, 

Lyf. See, Ihe will fpeake to him, 

(-Mar. Haile fir,my Lord,lend eare, 

?<r.Hum,ha. 

Mar. I am a maid, my Lord,that nere before inuited cies,bue 
haue beene gazed on like a Comet : Ihee ipeakes my Lord,that 

A a may 




— vermes Prince of Tyre. 

may be, hath endured a griefc might equall yours, if both were 
iuftly weighed,thottgh wayward fortune did maligne my ftate, 
my deriuation was from anccftors who flood equiuolent with 
mighty Kings,buc time hath rooted out my parentage, and to 
the world and aukward cafualties, bound me in feruitude,I wii 
defift.but there is fomething glowes vpon my cheek, and whif. 
pers in mine care,Goe not till he fpeake, L 

Per.My fortunes,parentage,goodparentage to equall mine; 
was it not thus, what fay you? 

Mar. I faide, my Lord, if you did know my parentage, you 
ajs/ould not do me violence. 

/Vr.ldothinkefo,prayyou turns your eyes vpon me, y’are 
like l'ome-thing that, what Country-women heare of thefe 
{hewes? 

Mar. No. nor of any fhewes, yeti wasmortally brought 
foorth,and am no other then 1 appeare. 

Per . I am great with woe.and fhall dcliuer weeping ; my dea- 
refl wife was like this maide,and fuch aone my daughter might 
hauebeene : my Queenes fquare browes.her ftature to an inch, 
as wand -like ftraitc.as filuer voyc'ft,her eyes as iewcll-like,and 
caft as richly, in pace another Imo. Whoftarues theeareslhe 
feedes,& makes themhungry, the more fhe giuesthem fpeech ; 
where do youliue? 

Mar. Where I am but a ftranger from the decke, you may 
difeerne the place. 

Per. Where were you bred ? and how atchieu’d you thefe en- 
dowments which you make more rich to owe ? 

Mar. If I fhould tell my hiftory, it would feeme like lifts dif- 
daind in the reporting. 

Per. Prethree fpeake, falfenefle cannot come from thee , for 
thojj^lookeft modeft as iuftice, and thou feemft a Pallae for the 
crownd truth to dwell in, I will beleeue thee, and make my fen- 
ces credite thy rclation,to points that feem impoffible, for thou 
lookft like one I loued indeed; what were thy friends i Didft 
thounot ftaywhcnl didpufh theebacke, which was when I 
perceiud thee that thou cam’ft from good difeent. 

Mar. So indeed I did. 
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Per. Report thy parentage, I thinke thou faidft thou hadft 
beenetoft from wrong toiniury, and that thou thoughts thy 
griefes might equall mine, if both were opened. 

Mar. Some fuch thing I faid, and faid no more,but what my 
thoughts did warrant me was likely. 

Per. Tell thy ftory, if thine confidcred prooue the thoufand 
part of my endurance, thou art a man, and I hauc fuffered like a 
gyrlc.yetthou doft look like patience, gazing on Kings graues, 
and fmiling extremity out of a&e, what were thy friends ? how 
loft thou thy name, my moft kindc virgin? recount I do bcfeecK*' — 
thee,Come:fitby me. -***-■* 

Mar. My name is Marina. 

Per. Oh I ammock't, and thou by fome infcnced Godfcnt 
hither to make the world to laugh me. 

j^r.Patiencegood fir, or heere ile ceafe. 

Per. Nay ile bee patient, thou little knowfthow thou doeft 
” ftartle me to call thy fclfe Marina. 

Mar. The name was giuen me by one that had fome power, 
my father and a King. 

Per,How,a Kings daughter, and cald C Marina ? 

Mar. You faid you would beleeue me, but not to beatrpU” 
ble of your peace, I will end here. 

Per.Buc are you flefh and bloud ? 

Haue you a working pulfe,and are no Fairy ? 

Motion well fpeake on,where were you borne? 

And wherefore cald Martna •? 

Mar. Cald Marina fox I was borne at fea. 

Ter. At fea ! who was thy mother ? 

Mar. My mother was the Daughter of a King.who dyed the 
• minute I was borne, as my good Nurfc Lycborida hath oft deli- 
uered weeping. 

Per. O flop there a little,this is the rareft dreame 
That ere dull flcepe did mocke fad fooles wjthall. 

This cannot be my daughter,buried,wel,whcre were you bred? 
lie heare you more to the bottome of your ftory, and neuer in- 
terrupt you. 

OHar. You fcorne, beleeue me twere beft I did glue ore. 

A a* Per, 
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Per. I will beleeue you by the Tillable of what you Thall de- 
liuer, yet giue me leaue, how came you in thefeparts ? where 
were you bred? 

Mur. The King my Father did in Tb'arfus leaue me. 

Till cruell Cleon with his wicked wife, 

Did feeke to murther me : and hauing wooed a villaine 
To attempt it, who hauingdrawne to doo’t, 

A crew of Pirats came and refeued me, 

Brought me to 7 Metaline. 

But good fir,whether will youhaue me? why doyou weepe? 

It may be you thinke me an impofture, no good faith. I am the 
daughter to King Pericles , if good King Tericles be. 

‘Per .Hoe, Hellicanus ? 

Hell.CzMts my Lord ? 

Per. Thou art a graue and noble Councellor 
Moft wife in generall, tell me if thou canft, what this maide is, 

Or what is like to be,that thus hath made we weepe ? 

Hell.l know not,but heres the Regent fir otMetalinefpate 
nobly of her. 

Lyf. She neuer would tell her parentage. 

Being demanded that,ftie would fit ftill and weepe. 

Per. Oh Hellicanus ftnke me honored fir, giue mee a gafti,put 
me to nrefent paine, leaft this great fea of ioyes rufliing vppon 
me, ore-bearethc fnores of my mortality, and drowne me with 
their fweetnefle ; Oh come hither. 

Thou that begetft him that did thee beget, ' 

Thou that wall borne at fea,buried at Tbarfus , 

And found at fea againe : O Hellicantts, 

Downe on thy knees, thanke the holy Gods, as loud 
As thunder threatens vs ; this is CMarina. 

What was thy mothers name ? tell me but that. 

For truth can neuer be confirm’d enough. 

Though doubts did euer fleepe. 

Mar. Fir ft fir, I pray what is your Title ? 

Per. I am Pericles of Tyre ,but tell me now my 
Dro wnd Queenes name,as in the reft you faid. 

Thou haft beene God-like perfeft, the heire of Kingdomes, 
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And another like to Pericles thy father. 

Mar, Is it no more to be your daughter, then to fay, my Mo- 
thers name was Thaifa ? Tbaifa was my mother, who did ende 
the minute I began. 

Per.No w bleffing on thee,rife,thou art my childc, 

Giue me frefh garments,mine o wne Hellicanus, fhee is not dead 
at Tbarfus, as fhe fhould haue bene by fauage Cleon, fivee fliall 
ttSll thee all, when thou {halt kneelc, and iuftifie in knowledge, 

{rie is thy very Princes ; who is this ? 

f/<r//.Sir,tis theGouernor of Metaline } ytho hearing ofyour 
melancholy,did come to fee you. 

Per. I embrace you, giue me my robes; 

I am wildc in my beholding.Oh hcauen bleffemy gyrle. 

But harke,what Muficks this Hellicanus ? my Marina , 

Tell him ore point by point,foryet he feemes to dote. 

How fure you are my daughter ; but where’s this muficke ? 

Hell. My Lord, I heare none. 

P«\None ? the Muficke of the fpheares,lift my Marina . 

Lyf.lt is not good to crofle him,giuchim way. cr\ 

Per.Rareft founds,do ye not heare? ' * 

Z^/iMufickc my Lord,I heare. 

Per.Mofthcaucnly muficke, r y‘ 

It nips me vnto liftening.and thick e {lumber 
Hangs vpon mine eyes, let me reft. 

Lyf. A pillow for his head,fo leaue him all. 

Well my companion friends,*- if this but anfwcrjo my iuft be- 
liefe, lie well remember you. P” 

Diana. c+° 

Diana.My Temple ftands in Tphefus, 

Hie thee thither, and do vpon mine Altar facrifice. There when 
my maiden priefts arc met together, before all the people re- 
ucale how thou at fea didft lofc thy wife, to mourne thy crofles 
with thy daughters call, and giue them repitition to the like, or 
performe my bidding, or thou liueft in woe : doo’t, and happy 
by my filuer bow ; awake and tell thy dreamc. 

Per.Celeftiall T)tan .Goddcfle esfrgentine, 

3 will obey thee .• Hellicanus, Hell.S ir. . 

A a 3 Per . . 
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Per. My purpofe was for Tharftss, there to ftrike 
The inhofpicable Cleon, bat I am for other feriuce firft. 

Toward Sfheftts tume our blowne fayles, 

Eftfoones He tell why, fhall we refrelh vs fir vpon your fhore, 
and giue you gold for fuch prouifion as our intents willneedc. 

Lyf. Sir, with all my heartland when you come a fhore, 

I haue another Height. 

Per. You fhall preuaile, were it to wooemy daughter, ’’or 
i c feemes you haue bcene noble towards her. 

Lj/.Sir,leud me your arme. 

Per. Come my trlArina. Extant. 

Enter Gower • 

Now our fands are almoftrun, 

Morea littlejand thendum. 

This my laft boone giuc me. 

For fuch kindneffe muft releeuc me : 

That you aptly will fuppofe. 

What pageantry, what feates,what fhewes. 

What Minftrelfie,what pretty din. 

The Regent made in (JMetalin, 

To greete the King ; fo he thriued. 

That he is promifed to be wiued 
To faire Marina , but in no wife. 

Till he had done his facrifice. 

As Dian bad,whereto being bound. 

The Interim pray, you all confound. 

In fetherd briefenefle fayles are fild. 

And wifhes fall out as the'fr wild* 

AtEphcfiis the Temple fee. 

Our King and all his company. 

That he can hither come fo foone. 

Is by your fancies thankfull doome. Exit. 

Enter Pericles } Lyjin*acbus ,Hellicantt( ^Marina^and others. 

Per .Haile T)ian,to performethy iuft command, 

I here confeffe my felfe the King of Tyre. 

Who frighted from my Country, did wed at Pentofolls, the 
faire Tbaift , at fea in childbed died flie, but brought foorth a 

Maid 
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Maid childc called Mann a, whom O Goddeffe wcares yet thy 
bluer liuery, ilie at Tharfus was nurft with Cleon , who at foure- 
teenc ycarcs he fought to murder, but her better ftars brought 
her to Mettline , gainft whole fhore riding, her fortunes broght 
the maid aboord to vs, where by her owne moft cleare remem. 
brancc,fiie made knowric her felfe my daughter, 

Th.Vo yce and fauour,you are,you areOroyail Pericles. 

What means the woman i {he dyes,hclpc Gentlemen, 
^'.Sir^if you haue told Dianaes Alter truc,this is your wife. 

Per. Rcuercnd appcarer,no,Ithrewherouer-boord with 
vhefe very armes. 

^V.Vpon this Coaft,I warrant you- 
Per. Tis moft certaine, 

Cer .Looke to the Lady ; O fhec’s but ouerioyde, 

Eatcly in bluftring morne> this Lady was throwne vpon this 
fhore, I opened the Coffin,fot(nd tbefe rich ievvels^rccouered 
hcr^and placed her heere in Dianaes Temples 
PerMzy we fee them ? 

Or.Great fir, they fhall be brought you to my houfc, whe- 
ther I inuite you,lookc,T<fc?//^ is rccouered. 

Thai. O let me looke if hebenoneofmine i my fan&ity will 
corny fence bend no licentious eare, but curbe it fpight of fee- 
• P m y Lord, areyou not Pericles? likehim you fpeake, 
like him you are: did you not name a tempeft,a birth, &<deach ? 
P^r.The voice of dead Thaift. 

Thai . That Thdifa am I,fuppofed dead and drownd. 

Per . Immortal Dian\ 

Thai . Now I know youbetter, when wee with teares parted 
Pcntafolis ,thc King my Father gaue you fuch a ring. 

P er. This,this, no more, you Gods, your prefent kindneffe 
makes my paft miferies fport,you (hall do well,that on the tou- 
ching of her Ups 3 may melt, and no more be feene ; O come 3 
be buried a fccond time within thefe armes- 

Mar .My heart leaps to be gone into my mothers bofome. 

Per. Looke who kneeles hee.re, fleftrof thy Rcthjhaifa, thy 
burden at the fea, and call’d Marina^ for (he was ycelded there.: 
7&<«,Bleft,and miuepvvnc, 

Helk 





Jt J JLYf nwt/C VJ VJTVm* 

/M. Haile Madame, and'my Queene. * 

7 hat.] know you not, *' 

<; Per . Y on haue heard me fay when I did flye from Tyre, I left 
bchindc an ancient fubftitute; can you remember whatlcald 
the man,! haue namde him oft. 

TkTwas Hellicanus then. 

Per. Still confirmation, embracehim deere Thaifa , this is he, 
now do 1 long to heare how you vyere found? how poffibly pre- 
ferued ? and who to thank (befides the Gods) for this great mi- 
racle ? 

Thai. Lord Cerimon , my Lord, this man through whom the 
Gods fhewne their power, that can frotiffirft to laft refolue you, 

Per.Reuercnt Sir, the gods can haue no mortal! officer more 
like a God then you, will you deliuerhow this dead Queene re- 
liues ? 

(fer. I will my Lord, bcfeech you firft goe with me vnto my 
houfe, where fhall be fihrewne you all was found with her ; how 
fhe came plac’ft here in the Temple, no needful! thing omitted. 

Per .Pure D/V»#bleffe thee for thy vifion, and will offer night 
oblations to thee ; Thaifa this Prince, the faire bethrothed of 
your daughter,fhall marry her at Pentapolis , and now this orna- 
ment that makes me looke difmall,will I clip to forme, & what 
this four teene years no razor toucht,to grace thy marriage day, 
Ilebeautifie. 

Thai. Lord Cerimen hath letters of good credite, Sir, my fa- 
ther’s dead. 

Per.Heauens make a Star of him, yet there my Queene, wee’l 
celebrate their Nuptials, and ourfelues will in that kingdome 
fpend our following dayes ; our fonne and daughter fhall in Tj- 
rus raigne. 

Lord firimon , we do our longing ftay, 

To heare the reft vntolde,Sir, lead’s the way. 

Exeunt omnes. 
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Enter fywer» 

In Antiochut and his daughter,you haue heard 
Of monftrous luft,the due and iuft reward : 
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In Per teles fAs Queene and daughter feene. 

Although affaylde with Fortune fierce and keene. 

Vertue preferd from fell deftru&ions blaft. 

Led on by heauen,and crownd with ioy at laft. 

In Hellicanus may you well defery, 

A figure of truth,of faith, of loyalty : 

In reuerend Cerimon there well appeares. 

The worth that learned charity aye wear es. 

For wicked Cleon and his wifejwhcn Fame 
Had fpread their curfed deed, the honord name 
Of Pericles t to rage the Gitty turne, 

That him and his,they in his Pallace burne : 

The gods for murder feemed fo content, 

To punifh, although not done, but meant. 

So,on your patience euermore attending, 

New ioy waite on you,heere out play hath ending 

FINIS. 
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ALL’S ONE, 

0% 

One ofthefoure places in one^called 

a Torl^fhire Tragedy. -as it was plaid 
by the Kings Maiefties Plaiers . 



C.M 



Enter Oliuer and Ralph,?#* f (ruingmen , 

CV/«.CIrrah Raphj my yong Miftrifle is in fuch a pit" 
k -'tifull paflionate humor for the long abfencc 
ofherloue, 

Raph t Why can you blame her } why,apples han- 
ging longer on the tree then when they are ripe, 
makes fo many fallings.vis Madde wenches becaufe 
they are not gathered in time, are faine to drop of 
them felues,and then tis Common you know for e- 
wery man to take em vp, 

Oliu A Mall thou faieft true,Tis common indeede, 
but firahjis neither our young maifter returned ,nor 
our fellow Sam come from London? 

Ralph , Neither of either } as the Puritan bawde 
faies. 

Slidd I heare Sam 3 Sams comcj her’s Tarry , come, 
yfaith no w my nole itches for news 
Olme^nd fo doc’smine elbowe* 

A a Sara 
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tAyorkyhiere T ragedy, 

Sam calls within, where areyou there? > 

54 w.Boy look you walk my horfe with dilcrction, 

I hauc rid him (imply ,1 warrand his skin (licks to his 
back with very heate ,if a (houldcatch cold & get the 
Cough of the Lunges I were well ferued,were I not? 
What Raph and Oliuer. 

^fw.Honeft fellow Sam welcome yfaith,what tricks 
haft thou brought from London. 

Fumijht with things from London* 

Sa, You fee I am hangd after the trueft f a(hion, three 

hats,and two glaffes, bobbing vpon em, tworebato 

wyers vpon my bred, a capcalc by my fide, a brufh 
at my back,an Almanack in my pocket, a three bals 
lats in my Codpeece,naie I am the true picture of a 
Common feruingman. 

Oliuer He fwcare thou arr,Thou maid fet vp when 
thou wilt,Ther’s many a one begins with lefle I can 
tel thee that proues a rich man ere he dyes,but whats 
the news from London Sam* 

Ralph,! thats well fed, whats the newes from Lon- 

donSirrah. .. .... 

My young miftreffe keeps (uch a puling for hir’oue. 

Sam* Why? the more foolc (hcc,I,thc more ninny 

hammer fhee* 

0// 4 Why Sam why? 

Sam . Why hecs rnarricdto another Long agoc* 
^w^.Ifaithyeleft. , , 

5 i<w«Why,did you not know that till now? why, 
hees married, beates his wife, and has two or three 
children by henfor you muft note that any woman 
beares the more when (he is beaten. 

Kaph . I thats true for fhee beates the blowes, 
r • *■ •' " oliuer 




AY orkjh'icrc Tragedy* 

Oliu* Sirrah Sam, I would not for two years wasesi 
my yong miftres knew fo much, fheed run vpon the 
Jefte hand of her wit,and nere be here ownc woman 
"gen* 

Sam. And I think (he was bleft in her Cradle that 
h$ neuer came in her bed, why hee has confuted al, 
pawnd his lands, and made his vniuerfitie brother 
(land in waxefor him,Thers afinephraieforaferiue- 
ncr,puh he owes more then his skins worth* 

O/yJs'e poflible, 

^.Kay lie tell you moreoucr he calls his wife whore 
as familiarly as one would cal Mai Si Do/, and his chil- 
dren baftards as naturally as can bee,but what haue 
we hecre, I thought twas fomwhac puld downemy 
breeches: I quite forgot my two poting(licks 5 the(e 
came from Londomnow any thing is good beer that 
comes from London, 

0//.I,farrcfetcht you know, 

Sam.JjUi (peak in your conference yfaith,haue not 
we as good pptingftidcs ith Cuncry as need to be put 
ithfire, The mind of a thing is all, The mind of a' 
thing s all , and as thou (aidfteenenow,farre fetchtis 
the bed thinges for Ladies. 

0/«d,and (or waiting gentle women to. 

Sam ‘ But Ralph, what, is ourbeer (owertbis thunder? 
oh . No no it holds countenance yet, 

Sam , Why then tollow me, lie teach you the fined 
humor to be dr unk in,I learnd it at London lad week* 
aimil faith lets heare it, lets hearc it. 

Sam - The braued humor,twold do a man good to 
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ATorkfbiere Tragedy. 

bee drurick int, they call it knighting in London, 
when they drink vpon their knees. 

u^v^.Faith that’s excellent. 

Come follow me,IIegiue you all the degrees ontin 
order. Exeunt. 

Enter wife. 

Wife. What will become of vs? all will awaie, 
my husband neucr ceafes in expence, 

Both to confunie his credit and his hoiife* 

And tis fet dovyne by heauens iuft decree, 

That Ryotts child muft needs be beggery. 

Are thefe the vertues that his youth did promife. 
Dice, and voluptuous meetings, midnight Reuels, 
Taking his bed with furfetts.Iil befeeming 
The auncient honor of his howfe and name.* 

Arid this not alhbut that which killes me mod, 
When he recounts hisLofTes and falfe fortunes, 
The weaknes of his Rate foe much deieCed , 

Not as a man repentant 'Lut halfe maddt 
His fortunes cannot anfwere his expence: 

He fits andfullenly lockes vp his Armes, (him 
Forgetting heauen looks downward,which makes 
Appeare foe dreadfulfthat he frights my hearr, 
Walks hcauyly ,as if his foule were earth: 

Not penitent for thofe his fumes arepaft.* 
Butvext,his mony cannot make them laft, 

A fearef ull melancholic vngodly forrow . 

Oh yonder he comes ,now in defpight of ills 
lie fpeake to him, and I will heare him fpeake. 

And do my bdho driue it from his heart. 

Enter 



A Torkshtere T ragedy„ 

Enter Husband, 
tius Poxe oth Laft throw, it made 
Fiue hundred Angels vanifhfrom my fight, 

I me damndjlme damnd:the Angels haueforfbok me 
Nay tis certainely true.-for he that has no coyne 
Is damnd in this world:hee’s gon, hee’s gon. 
fF/.Deerehufband. 

Ha/iOh/moft punifhment of all I haue a wife, 
Wi.l doe intreat you as you loue your foule. 

Tell me the caufe of this your difeontenr* 

Huf.h. vengeance ftrip thee naked, thou art caufe, 
Effectuality, property, tboUjthoUjthom Exit+ 
JF(/? 4 Bad,turnd to worfe? 
both beggery of the foule,as of the bodie* 

And fo much vnlikehim felfe at firft. 

As it fonne vexed fpirit 

Had got his form vpon him. Enter Husband 

He comes agen: again e. 

He faies I am the caufe,I never yet 
Spoke lefts then wordes of duty, and of loue* 

tf«/lfmariagebe honourable, then Cuckolds are 
honourable, for they cannot be made without marri- 
age* 

Foole:what meant I to marry to get beggars? 
now muft my eldeft fonne be aknaue or nothing, he 
cannot liue vppot’h foole,for he wil haue no land to 
maintainehimahatmorgagefitslikea fnaffie vpon 
mine inheritance, and makes me chaw vpon Iron. 
My fecond fonne muft be a promooter, and my third 
a theefe,oran vnderputter,aflaue pander* 





william Shakespeare A Yorkshire Tragedy London, 1608 the bodleian library (Arch. G d..4i [7]) Octavo 



iA Torkshtere Tragedy,, 

Oh beggcry,beggery,to what bafe vfes doft thou put 
a man. 

I think theDeuili fcornes to be a bawde. 

He beares himfelfc more proudly, has more care on’s 
credit* 

Batefhuifh abied filthiepouertiei 1 
Wt , Good firjby al! our vowes I doe befeech you, ' 
Show me the true caufe of your difeontenef 
//&/.Mony J mony ;) mony,and thou muftfupply me, 
Wi, Alas, I am the left caufe of your dilcontent. 
Yet what is mine ^either in rings or Iewels 
Vfe to your own deflre,butl bcfeech you. 

As y’are a gentleman by many bloods. 

Though I my felfebe outofyourrefped 
Thinkeon the ftate of thefe three lonely boies 
You haue bin father to *. 

^«,Puh Baftards,baftards,baftards,begotin tricks, 
begot in tricks* 

fF/.Heauen knoweshow thofe words wrong me? 
butlmaic. 

Endure thefe griefes among a thoufatid more. 

Oh, call to mind your lands already morgadge. 
Your felfe woond into debts, your hopefull brother, 
At the vniuerfitiein bonds for you 
Like to be ccafd vpon.And 
Hu , Ha done thou harlot, 

Whome though for fafhion fake I married,. 

I neuct could abidet’thinkft thou thy wordcs 
Shall kill my pleafures,fal of to thy friends , 

Thou andthy baftards beggtl will not bate 



v - r 

A whit in humor?midnight ftill I loue you 
Andreuel in your Company Curbd in, * 

Shall it be faid in all focieties, 

That I broke cuftome,that I flagd in monie. 

No 3 thofe thy icwels,I will play as freely 

As when my ftate was fulleft. 

VVi . Be it fo. 

^Naylprot^andtalccthatforan Mrneft, f. arm 

I vvi l for cucr houM thee in contempt, h‘ 

^dh‘T r T c \ th J c ‘l 1 , ects 

But be diuorft in bed till thou confenr. 

Thy dowry ftial 1 be fold to giuenew life 
Vnto thofe pleafures which I moft affed 
WtSu doe but turne a gentle eye on me, 

Andwhat the law (ball giuc meleauetodo 
You fhall command* 

Hu, Look it be done,fhaI I want duft &like a flauc 
weare nothing in mypockets butmy hands 
To fil them vp with nailes. boldingbishxnds in 
Oh much againft my bIood,fetit be done, bis pockets, 

I was neuer made to be a looker on: t 

A bawde to diceMle fhake the drabbs my felfe 
And make em yeeld,I faie look it be done. 

Wi\ take my leaue it (hall. Exit. 

//».Speedilv,{peedi!y 3 l hate the very howre Ichofea 
wife a trouble trouble, three children like three euils 
hang vpon me,fie J fie 5 fie J ftrumpet,& baftards,ftrum= 
pet and baitards. 

_ ,C . , f* ter ^ Jree Gentlemen hetring him. 
i GV/zz -Still doe thofe loathfome thoughts Iare on 

2 your 





fn/pf?jr*rps 




tATorksbkre Tragedy * 



your tongue* 

Your felfe to ftaine the honour of your wife , 

Nobly difccnded ,thofe whom men call mad 
Endanger others shut bee’s more then mad 
That wounds himfelfc, whofeownc wordes do proJ 
Scandal's vniuft, to foiie his better name; (claym 

I us not fit I pray forfake it. 

a CenjGooti fir, let modcftie reproueyou. 

■$,Ge»- Let honeft kindnes fway fo much with you, 
Hu,G od den, Ithanke you fir, how do you,adeiue, 
Ime olad to fee ycu/arewel In fir unions, AdmonitL 
ons< a ExemGcnt, 

Enter a. / "eruant * 

Tin . How now firrawhat wud you, 

5e; . 0 nly to certifie you fir,that my miftris was met 
by theway,by the who were fent for her vp to Londo 
by her honorable vnkle,your worfhips late gardian, 
Huf.so fir, then (lie is gon and fo may you be." 

But let her looke that the thing be done the wots of: 
or hel wil ft and more pleafat the her houfe at home* 
Enter a Gentle mn+ 

Gen . Well or ill met I care not. 

BW.No nor I* 

Ge» J am come with confidence to chide you, 
■Zte.Who me'chide mer’doo’t finely thendet it not 
moue me,for if thou chidft me angry 1 {hall ftrike, 
Gf«. Strike thine owne fo!lie,for it is they 
Deferue to be wel beaten, we are now in priuate, 
Thet’s none but thou and Pthou’rt fond & pceuifh, 
vncleane ryoier,tby landes and Credit 

L1C 





A York{hiere Tragedy,- 

Lie now both fiefc of a confumption 

lam forry for thee: that man fpends with fhame 

That with his ritches docs eonfume his name: 

And fuch art thou. 

Huf. Peace. 

Gent. No thou (halt heare me further: 

Thy fathers and forefathers worthy honors. 

Which were our country monumentsjour grace, 
Follies in thee begin now to deface: 

The fpring time of thy youth did fairely promife 
fuch a moil fruitfull fummer to thy friends 
Itfcarcc can enter into mens beliefes. 

Such dearth fhould hang on thee, wee that fee it. 
Are forry to bdeeue it :in thy change, 

This voice into all places wil be hurld: 
thou and the dcuill has deceaued the world* 

Huf, lie not indure thee. 

Gent, but of all the worft: 

Thy vertuous wife right honourably allied 
Thou haft proclaimed a ftrumpst. 

Huf. N ay then I know thee. 

Thou art her champion thou, her priuat friend. 

The partic you wot on. 

Ger.t^ Oh ignoble thought. 

Tam paft my patient b!oode,fhaII I ftand idle 
and fee my reputation toucht to death. 

j?tf.Ta’s galde you this,has it. 

Gent No monfter,I will proue 
My thoughts did only tend to vertuous loue, 

Lo ue of her vertues?there it goes: 

, B 2 Gent 
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ATorkjhiere Tragedy^ 

Cent . Bafe fpirir. 

To laie thy hate vpon the fruitful! They fight and! he 
Honor of thine own bed* Huibands hurt, 

Ha Ob, 

C elN ou! t thouyeeld it yet e 
#//,Sir 5 .S’irjI haue not done with you. 

Genii hope nor nere fhail doe. Fight Agen. 

Hi*' Haue you got tricks areyou in cunning with 
riie. 

(jf»?.No plaine and right. 

He needs no cunning that for truth doth fight. 

Husband (alls dsirne. 

##.Hard fortune,am I leueld with the ground? 
Gent, Now fir you lie at mercy, 

H»1 you flaue*. 

Ge. Alas that hate fhould bring vs to our graue: 
You fee my fword’s not thirfty (or your life, 

I am lorrier for your woonde then your felfe, 

Y’arc of a vertuous houfe,fhow vertuous deeds 
Tis not your honour,tis your folly bleedes, 

Much good has bin expedled in your life. 

Cancel! not all mens hopes,yo u haue a wife 
Kind and obedientfheapenot wrongfull fhame 
On her your pofterity,let only fin be fore. 

And by thisfall,rifencuerto fall more* 

And fo I leaue you. - Exit* 

H*k Has the dogg left me then 
After histooth bath left mc. ? ohmyharc 
' Would faine leape after him,reuengc I faye, 

Ime mad to be reueng’d,my ftrumpet wife; 



whb 



EnH&rSrSB 



ATorkfbiere tragedy . 

It is thy quarrel that rips thus my fiefh. 

And makes my breft fpit blood ,but thou /halt bleed; 
V anquifht?got downed vnable eene to /peak? 

Surely tis want or mony makes men weake, 

I?twas that oretfirew me,Id’enere bin downe el s.Exi 
Enter wife in a riding fuite with a feruingmatt* 
Srr«.Faith miftris Ifitmightnot bee prefumtion 
In me to tell you fb,for his excufe 
You had final reafon.knowing his abufe, 

Wil gram 1 had, but alafie, 

Whie fhould our faults at home be fpred abroad: 

Tis griefe enough within doresi At firft fight 
Myne Vncle could run ore his prodigall life 
Asperfe<fbly,as if his ferious eye 
Had notnbred all his follies; 

Knew of his morgadg’d lands,his friends in bonds, 
himfelfe withered with debts; And in that minute 
Had I added his vfage and vnkindnes, 

Twould haue confounded euery thought of good ; 
Where now, fathering his ryots one his youth , 
Which time and tame experience will fhake oflfj 
geffinghis kindnes to me (as I finoothdhim 
With all the skill I had)though his deferts 
Are in forme vglier then an vnfhapte Bear. 
Hee’sreddy to prefer him to fome office 
And place at Court, A good and fure reliefe 
To al bis (looping fortunes twil be a meanes I hope. 
To make new league between vs,and redeeme 
Hisvertues with hislandes. 

Ser I fhould think fo miffrislfhc fhould not now 
B 5 bee 
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tAyorkfhiere T ragedy* 

be kinds to you and loue you s and cherirti you vp, I 
fiiould thinks the dcuill himfclfe kept open houfe in 
him. 

PV/J doubt not but he will now,prethc lea ue me, 
I think I heare him commin g* 

SenI am gone*, Exit 4. 

Wife By this good mcanes I fhal prefcrue my lads. 
And free my hufband out of vferers handsi 
Now ther is no neede ofiale,my Vncle’s kind 
I hope, if ought 3 this will content his minde. 

Here comes my hufband. Enter Husband. 

Hu> Now, are youcome,whcr’sthe mony,lets fee 
the mony,is the rubbiih fold, thofe wifeakers your 
lands,why when, the mony.whereift,powr’t down, 
down with it,downe with it, l fay powr’t oth ground 
lets fee’t,lets fee’c. 

Wi.G ood fir, keep but in patience and I hope 
My words (hall like you well,I bring you better 
Comfort then the fale of my Dowrie. 

Hu- Hah whatsthat ? 

Wi. Pray do not fright me fir, but vouchfafe me hea- 
ring, my Vncle glad of your kindnes to mee & milde 
vfage.for foe I made it to him?has in pitty 
ofyour declining fortunes,proui ded* 

A place for you at Court of worth Zi credit, 
which fo muchouerioyd ms 

Hu* O ut on thee filth,ouer and oucrioyd, Jpurm her 
When Inaein torments? 

Thou pollitick whore,fubtilIer then nine Deuils,vvas 
this thy iourney to N uncke ; to fet downs the hiftorie 

of 



A Yorkshire Tragedy* 
of me, of my (late and fortunes: 

Shall I that Dedicated my felfe topfeafure ,be nowe 
confind in feruice to crouch and ftand like an old 
man ith hams, my hat off, I that neuer could abide to 
vneovermyhead ith Church, bafeflur,thisfruite 
beares thy complaints. 

Wife* Oh heauen knowes. 

That my complaintes were praifes , and beft wordes 
of you, and your eftate:oncly my friends, 

Knew ofyour morgagdc Landes, and were pofleft 
Of euery accident before I came. 

If thou fufped it but a plot in me 
To keepe my dowrie, or for mine owne good 
or my poore childrens; (though it futes a mother 
To fbow a naturall care in their reliefs. 

Yet ile forget my fe|fe to calme your blood : 
Confume it, as your pleafure counfels you, 

And all I wifhe,eene Clemency affbords: 
giue mee but comely looks and modefl wordes. 

Enters a ferumt very hajlily. 
What the deuel?hownow?thy hafly news? to bis mm 
J^Maie it pleafe you fir. Sertiant in a feare 

//«,What?maie I not looke vpon my dagger? 
Speake villaine,or I will execute the pointe on thee* 
quicksort* 

Ser.VYhy flragemlcmafrom the Vniuerfityftaics 
below to fpeakewith you. 

Hu.From the Vniuerfit)Yfo,Vniuerfity 
That long word ru ns through mee. Exeunt. 

Was 
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Wi’Wtt euer wife To wretchedlie befet, Wif.alonf 
Had not this newes ftcpt in between, the point 
Had offered violence to my breft- 
That which fome women call greate mifery 
Would (how but little heere rwould fcarce be fecne 
Amongff my miferies.-I maie Compare 
For wretched fortunes with all wiues that are. 
Nothing will pleafe him;vntill all benothi ng . 

H e calls it flauery to be preferd* 

A place ofcredit,abaleferuitude. 

What (hall become of me, and my poore children, 
Two here, and one at nurfe,my prettie beggers, 
Ifeehowruinewithapalfiehand [ 

Begins to fhake the auncient feat to duft : 
the heauy weight of forrow ,drawes my liddes 
Ouer my dankifhe eies.T can fearce fee, 

Thus griefe will lafte_.it wakes and fleeps with mee* 
Enter the Husband with the majier eft the Ce Hedge, 

Hu . Pleafe you draw neer fir,y’are exceeding wel- 
come. 

c^-Thats my doubt, I fear,I come not to be wel- 
come. 

Huf.yes howfbeuer. 

Ma . Tis not my fafhion Sir to dwell in long circus 
fiance ,but to be plain, and effe<5luali,therefoic to the 
purpofe. 

The caufe of my fetting forth was pittious and la: 
mcntable ,that hopefull young gentleman your bros 
thcr, whole.' vcrtucs we all loue deerelic through your 

default 




4?orkshiere Tragedy, 

default, and vnnaturall negligence lies in bond exe- 
cuted for your debt, a prifoner ali ,his ftudies amazed 
his hope ftrook dead, and the pride of his youth muf- 
fled in theis dark clowds of oppreffion. 

Jius, Hum,vin vm. 

Jl/r.Oh you haue kild the towardefthopeofall 
our vniuefi tie: wherefore without repentance and a- 
mendsjexpedpandorus and fuddain ludgements to” 
fall gneuofly vpon you, your brother a man who pro - 
nted m his diuine Imployments mighte haue made 
ten thoufand foules fit for heauen,now by your carc- 

Jjf co , u J es caftc “> P nfon which you muft anfwere 
tor^and afture your fpirit it wij come home at length* 

Hu, Oh god oh- 6 * 

c^fr. Wifemen think illofyou, others Ipeakeil! 
ol you,no man Ioues you, nay euen thofe whorae ho- 
nelty condcmnes,condemne you :and take this from 
the vertuous affedion I bearc your brother, neiier 
iooke for profperous hower,good thought, quiet 
llcepesjcontented walkcs, nor any thing that makes 
man perfect til you redeem him, what is your anfwer 
how will yov beftow him,vpon defperate miferye or 
better hopes? I fuffer,till I heare your anfwer. 3 

Hu. Sir you haue much wrought with mee, I feele 
you in myfoule 3 you are your arms maftcr. 

I neucr had fence til nowjyour fillables haue cleft me 
Both for your words and pains I thank yourl cannot 
but acknowledge grieuous wronges done to my bro- 
ther, mighty , mi gh ty, mighty wron gs- 
Within there, 

C Enter 
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i "Enter * [ermitigmdH* 

SirH#.Fil me a bowle of wine. Alas poore brother, 
Bruf’d with an exec ution for my fake, Exitferuaut 
Mr. A brufe indeed makes many a mortall for wine* 
Sore till the graue cure cm 

Enter with wine , 

»*Sir I begin to you^y’aue chid your welcome : 
Mr. I could haue wifht it better for your fake 
I pledge you fir, to the kind man in prifon. 
##.Letitbe loe. ? 

Now Sir ifyou fo pleafe Erinkhotb • 

To (pend but a fewe minuts in a walke 
about my grounds below, my manheere (hall attend 
youj doubt not but by that time to be furnifht of a 
fufficientaufwere,and therein my brother fully fatif- 

fied. 

Afr.Good fir in that, the Angells would be plcafd. 
And the worlds murmures calmd , and I fhould faye 
1 fet forth then vpon a lucky daie. Exit. 

Hu. Oh. thou confufed man?thy plcafant fins haue 
vndonethee thy damnation has beggerd thee? that 
hcauen fhould fay we mud not fin, and yermade wo- 
men jgiues our fences waic to findepleafure, which ' 
being found confounds vs,why fhold we know thofe 
things fo mnch milufe vs— oh would vertue had been 
for bidden wee fhould then baueprooued all vertu= 
ous 5 for tis our bloudc to loue what were forbidden, 
had 5 not drunkennes byn forbidden what man wold 

haue 




ATork(hiere Tragedy . 

haue been foole to a beaft, and Zany to afivine to 
fhow tricks in the mire, what is there in three 
dice to make a man draw thrice three thoufand acres 
into the compaffe of a round little table, & with the 
gentlemans palfy in the hand fhakeout his pofta. 
riticthieues or beggars tis done I ha dont yfaith 

terrible horrible mifery. . how well 

was I lcft,very well,very wel . 

My Lands (hewed like 'a full moone about mee,buc 
nowe the moon’s ith laft quarter ,wayning,waining, 
And I am mad to think that moone was mine. 

Mine and my fathers, and my forefathers generatis 
ons.gcnerations.-downegoes the howfeof vs, down, 
downe it fincks: N ow is the name a beggar ,begs in 
me that name which hundreds of yeeres has made 
this fhicre famous.* in me, and my pofterity runs out. 

In my feede fiue are made miferable befides my 
felfc,my ryot is now my brothers iaylor, mywiues 
fighing ,m y three boyes penurie,and mine own cons 
fufion; Teares his hake. 

Why fit my haires vpon my curfed head/* 

Will not this poyfonfcatterthem/’oh my brother’s 
In execution among dcuells that ftretch him:& make 
him giue. And I in wanr,not able for to lyue* 

Nor to redeeme him, 

Divines and dying men may talke of hell. 

But in my heart her feuerall torments dwell, 

Slaucry and myfery* , 

Who in this cafe would not take vp mony vpon his 
foule 5 pawn his (aluation,liue at intereftj 

Ca I 
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Tthat dideuer in abound ance dwell, 
for me to want-.exceeds the throwes of hel. 

Eaten his little feme with a top and a Jcourge\ 
So»*What aile youfathcr,are you not well, l cans 
not fcourgc my top as long as you ftand fo: you take 
vp all the rooms with your wide legs, pub you can* 
not make mee afeard with this, I feare no vizards,nor 
bugbearesf 



HuJ h , takes up the childe by the skirts of his long 
coate in one hand and dr awes hit dag* 
gcr with th* other. 

77«„Vp fir,for heer thou haft no inheritance left* 
Some , Oh what will you do father, I am your white 
boie* 

Hu, Thou (halt be my red boie,take that* Jlnkes him 
Son : Oh you hurt me father* 

eldeft begganthou flialt not liue to afl<e an 
vfurer bread, to crie at a great mans gate,or followe 
good your honour by a Couch, no.nor your brother . 
ns charity to brains you. 

Son.Uow fhalll learne now my heads broke? 

## .Bleed bleed rather then beg beg? fiabs him 

be not thy names difgrace: 

Spume thou thy fortunes firft if they be bafe: 

Come view thy fecond brother:fates. 

My childrens bloud fhali fpin into your faces, 
you fti all fee* 

How Confidently we fcorne beggery? 

Exit with hit somsc ) Ena 

■ 




A Yorkshire Tragedy, 

Enter a m aide with a child in her arm; scheme- 
c , ther bj her d fleet e, 

iTbo ? P f ve ;f babe 1 forr ° w makes thy mother fleep 
t boades fmall good when heauines falls fo deepe^ 

S bl? « n- boy V hy l,0 ^ es mi § ht ba “= b «» S, 

IS loft at Dice what ancient honour won, 

N^h7no l" thef f her P laies awaie the Sonne: 
nw L bll r C f'^y^mes in this houfe. 
ruine and defblation oh 

rr Enterh “fba»dw:th the hole bltedinr, 

VZnu^t4 U ? mC thatbo ^ s *ri»'twuh her forth 

t?/ h A hCP,hep ^ Ut aIas ’ miir(ier murder, child. 

y ? U S^ping, prating fturdyqueanc,IIe 

TifmKi y 1 C n m f Wltl y ° Ur neck down ^a^cs: 

1 Mmblc, tumble,headIong, Throws her down. 

50 theiureft waie to charmc a womans tongue 

Is break htr ncck,a poIRtician did it. 

Son Mother,mothcr,I atnkild mother, 

Ha,who/cthatcride oh me my children: W.wakcs* 

«oth,borh,both;bIoudy,bloudy, catches vp the yonoek 

/^Strumpet let go the boy,Iet go the beggar. 

Wt.Qh myfweethufband, 

^/Filth, harlot. 

^.Oh what will you doe deare husband, 

Hxs.Glnz me the bafbrcf^ 

^•Your owne fvveet boy. 

There are too many beggars- 
PF/.Good my huf-band, ° 

#».Doeft thoupreuent meftill? -i 

C 3 Oh 
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A Yorkshire Tragedy, 

Wi.0 h god*. Subs at the child in 

Huf.HMc at his hart hir armes. 

Wi. Oh my dcarc boy, gets it from hir . 
77/fcBrat thou (halt not Hue to fhame thy howfe, 

Wi' Oh heauen /bee's hurt and finks downe, 

Hu- And pcrifh now bcgon, 

Thcrs whores enow,and want wold make thee one. 

Enter a lujly feruant • 

Sen Oh Sir what deeds arc thefe^ 

H«/;Bafe flaue my vaflailt 
Comil thou between my fury to queftion me 
Sen Were you the Deuil I would hold you fir, 
Zte.Hould me?prefumption,I!c vndoe thee fort , 
5er,Sbloud you hauc vndone vs all fir, 

Zfo.Tug at thy mailer’ 

Ser. T ug at a Monfter. 

Hns H aue I no power, (hall my flaue fetter me , 
Srr.Naythen the Deuil wraftles,I am thowne, 
H#:Oh villane now lie tug thee ouer comes him. 

nowlletcarethee, # 

let quick ipurres to my vaflaile, bruise him, 
trample him,fo,l think thou wilt not folow me in haft 
My horfeftandsreddy fadled, away, away. 

Now to my brat at nurfle,my fucking begger 
Fates, He not leaue you one to trample one. 

The M After meets him. 

AfoHow ift with you fir me thinks you {ookc of a 
diftra&ed colour* 

H^Who I fir,tis but your fancie, 

Pleafe you walke in Sir, and lie foone refolue you, 

I want 
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A Yorhsbiere Tragedy, 

I want one fmall parte to make vp the fom , 

And then my brother lhall reft fatiffied, 

be § iad to fcc Mr He attendyo u.Exeu. 
T T S / r / yh * am fcarce able Io heaue vp my felfe: 

Ha’s fo bruizd me with his diuelifh waight, 

And torne my fleih with his bloud=hafty ipurre 
A man before of eafieconftitution 
Till now hells power fupplied ;to his ibulcs wrong, 
Uh now damnation can make weake men ftrong. 
Enter Mafler^and two fer itants, 

Ser. Oh themoft pittcous deed fir finceyou came. 
UWr-A deadly greetingihas he fomde vp theis 
To iatiffie his brother?hecr’s an other; 

And by the bleeding infants,thc dead mother, 

Wi. Oh oh. 

A/'r.Surgeons,Surgeons,{he recouers life 
One of his men al feint and bloudied, 
z - .SVr«.FolIow,our murderous mailer has took horie 
To kill his child at nurie,oh follow quickly. 

* UHr.l am thereadieft,it fhal be my charge 
T o raife the townc vpon him Exit Mr and ferttants, 
i .S’wvGood fir do follow him, 

Wi. Oh my children. 

I ,-SVr.How is it with my moil af Aided Miftris? 
JF/.Why,do Inow recouer?why half Hue? 

To fee my children bleede before mine eics. 

A fight able to kill a mothers breft 
Without an executioner, what art thou mangled too 
ivS’iT, I thinking to preuent what his quickemif" 
chiefes had io fooue a&cdjcarne and rulht vpon him 

Wee 














A Yorkshire T ragedy* 

We ftrugled,but a fowler ftrength then his 
Ore threw me with his armcs ,then did he bruize me 
And rent my flefh,and robd me of my hairc 
Like a man mad in execution 
Made me vnfit to rife and follow him, • 

Wi . What is it has beguild him of all grace? 

And ftoleawaie humanity from his breft? 

To flaie hischildreti^purpol’d to kill his wife* 

.And fpoile fiis iaruants, 

Enttrt two ferttantt, 

Ambo Jirj> leafe you leaue this mofl accurfcd placed 
a furgeon waites within, 

^/.Willing to leaue it, 

Tis guiltie of iwecte bloud , innocent bloud. 
Murder has tookethis chamber with ful hands. 

And wil nere out as long as the honfe ftand s+Exetint 

Enter Hmband At being thrown off his hsr[e 3 And fallst 

Bu i Oh Humbling lade the fpauin ouertake thec, 
the fiftiedifeafes flop thee, 

Oh,I am forely bruifde, plague founder thee. 

Thou runft ateafe and plealurc,harr, of chance 
to Throw me now within a flight oth Towne, 

In fuek plaine euen ground, ffot,a man may dice vpa 
on’t,and throw awaie the Medo wes ,filthy beaft. 

Crit within Follow^follow, follow. j 

Etff. Har’I hear founds ofmcnjlike hew and crie: 
vp a vp,and ftruggle to thy horfe,tnake on 

, di im 
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HeJr tha I - ittk cr 3Bd done. 

^/.Heere this waie, this wa} , c: 

At my backed oh, 

Wh« foe hauc I my limbes J . 

oL'^ ,Cdlbe 8S«yc!«mc S ap a r t l 
Oh could I here reach to the infants heart. 

ji, r t . Einde him r 

Ajh Heere,hecre, yonder,yonder, 

Thl ST*?* “I ™* ^en barbarous? 

Was this nar " a> ' ,lai chcfe °f «funet 

Was thts the anfwcar I long waited on,. 

G 5 at f® ncs bane made him impudent! 

Mr. H as filed fo much bloud that he cannot blulS- 
a.CoAway with lumbar him a long to the Iuftic“s : 

A gentleman ofwootfiiipd^elsathfnd, * 

There (hall his deeds be blazd* 

EuJ, Why all the better^ 

My glory tis to haue my aftion Inowne, 
n , otl ; in S* butI m 'ft of one.- 

£^Mma^ e ° fafa,klintha ‘^« 

Exeunt, 

? E*te& 
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tAyorJtSWm Trdgtay* 

Enters a knight with two or three Gentlemen , 

Kmg. Endangered fo his wife?murdered his chil- 
dren? 

^.Gen.So the Cry comes, 

Kni , I am lorry I ere knew him. 

That euer he took life and natural! being 
From fuch an honoured ftock,and fair difeent*, 
Tilthis black minut without ftaine or blemilh: 

4 Gent .Here come the men. 

Enter the mailer of the colledge and the reft, 
with the prifener , 

Kni . The ferpent of his houfc? Ime forry for this 
lime that I am in place of iuftice. 
c^r.Pleafeyou Sir. 

Kni, Doe not repcate it twice I know too muchc, 
would it had nere byn thought out 
Sir I blcedeforyou* 

4 GV»f„Your fathers lorrows are aliue in me: 
What madeyou fhew fuch monftrous crueltie; 
J///Jna worde Sir, 

I hane coufumd all,plaid awaielong acre. 

And I thought it the charitableft deed I could doc 
To culTen beggery.-and knock my houfe oth head. 
Kni* Oh in a cooler bloud you will repent it. 

HuJ. I repent now, that ones left vnkild. 

My brat at nurle.Oh I would ful fain haue weand him 
Knigh* Well, I doe not think but in to morrowes 
iudgement. 

The terror will fit clofer to your foule, 

% When 
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Xrh!^ t C l d th , OU S ht of dc3th remembers you ' 
o further which,take this fad voice from me- ^ 

S'nT f P laid more vnna«,r a ii y 

Huf , ,1 thank you Sir. 1 

■ * A/f W '9°n. Icac,e him t0 rbe Iayle, 

fff/Itismywifhitfhouldbcfo, 

Kumousman,the dcfolation ofhis howfe theblor 
Vpon hispredeceflbrs honord name, l0C 
1 ^ at man Is neereft fhamc that is part fhame.Ev/>. 

Enter Husband with the eficersfiThl Mai ft e r and gen. 
t . 0H ** going by his houfe 4, 

h r l 3m ri§ht a § ainft m y howfe,feat of my Ance" 

ftors:Ihcarc my wit’s aliuc'bu, muchcndaXd? 
Let me intreat to Ipeak with her “ 

before theprifon gripe me, 

. Enter his wife brought in a chair e* 

Gent. bee hcerfhe comes of her felfe 
Jjp.Oh my fweete H uf-band, my deere diftrefled 
hulband,now m the hands of vnrelenting lawes. 

My greateft forrow 3 my extreme!* bleeding , 

Now my loule bleeds, & 

th« fol dead° W?kinCl t0 mC?did 1 001 W ° Und thee > Ieft 

J^*Tut farre grea ter wounds did my breft feelc, 
ynkmdnes flrikes a deeper wound then fteele. 

Da You 



A Yorfyhiere Tragedy^ 

You haue been ftill vnkinde to mce: 

Huf Faith,and fo I thinkel haue: 

I did my murthcrs roughly out of hand, 

Dcfperate and fuddaine,but thou haft deuiz'd ^ 

A fine way now to kill me 3 thou haft ginen mine eics 
Scauen woonds apeece , now glides the deuillfrom 
mee,departes at cuery ioynt, heaues vp my naileG*: 
Oh catch him new torments,that were near inuetcd, 
Binde him one thoufand more you blefled Angells 
In that pit bottomleflej let him not rife 
To make men a<ft vnnaturall tragedies 
To fpred into a father, and in furie, 

Make him his childrens executioners : 

Murder his wife, his feruan; s, and who not/ 

For that man's darke, where heauen is quite forgot. 
Wi, Oh my repentant husband. 

Huf. My dcerc (bull, whom I too muchhaue wrongd. 
For death I die, and for this haue I longd. 

Wi. Thou fholdft not (be affurde) for thcfe faults die, 
If the law cold forgiue affoonc as 
Huft What fight is yonder? children laid cut, 

Wi* Oh our two bleeding boyes laid forth vpon 
thethrcfholde. (crack 

Hu, Beer’s weight enough to make a heart-ftring 
Oh were it lawfull that your prettie foules 
Might looke from heauen into your fathers eyes. 
Then (hould you fee the penitent glaffes melt. 

And both your murthcrs fhoote vpon my cheekes. 
But you are playingin the Angells lappes, 

£nd will not looke on me, 




william Shakespeare A Yorkshire Tragedy londo 



. "A TorksUere Tragedy] 

Oh lZl? dof , grace ‘ kiIcl y° a ^ beggerv;' 

llboJd 

Though I djd b '? y0ul ' tun S wcre agmic 

"•dl'Zp ^Sfe 1,l °-n CrJ ' 0Irw “ 

^> 0 T h ,%! t '>°u‘ 1 «! t no t goe: * ' 

*&V££g lb ' e * 

their eternallioyef 
4 a herlook ' >"'0 my deedes 

One toy i$ yet vnmurdered: 

^DeSe y him. ' 

BeauJo? h a i j m X P oorc ,lu sbands life; 
«caucn gu,e my body ftrength, which yet is faint 

sufor c '^ penc ?° f b, °" d >“ d 1 SST 

x“ ?“7? hk > number vp ail my f,j c „d s , ’ 

ir- wi" P " d0n my dcare Hfc. 

w » “ in man to woond fo kinde a creature? 

ru 





«£/ cJt? /t?/ i 







nA Yorkshire Tragedy * 

1 le euer praife a woman for thy fake, 

I mu ft returne with grief e my anfwer’s fet: 

I (hall bring nevves vveiesheauierthen the debt: 
Two brothers:one in bond lies ouerthrowiic 
This jon a deadlier execution* 
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